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From  the  origidal  (South  Menilagtoa), 

^^H 

^^H 

697. 

367 

Charles  Lamb  to  Thomas  AHsop . 

From  MATprt'i  MAgHTtrst, 

See  note          ^^^^| 

697. 

368 

Charles  Lamb  to  Charles  Oliier    > 
Mr  Hatlitt'i  teict  (BohnJ. 

«    Early  ifi  y«ar  ^^^H 

698. 

369 

Charles  Lamb  to  Charles  Oliier   . 

Mr.  Hizhtt^s  ten  (Bohol 

^^^H 

698. 

370 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
From  the  orlgioaj  (British  MvaeeiD^. 

^^H 

699. 

371 

••Charles  Lamb  to  Charles  OlHei    . 

March  t6                ^M 

.  H.  A,  PiHts,                                        ^M 

'       700- 

37a 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
From  the  original  (Britiih  Muacum). 

«    March  Ki               ^M 

70a. 

373 

Charles  Lamb  to  S.  T,  Coleridge 
Mr.  ft&xlltt'i  text  (Bohn^. 

.    Mafch  22              ^H 

7«3. 

374 

Charles  Lamb  to  H.  F,  Gary 
Mr.  Elixlitt'a  tejit. 

^^H 

7«>4- 

375 

L 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Vincent  Kovello 
From  (be  origiuJ  <BrieHb  Mnwaral, 

^^H 

■ 

I 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^«^^^^^?^^^^l 

^M 

^^ 

CONTENTS 

^^H 

tAQE 

LtTTM 

1S26. 

^H 

70+. 

376 

'Clivles  Lamb  to  Bern^id  Barton 
From  tbe  orifiiial  iBritUb  MiiKam>. 

.    Mayi6 

^H 

706, 

377 

Charles  Lamb  to  S/T.  Coleridge 
Mr.  HulJtt-iteKt(Bcibn). 

.    June  t 

^H 

707. 

378 

•Chafles  Lamb  to  John  Bates  Dibdin     , 

Prom  Ifae  gd^oiL  in  the  pQUc«iioit  of  Hr.  H.  W,  t 

,    Jnne  50 
:>lbdiii. 

^1 

7m 

379 

Chajles  Lswnb  to  Thomas  Hill      * 
From  tbc  orifiiut  tBritub  MuBeum^. 

.     No  year 

^1 

710. 

380 

'Charl^  Lamb  to  John  Bates  Dibdin    . 

From  iheorieioMt  in  ihe  poiwuioD  of  Mr.  R.  W.  1 

,    July  14 

l^ibdiD. 

^1 

712^ 

381 

••Charles  Lamb  to  William  Wordsworth 

.     Sept.  6 

^^^H 

From  Mr  Gordon  Wordtworth's  orifiML 

^^^^ 

7*5- 

J8a 

•Cbariea  Lamb  to  John  Bates  Dibdin    . 

.     Sept,  9 
^ibdia. 

^1 

7r6. 

383 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
From  tbe  ori^iul  tBritinh  Museum). 

,    Sept,  36 

^B 

718. 

38< 

••Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  Moxon 

From  th£  ort^LQAJ  m  the  pas&eation  of   Mi. 
Poulton. 

.    ?Scpt. 
Heary 

■ 

7*9^ 

38$ 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
Prom  the  oriiU»l  (Brltkb  Miiseumj, 

•    No  date 

1837* 

m 

7W. 

386 

Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinson 
Mr.  Huliet'i  uxt  tBobul. 

V    Jan.  20 

^M 

7^* 

387 

■•Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinson 

FfoiB  the  orlgiiul  (Dr.  WUIiami-  LlbrtrxK 

*    Jan.  ao 

^M 

713. 

388 

•'Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinson 

From  the  original  {Dr.  WiUiiiroi'  UbrarfJ, 

.    Jan-ag 

^H 

TM- 

3»« 

••Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinson 

From  ttworiffjDiI  (Dr.  Willksai^  Librsryj. 

.    Jan. 

^1 

1^ 

SO* 

Charles  Lamb  to  B,  R,  Hay  don   . 

.     March 

^^^H 

Froro  Taylor 'i  Lift  0/  Hmydtm, 

^^^H 

735. 

39« 

•Charles  Lamb  to  William  Hone  , 
From  (h«  origiiu!  tt  R6w£i&t, 

.    April 

^1 

736. 

39a 

Cbarlcii  Lamb  to  Thomas  Hood   , 

.    May 

^^^1 

726. 

Mr.  Hulltt't  text  iTk*  Lambtl 

^^^1 

393 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bern  aid  Barton 

.     No  date 

^^^H 

From  tbe  original  iBritiah  MuKum). 

^^^H 

739* 

394 

•Charles  Lamb  to  William  Hone  . 
From  the  orlgioAl  at  Rovfrfaot, 

.     May 

^H 

T^t- 

395 

•Charles  Lamb  to  William  Hone   ♦ 
From  the  origioil  at  RowfanL 

.     June 

^H 

730- 

39« 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Batrton 
From  the  oflgioti  (BfitiBh  Museum}* 

*    June  ti 

^1 

731^ 

397 

L 

••Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinson 
From  tb*  origiQAl  {Bntiib  MuKtm). 

»     June  i6 

J 

I 
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^M 

^^H                            FAtit 

(JTTlIt 

^m 

59» 

*Chtrles  Lamb  to  WiUiam  Hone  ,        ,        ,        . 

Fnwn  the  oricioal  «t  K^srwlui. 

^^H 

^H 

399 

**Charl»  Lamb  to  Edward  Moieon  .         ,        .        . 
From  tbe  orifiaal  *t  RowCkdi. 

^H 

^H 

400 

Charles  Lamb  to  R  G,  Paunore  .        ,        .        , 

Jtily  tg          ^^M 

H 

401 

Cbarles  Lamb  to  Mrs.  Shelley. 

26      ^^H 

^H 

4oa 

Charifs  Lamb  to  Mr^.  8asj]  Montagu  . 
Mr.  HAxtittft  i«it  iBolui). 

Sumrn^         ^^H 

*MMy  Lamb  to  Lady  Stoddait          \ 
♦Charles  Lamb  to  Sir  Jobn  Sioddart/ 

9           ^^M 

^H 

4^3 

From  Ihc  ofi^n*!  (M»srt.  MigEi], 

^^^^ 

^H 

404 

•Chaf  les  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
Pi-Om  (be  arigiAMl  (British  Mateum). 

10         ^^^1 

H 

405 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
Ffom  the  OTigiail  (Briiitii  Museum^. 

^^^^ 

^1 

406 

Charles  Lamb  to  P.  G.  Patmore  ,        •        .        . 

^^H 

^H 

407 

*  Charles  Lamb  to  John  Bates  Dibdin    , 

Pram  the  ari^nal  in  tbn  pOEACKiian  of  Mr.  R.  W.  Dtbdiii. 

s      ^^M 

^H 

408 

•Charles  Lamb  to  John  Bates  Dibdin    . 

From  the  oriRintl  id  tlu  pduetiioD  of  Mr.  R.  W.  Dlbdin. 

15      ^^M 

^m 

409 

•Charles  Lamb  to  John  Bates  Dibdtn    . 

Prom  th«  originmJ  ia  the  pofisaBSiaa  of  Mr.  R  W.  Dibdtci. 

^^^M 

^M 

410 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Thomas  Hood  .        .        ,        . 
Froni  the  ficsimile  in  Mri,  Ealmaniio't  P«#  aimI  PwmUt 

^^H 

^H 

411 

■Charles  Lamb  to  Henry  Colburn .         ,        ,        , 
From  die  orifioel  (South  iCeaiiDgion^ 

^^M 

^B 

4ta  ' 

»•  Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  Moxon  . 

From  the  tmgtDsJ  in  t^»  poKBc^ioo  of  Mr,   H«afy 
PouUon. 

?  Sept.  a6                 V 

H 

4U  ' 

'•Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinson 

From  the  orjgiii*)  (Or.  Williaini^  Librmry). 

t                ^^^1 

^M 

414 

•  Char  lea  Lamb  to  John  Bates  Dibdin   . 

From  the  orginAJ  in  ihe  pos^wtsion  of  Mr.  E.  Wh  DibdiiiH 

a               ^^M 

^M 

4<5 

Charles  Lamb  tO  Barron  Field      .         *         .         , 
From  the  mmoin  of  Ckarlts  Msihem§. 

4                ^H 

^m 

416 

Charles  Lamb  to  William  Hone  . 
Mr-  Hulitt'i  text  {Tki  Lambs). 

^^^1 

H 

4^7 

Charles  Lamb  to  Thomas  Hood  ,        ,        ,        . 
From  ihe  Nati&nai  litti^. 

date           ^^^1 

H 

41S 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
From  the  original  (Briiisb  Museum}. 

No  date           ^^M 

^■^    761*^ 

419 

•Charlts  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
From  the  origitial  (Briitih  Mufteumi. 

Dec  4              ^^^1 

p 

I 

CONTENTS ■ 

^P                                    ^^^1 

FAOE 

LITTKR 

^^^1 

^^H 

763. 

420 

Chvka  Lamb  to  Lciffh  Hum      .        ,        ,        , 

Mr,  HmUU's  t«xt  tB&iw}. 

^^^H 

764. 

431 

Charles  Lamb  to  William  Hone  ,         *        ,        . 

Dec.  £5                                     ^H 

764. 

42a 

G barks  Lamb  to  Thomas  Minop  .... 
From  Harptr'i  Ma^cuim. 

^M 

765. 

4^3 

Charles  Lamb  to  Thomas  Allaop  .... 
Frotn  HarptTj  Maganm. 

ao                             ^^^H 

765. 

4n 

"Chiilm  Lamb  to  Edward  Moxon 
Prom  ibe  oHgin»l  at  Rowfam. 

^^^H 

766. 

425 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
Fram  tba  odciail  i&ritiih  Mtifeym). 

End  or  year                        ^^^^^ 

767. 

4^ 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Thomas  Allsop 

Pforn  Harptr'i  Afa^dtWM  with  Altflratiaui, 

^^^1 

767. 

427 

*' Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  Moxon 
From  the  origiiul  at  Rofidknt. 

^^H 

76B. 

4aS 

'•Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  Monon 
From  th€  origiiul  at  Rowfiat. 

^^^1 

769. 

429 

Charies  Lamb  to  Chailea  Cowden  Clarke     , 
Prom  Rtmmitctncts  of  WfiUn, 

^^^H 

77»- 

4l<i 

** Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinson 

Fram  the  oriffinal  (Dr.  WilJuma'  Librkryj. 

a6                               ^^H 

77«- 

43« 

Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  Moxon 

Mt.  HuUtt'a  teit  IBoHd), 

March                               ^^^H 

773- 

43a 

*  Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
Prom  the  migin*.}  {British  &liiirtim}. 

^^^H 

774. 

433 

Charles  Lamb  to  Thomas  All  sop 

From  Harptfs  Magttsint. 

I                    ^^^^1 

774. 

454 

'  Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  Moxon 
From  the  origiusJ, 

^^^1 

774- 

435 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Walter  Wllaon  . 
From  I  he  aTieliul  ^ritiih  Mioeum), 

May  17                                 ^^H 

775. 

436 

'•Charles  Lamb  to  T.  N.  Talfourd  ,         ,        .        . 
From  the  orifiiul  (Df.  Wmtinu'  Ltbriry}. 

^^H 

-i,77S- 

437 

•♦Charles  Lamb  to  William  Wordsworth 

May                                         ^M 

From  tbe  originml  (Dr.  WUitimi'  Librsry). 

^^^H 

r  776. 

438 

Mary  Lamb  to  the  Thomas  Hoods 
Mr,  mtmvn  text  iTh$  L^mds). 

?  Sitmm^                         ^^^^1 

77». 

439 

Charles  Lamb  to  B.  R.  Haydon   .... 

Froui  TavIot's  Lift  of  Hay  dan,    {For  LUttr  4iqA—iht 
tTatuiatton  0/  n  Latin  Utttr  fwvm  LAmb  io  John 

^^^1 

^^^^^^H 

RicJfpmn-^su  ApptmiU  U.,  pagt  975 J 

^^^H 

779- 

440 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 

From  th^  original  (Brldib  Hutcum). 

Oct.  It                               ^^^1 

7»|. 

44* 

Charles  Lamb  to  Charles  Cowden  Clarke     , 

^^H 

1 

L 

2 

^H 

I 

^^M 

H 

CONTENTS            1 

I^^^H^ 

^^1                          PAGE 

44a      Charles  Lamb  to  Vincent  Novello 

Nov.                ^H 

Ffom  KK(3lttf^wni  of  Wriitrs, 

^^W 

H 

443 

Charles  Lamb  to  Thomas  Hood  .... 

From  Hood's  Oartt. 

Late  autumn           ■ 

H 

444 

Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  Moxon 
TtEt  from  Mr.  Sxmuol  Davcy. 

^^ 

H 

445 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
From  the  original  (Bridih  ItftiBatiiitJ. 

Dec.  5             ^H 

H 

446 

Charles  Lamb  to  Charles  Cowden  Clarke     » 

^H 

H 

447 

Charles  Lamb  to  T.  N.  Talfourd  .        *        ,        . 

End  of  year            1 

Mr.  HiiliU'ft  text  tBohq). 

1629.          ^^B 

H 

448 

•Charles  Lamb  to  George  Dyer     .... 
From  ibe  orJeiniJ  (Brid»h  Muioum}, 

^H 

H 

449 

CharleB  Lamb  to  B.  W.  Procter    .        »        <        . 

Mr.  Haditi's  tett  (fiobnK 

^H 

■               796- 

450 

•Charles  Lamb  to  B.  W.  Procter   .... 
Mr.  Hatltu'i  text  (Bo1iq|  with  Klterttioaf. 

Jon.  aa           ^^| 

H               79S. 

451 

Chailea  Lamb  to  Thomas  Allsop 
From  Harptr'i  Magaxint, 

^^H 

■ 

452 

•Charles  Lamb  to  B.  W.  Procter  .... 

Mr.  HAiUtt'i  ten  (Boba)  with  altera tiosa. 

Jan.  39           ^H 

K       800. 

453 

•Charles  Lamb  to  B.  W.  Procter  .... 

Mr.  Huiiu'a  text  (Bohnj  with  alteratiooa. 

Early  in  year          1 

H       801. 

454 

Charles  Lamb  to  B.  W.  Procter    ,        ,        ,        . 
Mf.  Haclitt'fl  text  IBoba). 

Feb.  2             ^^J 

H       803. 

455 

Charles  Lamb  to  Charles  Cowden  Clarke     , 
From  Etcotitctions  of  iVriitTi. 

^H 

H 

456 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinson 

From  tbc  original  iDr.  WilliAraa'  LibrafyJ. 

Feb.                 ^^H 

H 

457 

Charles  Lamb  to  Samuel  Rogers  .... 
From  Rog*ifi  and  His  C&nitmportmts. 

March  aa                ■ 

H      80s. 

458 

*  Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
From  the  ofiginal  (Bj-itish  Muaeom). 

March  35                 1 

H       806. 

459 

Charles  Lamb  to  Miss  Sarah  James      . 
Test  from  Mr,  Samuel  Davey. 

?        ^^H 

B 

460 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinaon         ,        » 
From  the  orieinal  (Dr.  WilJiama"  Library). 

^^M 

^m         808. 

461 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Crabb  Robinson         ,        . 

From  the  orifinal  (Dr,  Williima'  LIbratyj.    CJ^"^  LtU^ 
A^iA^CkatUs  Lamb  to  Q§orge  Dytt—stt  Appmdix 
tL.pngcg^.} 

^^m 

^B 

462 

Charles  Lamb  to  Thomas  Hood  *        .        ,        . 

Ut.  Hailitt  a  teit  {Tht  Lambi). 

^H 

^^^^ 

463 

Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  Moxon          .        ,        , 
Fjom  Tht  Autographic  Mirror. 

No  dale          •  ^J 

■ 

^BVPV 

^^■^H 

r 

^^■^     CONTENTS 

^^V           ^^^1 

VAQK 

LtTTH 

I 

^H 

8io. 

464 

Chutes  Lamb  to  Walter  Witacm  . 
Mr.  HtxLitt-i  teitt  (Bohn). 

.     May:i8                                       ^M 

8tt. 

46s 

*Charte£  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 

From  the  ortffinal  (Britlth  Mateum). 

June  3                                     ^1 

812, 

466 

Chafles  Lamb  to  Thomas  Alliop  , 
From  Hst.Tptf'i  Mag&Jtim. 

.    See  not«                                   ^^| 

813. 

467 

*Cbarfcs  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton         < 

From  the  DriclEuL  (Brtttih  Mos«iim). 

•   July                           ^^H 

815. 

468 

Cbarlcfi  Lamb  to  Thomas  Allsop  < 
From  HatpMj'i  Ma^A^im. 

^    Late                                    ^^^^1 

8t5. 

469 

**CharIea  Lamb  to  Edward  Moxon 
From  the  oripoal  at  RowfiotH 

^^^1 

St6. 

470 

Charles  Lamb  to  James  GiUman 
Mr.  HMlitti  wit (BohnJ. 

^^^H 

8ig. 

47t 

*Charles  Lamb  to  Vincerit  Novello 
From  the  erigiiuU  (Britiab  MiistumJ. 

Nov,                                         ^^1 

ai8. 

47a 

Charles  Lamb  to  Walter  Wilson  . 
Mr.  HuOltc'a  text  (Bobo). 

.     Nov.                                         ^H 

Sai, 

473 

ChaileB  Lamb  to  James  Oillman  . 

Mr.  Hizlilt'i  text  fBobD), 

?  Nov.  ag                                  ^H 

Sat. 

474 

C harks  Lamb  to  James  Ontman  . 
Mr.  Hi*litt*i  Icit  (Bohn), 

Nov.                                         ^^1 

824^ 

475 

'Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
From  the  orifiuL  (Britikh  MMi«Qn|. 

1830W                       ^H 

8?6. 

476 

•Charles  Lamb  to  William  Wofdswortb  1 
"Mary  Lamb  to  Dorothy  Wordsworth     J 
From  Mf.  Gordon  Wordswof  ih'£  oripna]. 

Jan.  33                                      ^^1 

831- 

477 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
From  tbti  orlelniL  iBritiib  Muienm). 

.    Feb,  35                                   ^H 

833. 

478 

Charles  Lamb  to  Mrs,  Williams  , 
Mr.  HuUtl'i  tent  {Tk^  Lawfc). 

,     Feb.  26                               ^^H 

833^ 

479 

Charles  Lamb  to  Mrs.  Williams  . 
Mr.  Hulitt'i  text  {Th*  Lambi). 

.    March                               ^^^H 

834^ 

480 

Charles  Lamb  to  Sarah  Hazlitt    . 
Mr,  H^iUtt'i  text  (Boha), 

March  4                                    ^^| 

835- 

481 

Charles  Lamb  to  Mrs.  Williams  . 
Mi.  Hftilhri  text  (Bobs). 

March  5                                   ^^| 

S36, 

4S2 

Chaile«  Lamb  to  James  Gillman  . 
Mr.  HuUrrt  text  {Bofac). 

.     March                                      ^H 

837^ 

483 

Charles  Lamb  to  William  Ayrton 
Mr.  tUxUtt's  text  tBobo), 

March  14                                  ^^| 

839, 

484 

Charles  Lamb  to  Mm  Williams  , 
Mr.  Mulltt-i  text  (7A4  Lamti}. 

March  32                                  ^^| 

H- 

48s 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Mrs.  Williams  , 

,   A(^ii3                             ^1 

FfOi^   the  origijiii)  la  the  poiscnion  of   & 

^H 

Thompson. 

1 

^Bl 

■ 

^          I     mW~^           I         IH 

^^^H 

^^M 

CONTENTS 
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^^^H                           PAQI 

URtTISii 

^^^H 

^H 

486 

Charles  Lmnib  to  Mrs*  Williams  . 
Ffom  thA  orifiaiL. 

.    April  9                       ^H 

^H 

487 

Charles  Lamb  to  Jame»  GiUtmii  * 
Mr.  Hailjtt'i  leitt  (Bob!]}. 

.     ?  SprtTig 

^H 

4SS 

Chailcfi  Lamb  to  Jamc*  Vale  Aibury  , 
From  Tkt  A  thmuMm. 

.     ?  April 

^H      644. 

489 

Charles  Lamb  to  James  Vaie  Asbuiy    * 
By  pennissloii  oC  Mf .  Edwud  Hirti«y. 

,    No  date 

^^B 

490 

Charles  Lamb  to  Mrs.  WilUama  . 
Mr,  Hulicre  t«xt  [Tfu  Lamt^}. 

.     April  21 

^H 

491 

Charles  Lamb  10  Robert  Southey 

Mr.  lUfLltt't  te^t  (Bohn^ 

,     May  10 

^H 

A^' 

'*Cbarks  Lamb  to  Edward  M&xon 
FroED  the  origiEui  it  Rawfant 

,     May  la 

^H 

493 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Vincent  Novello 
From  the  origtud  (Brititb  Muuuf»K 

.     May  14 

^H 

494 

*Ctisirks  Lamb  to  Vmc^nt  Novdio 
Fiom  the  oflgjiul  (Britiih  Muaeumj^ 

.    May 

^H 

495 

Charles  Lamb  to  WUUam  Hone  , 
Mr.  H»jeUtt't  text  fBohnJ. 

,    May  21 

^B 

496 

Charles  Lamb  to  Sarah  HaJfUtl     . 
Mr.  Hulkra  text  (Bobn^n 

,        .     Maya4 

^^B 

497 

Charles  Lamb  to  Sarah  Ha^litt    .         « 
Mr.  Hutitt'i  tflit  (Bohpj. 

.     June  3 

^H 

498 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bernard  Barton 
Front  the  arlgluiil  tBrirlih  Muutim). 

.    Jtme  ad 

^^1 

499 

•Charles  Lamb  to  Bertiard  Barton 
From  ihfl  orl^iut  (British  Mo^eciiiiK 

.    Aug*  JO 

^^H 

500 

Charles  Lamb  to  Samuel  Rogers 
Ff  om  No^tn  and  HiM  Ctmitmpmarm. 

.     Oct.  5 

^^B 

501 

Charter  Lamb  to  Vineent  Novello 
From  Rtcelitctton*  0/  Wriftn. 

.    Nov.  8 

^^B 

go^ 

Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  MoKOn 
Mr.  Hiclitt'i  text  (BahciJ. 

,        ,     Nov»  ra 

^^H 

503 

'•Charles  Lamb  to  Edward  Mouon 
From  the  gdfinal  At  Rowliut. 

.        .     ?Dec. 

^B 

504 

•Charles  Lamb  to  George  Dyer 
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LETTER  252 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  WILLIAM  AYRTON 

[Dated  at  end  :  Jan.  aj,  iSai.) 

DEAR  Mrs.  AjTton,  my  sister  d^ires  me,  as  being  a  more  ex- 
pert penman  than  nerself,  to  say  that  she  saw  Mrs.  Paris 
yesterday,  and  that  she  is  ver>*  much  out  of  spiril?^  and  has  expressed 

a  great  wish  to  see  jour  son  William,  and  Fanny 

I  like  to  write  that  word  Fanny.     I  do  not  Know  but  it  was  one 

Teason  of  taking  upon  me  this  pleasing  task- 

Moreover  that  if  the  said  William  and  Frances  will  go  and  sit  an 
hour  with  her  at  any  time,  she  will  engage  that  no  one  else  shall 
see  them  but  herself,  and  the  servant  who  opens  the  door,  she  being 
confined  to  her  private  room,  I  trust  you  and  the  Juveniles  will 
comply  with  this  reasonable  request. 

&  am 

Dear  Mrs,  Ayrton 
your's  and  yours' 
TYuly 

C.  Laacb. 

Gov.  Gar. 

25  Jan.  1S21. 

Note 

[Mrs.  Ayrton  (^/«  Arnold)  wa^  the  wife  of  William  Ayrton»  the 
musical  critic  (see  Letter  223).] 

LETTER  253 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MISS  HUMPHREYS 

London  27  J  any*  1821* 

DEAR  Madam^  Carriages  to  Cambridge  are  in  such  request, 
owing  to  the  Installation^  that  we  have  found  it  impossible 
to  procure  a  conveyance  for  Emma  before  Wednesday,  on  which 
vol,,  vn. — 36 
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dfljr  betwceti  the  houm  of  S  and  4  m  tbe  aftenicMO  joa  will  m 
your  Httli^  friimd,  with  her  bloom  somewliflt  nfnind  Irr  kte  hours 
and  diMfifHitkinf  httt  her  gait, gevttm^  and  geneisl  mmmams  (I  flatter 

mjntlf)  coiuiiderAhly  iniprov^  by  «cmi«6(Mfy  t&ol  Aall  be 

nmnsUm.  My  nkter  jotm  me  in  love  to  all  tme  Tknnpingtcmiajis 
mA  Bpaeifyuig  any,  ta  avoid  eTivy  ;  and  begs  me  to  a^uie  jou  that 
Krritiia  tuui  been  a  very  good  gtr!,  which,  with  certain  hmitaticms, 
I  myiii  myielf  miliMcrine  to.  I  wish  I  could  cure  her  of  making 
dug'ii  eam  in  bookfl,  and  pinching  them  on  poor  Pompej,  who,  for 
cma,  I  dare  my^  will  heartily  rejoyce  at  her  departure. 

Dear  Madam, 

Toure  truly 

foolish  C*  L. 
Note 

fTlH-  l**rb*r  in  oAidniuml  to  "Miss  Humphreys  with  Mrs,  Paris, 
'VrwiijHup^Um  Htrwt,  Ciuiibridge/'     Fraj^ked  by  J,  Rickman. 

Thin  U*iU*t  I'imUunn  the  fir«t  reference  in  the  correspondence  to 
F.mifm  Iwjltt>  fliiughttT  of  (Charles  IsoJa,  Esquire  Bedell  of  Cam- 
brlrlgi^  niiivfrwityt  and  gninddaughter  of  Agostino  Isola,  the  Italian 
iiKir  iifid  tivwhiT,  of  Cambridge,  among  whose  pupils  had  been 
WorffuwrirMv  Mm  MumphreyH  was  Emma  iBola's  aunt.  Emma 
mmim  to  have  broo  bmiight  to  London  by  Mrs,  Paris  and  left  with 
Ihii  l^tinhn, 

rortijry  mn'OiN  lo  havo  l>t'vn  the  Lambs'  first  dog.  Later,  as  we 
it  in  II  mH\  thf'V  adopti'd  Da^h.] 


I^TTER  aS4 

CHAltMW  LAMB  TO  MRS.  WILLIAM  AYRTON 

I  iSVid  JaeBimih  on  oppaaiie  page] 

[D»ted  at  end  i  Mftrch  15,  tin.] 

I  \l^'Al!  Mridani.  Wr  rov  fitit  of  town  of  necessity  till  Wednesday 

1  /     uv\\,  vvlh  u  uf  Ihijio  to  me  one  of  you  at  least  to  a  rubber. 

Ibi  mikw  iViturti  Snhuilay  wo  ^hall  most  gladly  accept  your  kind 

uHW.     \V\mx  I  imd  your  delicate  little  note,  I  am  ashamed  of  my 

groat  Mtailtig  lottoi^, 

Vours  most  truly 

CuAELEs  Lamb. 

1}  Mai.  iMik 


_^      .  t    ^       ^  .    ^  <%«M    «/    €%»*f    ^    •    %aM«^'      Aft.  «#»»» 

/«/l^l4    /a/m^*^     **C    #Cait     '^t.^ir  fCmd/ty     IkMUjt  ^tfM/     4*1»«    ^*v-     01«^ 
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LETTER  m5 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

'  Y  dear  Sir — If  you  can  come  next  Sunday  we  shall  be  equally 
glad  to  see  you,  but  do  not  trust  to  any  of  Martinis  appoint- 
raeuL^,  except  on  busiiies?j>  in  future*  He  is  notoriously  faithla<i.H 
in  that  pointy  and  we  did  wrong  not  to  have  warned  you.  Leg  of 
Lamb,  as  before  ;  hot  at  4.     And  liie  heart  of  Lamb  ever, 

Youni  truly,         C.  L. 


M 


LETl^ER  £56 
CHABLES  LAMB  TO  LEIGH  HUNT 

tniifffTOit  Wfdmiday  [April  %%  iSai. 

DEAR  Hunt, — There  was  a  sort  af  side  talk  at  Mr.  Novelio'« 
about  our  spending  Good  Friday  at  Hampstead,  but  my 
«iater  has  got  «o  bad  a  cold,  and  we  both  want  rest  so  much,  that 
TO  ahftH  excuse  our  putting  off  the  visit  some  little  time  longer. 
Perhaps,  after  all*  you  know  nothing  of  it. — Believe  me,  yours 
truly,  C.  Lahb* 


LETTER  ^7 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  S.  T.  COLERrDGE 

May  isi  [iSii], 
Mr,  GiLmati\  Highgate, 

M»  C, — I  will  not  fail   you   on   Friday   by  six,  and  Mary, 
perhaps,  earlier,     I    very    much    wish    to  meet   "  Master 

Mathew,**  and  am  much  obliged  to  the  G §  for  the  opportunity. 

Our  kind  respects  to  them  always. —  Eua, 

Exta-act  from  a  MS,  note  of  S,  T,  C,  ia  my  Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 
dated  April  17th  1807. 
Midnight, 

"  God  bless  you*  dear  Charles  Lamb*  I  am  dying ;  I  feel  I  have 
not  many  weeks  left," 


SoS         LETTEBS  OF  C  ASD  M.  LAMB         May 


[MstET  MkdKv  •  IB  Bat  JflHH's  «E««T  Xa  k  Hk  Hi 


The  Bote  cpotai  bv  Lanb  v  not  thoc,  or  pe^opi  it  m  €oe  that 
k»  bccB  UMBiI  mt.    TU» 


atiB  iiMiiw:  ^XA     Idianiiotbe 
bere,  dwla!     I  gone,  ^im  wffl  not  wami  mw  baviw  spotted 
*     teksfcaBefic    &  T.  C,  CkL  1811.' 


UETTEK  S5B 
CHABLES  LAMB  TO  JAMES  GILLMAN 

[DitBlircBi:  a  Xsf .  1S21.] 

DEAR  1% — ^Yoa  diDe  so  kte  ob  Hvkr,  it  wiD  be  impoaible 
foroi  to  go  bone  br  tbe  c^giit  ifdoA  stage.  WiU  joo 
oblige  OS  br  setmiug  as  beds  at  sane  hoiBe  finm  wfaidi  a  stage 
Boeito  tbe'Bank  in  tbe  maai^?  I  voold  write  to  Coleridge, 
bot  cannot  think  of  tronbliBg  a  dring  nan  with  soch  a  request 

YoBis  trahr,        C  Labb. 


If  the  beds  in  the  town  are  aU  c^i^^  in  cmiaiQeDoe  of  Mr. 
Mathews^  appeaianoe,  a  hatknei-coadt  will  serre. 

WttdMttr.  a  May  *ai. 

We  shall  natiier  of  ns  oooe  much  before  the  time. 

NOTK 

[Mrs.  Ma^ws  (who  was  half-sister  of  Fannj  Kelly)  described 
ttiis  evening  in  her  Memoirs  of  her  hodiand,  18S9.  Her  account 
of  Lamb  is  interesting : — 

Mr.  Lamb's  first  approach  was  not  pteposaessing.  His  figure  was  small  and 
mtsn ;  and  no  man  certtinly  was  ever  las  behoMen  tolits  tailor.  His  "bran*  new 
HMf  of  black  dodi  (in  whidi  be  afiected  several  times  dnrinf  die  di^  to  take  great 
pridti  snd  to  cherish  as  a  novekjr  that  he  had  long  looked  kx  and  wanted)  was 
dtolW  contrasted  with  his  very  rasty  silk  stockings*  shown  from  his  knees,  and  his 
much  too  large  thick  shoes,  without  polish.  His  shirt  lejoiced  in  a  wide  fll-plaited 
friUi  and  his  very  small,  tight,  white  neckdodi  was  hemmed  to  a  fine  point  at  die 
«nds  that  formed  part  of  the  little  bow.  His  hair  was  black  and  sleek,  bat  not 
format,  and  his  face  the  gravest  I  ever  saw,  but  indicating  great  intellect,  and  re- 
ssmbling  very  much  the  portraits  of  King  Charles  I.  Mr.  Colerid^  was  very 
atulous  about  his  f#l  LamVs  first  impressioo  upon  mv  husband,  which  I  believe 
his  (irisnd  saw ;  and  guessing  that  he  had  been  extoOed,  he  mischievoosly  resolved 
10  thwart  his  paneg]rrist,  disappoint  the  strangers,  and  altogether  to  upset  the  sus- 
ptelsd  plan  or  showing  him  on. 
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The  Mathews'  were  then  living  at  Ivy  Cottage,  only  a  short  dis- 
tance from  the  Grove,  Highgate,  where  the  famous  Mathews  collec- 
tion of  pictures  was  to  be  seen  of  which  Lamb  subsequently  wrote 
in  the  London  Maga^ine.l 


LETTER  259 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  PAYNE  COLLIER 


May  i6,  182 1. 

^EAR  X  P,  C— Many  thanks  for  the  "Decameron  :"  I  have 
not  such  a  gentleuian's  book  in  my  collection  :  it  was  a  great 
to  me,  and  T  got  it  just  as  I  waw  wanting  something  or  Uie 
I  take  less  pleasure  in  books  than  heretofore,  but  I  like  books 
about  books.  In  the  second  volume,  in  particular,  are  treasures — 
your  discoveries  about "  Twelfth  Night,"  etc.  What  &  Shakespettrian 
essence  that  speech  of  Osrades  for  food  \ — Shakespeare  t§  cciarie  to 
it — beginning  **  Forbear  and  eat  no  more,'^  Osradej?  warms  up  to 
tha^  but  do^  not  set  out  mffian-swaggerer.  The  character  of 
the  An  with  those  three  lines,  worthy  to  be  set  in  gilt  vellum,  and 
worn  in  frontlets  by  the  noble  beasts  for  ever — 

"  Thoa  would,  perhaps,  he  should  become  thy  foe. 
And  to  tha.t  end  dost  beat  him  m^ny  times  : 
He  cares  not  for  himadf,  much  leaa  thy  blow." 

rantes,  Sterne,  and  Coleridge,  have  said  positively  nothing  for 

compared  with  this. 
I  write  in  haste;  but  p,  24,  vol,  i.,  the  line  you  cannot  appropri- 
ate is  Gra/s  sonnet,  specimenifyed  by  Wordsworth  in  first  preface 
to  L,  B.,  as  mixed  of  bad  and  good  style:  p,  \4t%  2nd  vol.,  you 
irill  find  last  poem  but  one  of  the  collection  on  Sidney's  death  in 
Spenser,  the  line, 

"Scipio,  CsBsar,  P^arch  of  our  time." 

11115  fixes  it  to  be  Raleigh's  r  I  had  guessM  it  to  be  Daniel's,  The 
last  after  it,  *' Silence  augmenteth  rage,"  I  will  be  crucified  if  it 
be  not  Lord  Brooke*H,  Hang  you,  and  all  meddling  researchei^^ 
hereafter,  that  by  raking  into  learned  dust  may  find  me  out  wrong 
in  my  conjecture  \ 

D^  J.  P.  C,  1  shall  take  the  first  opportunity  of  pei^sonally 
thanking  you  for  my  entertainment.     We  are  at  Dalston  for  the 
tol/vh. — 37 
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most  part,  but  I  fully  hope  for  an  evening  soon  with  you  in  Rusaell 
or  Bouverie  Street,  to  talk  over  old  times  and  books.  Remember 
%i8  kindly  to  Mrs,  J.  P-  C 

Yours  very  kindly,         Chaeliss  Lams. 

I  write  in  misery. 

N.B.— The  best  pen  I  could  borrow  at  our  butcher's:  the  ink, 
I  verily  believe,  came  out  of  the  kenneh 

Note 

[Collier's  Poetical  Decameron^  in  two  volumes,  was  published  in 
18^0 :  a  series  of  imaginary  conversations  on  curious  and  little- 
known  books.  His  "  Twelfth  Night "  discoveries  will  be  found  in 
the  Eighth  Conversation ;  Collier  deduce  the  play  from  Bamaby 
Rich's  Farewell  to  Military  Profession^  1606.  He  also  describ^ 
Thomas  Lodge's  "  Rosalynde,"  the  forerunner  of  "  As  You  Like 
It,'*  in  which  is  the  character  Rosader,  whom  Lamb  caUs  Osrades. 
His  speech  for  food  runs  thus : — 

U  hapned  that  day  that  Giriimond^  the  lawfull  king  of  France  banished  by 
Torl$wiand,  who  with  a  lustte  cr€W  of  otittawe&  liued  in  that  Forrest,  that  dsiy  in 
honour  of  his  birth,  made  a  feast  to  all  hm  bolde  yeomen »  and  frolickt  il  with  store 
of  wine  and  venison,  sitting  all  at  a  long  table  vndcr  the  shadow  of  Limon  tree* : 
to  that  ptace  by  chance  fortune  conducted  Rosad^,  who  Eieeing  such  a  crew  of  braoe 
men,  hauing  store  of  that  for  want  of  which  hee  and  Adam  perished,  hee  stepi  boldly 
to  the  boords  end,  and  saloted  the  Company  ihas. — Whatsoeuer  thou  h^  th^t  art 
maister  of  these  lusije  squires,  I  saJuie  thee  as  ^aclously  as  a  man  in  extreame 
distresse  may:  knowe  that  1  and  a  fellow  friend  of  mine,  are  here  famished  in  the 
forrest  for  want  of  foode  :  perish  we  must,  vnlesse  relieued  by  thy  fauours.  Therefore 
if  thou  be  a  Gentleman,  giue  meate  to  men,  and  itjch  as  are  euety  way  worth ie  of 
life  I  let  the  proudest  Scjuire  that  sits  at  thy  tabJe  rise  and  encounter  with  me  in  any 
Honourable  point  of  activitle  whatsoeucr,  and  if  he  and  thou  proue  me  not  a  man, 
send  mee  away  comfortlesse  i  if  thou  refuse  this,  as  a  niggard  of  thy  cates,  I  will 
haue  amongst  you  with  my  sword,  for  rather  wil  I  die  valiantly,  then  perish  with  so 
cowardly  an  extreame  (Collier's  Poetkat  De£ameron,  174,  Eighth  Conversation). 

Lamb  compares  with  that  the  passage  in  "  As  You  Like  It,"  IL> 
7,  88,  beginning  with  Orlando^s  '*  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more." 

The  character  of  the  ass  is  quoted  by  Collier  from  an  old  book, 
The  Noblenesse  of  the  Asse^  1595,  in  the  Third  Ck^nversation  : — 

Thou  wouldst  (perhaps)  he  should  become  thy  foe, 
And  to  that  end  doost  beat  him  many  times  ; 
He  cares  not  for  himselfe,  much  lesse  thy  hi  owe. 

Lamb  wrote  more  fully  of  this  passage  in  an  article  on  the  ass 
contributed  to  Hone's  Every-Day  Book  in  1825  (see  VoL  L  of 
the  present  edition,  page  303). 

TTie  line  from  Gray's  sonnet  on  the  death  of  Mr.  Richard  West 
was  this : — 

And  weep  the  more  because  I  weep  in  vain. 
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''  Scipio,  C^sar,"  etc.    This  line  runs,  in  the  epitaph  on  Sidney, 
beginning  '*  To  praise  thy  life  "— 

Scipio,  Cicero,  and  Petrarch  of  our  tintic  I 

It  k  generally  supposed  to  be  by  Raleigh.  The  next  poem, 
'Silence  Augnienteth  Grief,"  is  attributed  by  Malone  to  Sir  Edward 
)yer,  and  by  Hannah  to  ftaleigh,] 


LETTER  260 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B.  W.  PROCTER 


[No  date.     ?  Summer,  iSziJ 

T^EAR  Sir,  The  Wits  {as  Clare  calk  us)  assemble  at  my  Cell 
±J  (m  Russell  St.  Cov.-Gar.)  this  evening  at  |  before  7.  Cold 
meat  at  9,  Puns  at  —  a  little  after.  Mr.  Gary  wants  to  see  you, 
to  scold  you.     I  hope  you  will  not  faU. 

Yours  &c«  &c.  &c. 

C,  Lamb, 

Tborsday* 

I  am  sorry  the  London  Magazine  is  going  to  be  given  up« 


Note 

[I  assume  the  date  of  this  note  to  be  summer,  1821,  because  it  wm 
then  that  Baldwin,  Cradock  &  Joy,  the  London  Magazine^s  first 
publishers,  gave  it  up.  The  reason  wm  the  death  of  John  Scott* 
the  editor,  and  prolmbly  to  a  large  extent  the  originator,  of  the 
magazine.  It  was  sold  to  Taylor  &  Hesaey,  their  first  number 
being  dated  July,  182L 

Scott  had  be<:onie  involved  in  a  quarrel  with  Blackwood^  which 
reached  such  a  pitch  that  a  duel  was  fought,  between  Scott  and 
Cliristie,  a  friend  of  Lockhart's.  The  whole  story,  which  is  in- 
volved,  and  indeed  not  wholly  clear^  need  not  be  told  here :  it  will 
be  found  in  Mr.  Lang's  memoir  of  Lockhart.  The  meeting  was 
held  at  Glial  k  Farm  on  February  16, 182L  Peter  George  Patmore, 
flub-editor  of  the  London^  was  Scott^s  second*  Scott  iell,  wounded 
by  a  shot  which  Christie  fired  purely  in  self-defence.  He  died  on 
February  27. 


556 


LETTERS  OF  C.  AND  M.  LAMB 


June 


Mr.  C&ry,     Henij  Francis  Gary  the  translator  of  Dante  and  a 
contiibutar  to  the  London  MagaziTie,  | 

The  Londmi  Magazine,  had  four  periods.  From  18S0  to  the 
middle  of  18^1,  when  it  h&?  Baldwin,  Cradock  &  Joy's,  rmm  1821 
to  the  end  of  18^4,  when  it  wa«  Taylor  &  Heasey's  at  a  fihilHng. 
From  Jaiiuaiy,  18^,  to  August  of  that  year,  when  it  wa^i  Taylor 
&  Hesseys  at  half-a-crown ;  and  from  September,  1825,  to  the  end, 
when  it  waa  Henry  Southern's,  and  was  published  by  Hunt  h\ 
Clarke.] 


LE^n^ER  261 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  TAYLOR 

Margate,  June  S,  182 1* 

DEAB  Sir,— I  am  extremely  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  decline  the 
article  proposed,  as  I  should  have  been  flattered  with  a  , 
Plate  accompanying  it.  In  the  tirst  place,  Midsummer  day  is  not 
a  topic  I  could  make  anything  of— I  am  so  pure  a  Cockney,  and 
little  read,  besides,  in  May  games  and  antiquities  -  and,  m  the 
second,  I  am  here  at  Majgate,  spoiling  my  holydays?  with  a  Keview 
I  have  undertaken  for  a  friend,  which  I  shall  barely  get  through 
before  my  return ;  for  that  sort  of  work  is  a  bard  task  to  me.  If 
you  will  excuse  the  shortness  of  my  hrst  contribution — and  I  know 
i  can  promise  nothing  moixf  for  July — I  will  endeavour  a  longer 
article  for  owr  next.  Will  you  permit  me  to  say  that  I  think 
Leigh  Hunt  would  do  tlie  articJe  you  propose  in  a  masterly 
manner,  if  he  has  not  outwrit  himself  already  upon  the  subject. 
I  do  not  return  the  proof — ^to  save  postage^ — because  it  is  correct,  I 
with  oxE  ExcEiTiow  In  the  stanza  from  Wordswortli,  you  have 
changed  day  into  aik  for  rhyme-sake :  uay  is  the  right  reading, 
and  I  iMFLOEE  you  to  restore  it. 

The  other  paasage,  which  you  have  queried,  is  to  my  ear  correct. 
Pray  let  it  stand, 

D'  Sr,  yours  truly,  C,  L.\mb. 

On  fiecond  consideration,  I  do  enclose  the  proof. 

Note 

[John  Taylor  (1781-1864),  the  publisher,  with  Hessey,  of 
London  Magazine  was,  in  1818,  tJie  first  publicly  to  identify  Sir 
Philip  Francis  with  Junius,     Taylor  acted  as  editor  of  the  London 


1S21 


IMPERFECT  SYMPATHIES 


557 


Magamme  from  1821  to  1824,  assbted  by  Thomas  Hood,  Later 
his  interests  were  centred  in  currency  questions. 

**  I  mn  here  at  Margate."  I  do  not  know  what  review  Lamb  was 
writing.  If  written  and  publisbeci  it  has  not  been  reprinted.  It 
was  on  this  visit  to  Margate  that  Lamb  met  Charles  Cowden  Clarke. 

"  My  Hrst  contribution,"  The  first  number  to  bear  Taylor 
&  Hesi^y's  name  wa*  dated  July,  but  they  had  presumably 
ac4fuired  the  rights  in  the  magazine  befoi^e  then.  Lamb's  first 
contribution  to  the  London  Ma^gazine  had  been  in  August,  1820, 
^*The  S^outh-Sea  House." 

The  proof  which  Lamb  returned  was  that  of  the  Elia  essay  on 
"  Mairkery  End  in  Hertfordshire,"  printed  in  the  July  number  of 
the  Lmidi/n,  Magazine^  in  which  he  quoted  a  stanza  from  Words- 
worth's *^  Yarrow  Visited  "  : — 

Bat  thou,  that  didst  appcaj^  no  Jkir 

To  fond  imagination, 

DpBt  tivaJ  in  the  light  of  day 
Her  d«licAtc  creation. 

Here  should  come  a  scrap  from  Lamb  to  Ayrton,  dated  July 
17,  1821,  referring  to  the  Coronation.  Lamb  says  that  in  con- 
sequence of  this  event  he  is  postponing  his  Wednesday  evening 
to  Friday,] 


LETTER  26^ 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  TAYLOR 

July  zt,  iSat. 

DR  Su*,— The  Lond.  Mag.  is  chiefly  pleasant  to  me,  because 
some  of  my  friends  write  in  it.  I  hope  Hazlitt  intends  to  go 
on  with  it»  we  cannot  spare  Table  Talk.  For  myself  I  feel  almost 
exhausted^  but  I  will  try  my  hand  a  Uttle  longer,  and  shall  not  at 
ail  events  be  written  out  of  it  by  newspaper  paragraphs.  Your 
pTouf^  do  not  seem  to  want  my  helping  bandj  they  are  quite  correct 
always.  For  God's  sake  change  Suera  to  JaeL  ITiis  last  paper 
will  be  a  choke-pear  I  fear  to  some  people,  but  as  you  do  not  object 
to  it,  1  can  be  under  little  appreiiension  of  your  exerting  your 
Cen;»orship  too  rigidly. 
Thanking  you  for  your  extract  from  M',  E/s  letter, 
I  remain,  D^  Sir, 

Your  obliged, 

C,  Lamb* 
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[Hazlitt  continued  his  Table  Talk  in  the  London  MagcbsinS 
unto  December,  1821, 

Lamb  seems  to  have  been  treated  foolishly  by  some  newspaper 
critic  ;  but  I  have  not  trailed  the  parsLgraphs  in  question.  ^ 

The  proof  was  that  of  the  Elia  essa^y  "  Imperfect  Sympathies,"  ^M 
which  was  printed  (with  a  fuller  title)  In  the  number  for  August,  ^j 
ISStl,  The  reference  to  Jael  is  in  the  passage  on  Braham  and  the  , 
Jewish  character. 

I  do  not  identify  Mr.  E.     Possibly  Elton. 

Here  should  come  a  further  letter  to  Taylor,  dated  July  30, 
1821,  not  available  tor  this  edition,  in  which  Lamb  refers  to  some 
verses  addressed  to  him  by  ''  Olen "  (Charles  Abraham  Elton  :  see 
note  to  Letter  333)  in  the  London  Magazine  for  August,  re- 
monstrating with  him  for  the  pesaimtsm  of  the  Elia  essay  "New 
Year*s  Eve''  (see  Vol.  IL  of  this  edition,  page  3^8). 

Lamb  also  remarks  that  he  borrowed  the  name  Elia  (pronounced 
Ellia)  JTom  an  old  South-Sea  House  clerk  who  is  now  dead.] 


LETTER  263 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  COWDEN  CLARKE 

[SummeTi  iSai.] 

MY  dear  Sir^ — Your  letter  has  Iain  in  a  drawer  of  my  desk,  u[>- 
braiding  me  every  time  I  open  the  said  drawer,  but  it  is 
almost  impossible  to  answer  such  a  letter  in  such  a  place,  and  I  am 
out  of  the  habit  of  I'ep lying  to  epistles  otherwhere  than  at  office, , 
You  express  yourself  concerning  H»  like  a  true  friend,  and  bavej 
made  me  feel  that  I   have  somehow   neglected   him^  but   without  j 
knowing  very  well  how  to  rectify  it,     I  live  so  i^mote  from  hini^j 
by  Hackney— that  he  is  almost  out  of  the  pale  of  visitation  ati 
Hampstead.     And  I  come  but  seldom  to  Cov*  Gard"  this  summer 
time — and   when   1   do,   am   sure   to  pay  for  the  late   hours   and 

Sleasant  Novelio  suppers  which  I  incur,  I  also  am  an  invalid, 
lut  I  will  hit  upon  some  way,  that  you  shall  not  have  cause  for 
your  reproof  in  future.  Bnt  do  not  think  I  take  the  hint  unkindly- 
When  1  shall  be  brought  low  by  any  sickness  or  untoward  circum- 
stance, write  just  such  a  letter  to  some  tardy  friend  of  mine — or 
come  up  yourself  with  your  friendly  Henshaw  face — and  that  will 
be  better,  I  shall  not  forget  in  haste  our  casual  day  at  Margate, 
May  we  have  many  such  there  or  elsewhere !     GodI  bless  you  for 
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your  kmdtiess  to  H.,  which  I  will  remember,  Btit  do  not  show  N, 
thia,  for  the  flouting  infidel  doth  mock  when  Christians  cry  God 
bhm  OS.     YouiB  and  Aia,  too^  and  all  our  little  circlets  most  afiect^. 

C.  Lamb. 
Mary's  love  included. 
Note 

[diaries  Cowden  Clarke  (1787-1S77)  was  the  son  of  a  school- 
master who  had  served  as  usher  with  George  Dyer  at  Northampton. 
Afterwards  he  ^tablUhed  a  school  at  Enfield^  where  Keats  was  one 
of  the  scholai^.  Charles  Cowden  Clarke^  at  this  time  a  bookseller, 
remained  one  of  Keats'  friends  and  was  a  friend  also  of  Leigh 
Hunf  a»  on  whose  behalf  he  seems  to  have  written  to  Lamb.  Later 
he  became  a  partner  of  Alfred  NoveHo,  the  musical  publisher,  son 
of  \'tncent  Novello,     In  18£8  he  married  Marj^  Victoria  Novello, 

"Friendly  Henshaw  face"     I  cannot  explain  this. 

Leigh  Hunt  left  England  for  Italy  in  November,  ISEl^  to  join 
Shelly  and  Byron*] 

LETTER  ^64 
MARY  LAMB  TO  MRS.  WILLIAM  AYRTON 


ly^  Y  dear  friend, 


[No  date.    ?i83i,] 
Thursday  !kfornmg« 


The  kind  interest  you  took  in  my  perplexities  of  yester- 
day makes  roe  feel  that  you  will  be  well  pleased  to  hear  I  got 
through  my  complicated  business  far  better  than  I  bad  ventured 
to  hope  I  should  do.  In  the  first  place  let  me  thank  you,  my  good 
friend,  for  your  good  advice ;  for,  had  I  not  gone  to  Martin  first 
he  would  have  sent  a  senseless  letter  to  Mr,  Eickman,  and  now  he 
k  coming  here  to-day  in  order  to  fi'ame  one  in  conjunction  with 
my  brother. 

What  will  be  Mr.  Rickman^s  final  determination  I  know  not,  but 
he  and  Mrs.  Rickman  both  gave  me  a  most  kind  reception,  and  a 
most  patient  bearing,  and  then  Mr,  R,  walked  with  me  as  far  as 
Bisbopsgate  Street,  conversing  the  whole  way  on  the  same  unhappy 
subject.  I  will  see  you  again  the  very  first  opportunity  till  when 
fkrewel  with  grateful  thanks. 

How  senseless  I  was  not  to  make  you  go  back  in  that  empty 
cofldi.     I  sever  have  bnt  one  idea  in  my  poor  head  at  a  time. 

Yours  affectionately 

M.  Lamb, 

ol  Mr.  Coftton'i 
N^  14  Kmgt.Und  Row  Dalston. 
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Note 

[The  explaimtion  of  this  letter  is  found  in  aa  entry  in  CrabI 
Robinson  s  Diary^  the  unpublished  portion,  which  tells  uk  that 
owing  to  certain  irregolarities  Rickman^  who  was  Clerk  Ai^istant 
at  the  table  of  the  House  of  Commons,  had  been  obliged  to  dia- 
charge  Martin  Bumeyj  who  was  one  of  his  clerks. 

Here  should  come  another  scrap  from  Lamb  to  Ayrton,  dated 
August  14,  stating  that  at  to-morrow's  rubber  the  windows  will  b<  " 
closed  on  account  of  Her  Majesty's  death.     Her  Majesty  was  Queen 
Caroline,  whom  I^mb  had  championed.     She  died  on  August  7, 

Here  should  come  an  unavailable  letter  from  Lamb  to  AUsopJ 
dated  October  19,  18^L  In  it  Lamb  thanka  Allsop  for  a  hare^l 
which  had  come  as  from  Mr,  Alfourd.  Lamb  decides  to  dividef 
his  gratitude  between  Allsop  and  Talfourd,  Mary  Lamb,  he  says,] 
has  been  and  is  ill.  They  are  at  Dalston*  The  subscription  la  J 
Piscatorum  Amicus,  C,  L,] 


LETTER  265 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  AYRTON 

[Oct,  37,  iSaiO 

I    COME,  Grimalkin  !  Dalston,  near  Hackney,  27th  Octr.  One 
thousand  8  hundred  and  twenty  one  years  and  a  wee-bit  since  i 
you  and  I  were  redeemed,     I  doubt  i(yau  are  done  properly  yeL 

Note 

[A  further  letter  to  Ayrton,  dated  from  Dalston,  October  S0> 
is  printed  by  Mr-  Macdonald^  in  which  Lamb  speaks  of  his  sister's 
illness  and  the  death  of  his  brother  John,  who  died  on  October  ^, 
aged  fifty-eight*  It  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that  Larab^  when  the 
above  note  was  written,  was  unaware  of  his  brother's  death  (see 
note  to  Letter  267  on  page  564).  On  October  26,  however,  he  had 
written  to  the  editor  of  the  London  Magazine  saying  that  he  was  j 
most  uncomfortably  situated  at  home  and  expecting  some  trouble 
which  might  prevent  further  writing  for  some  time— which  may 
have  lieen  an  allusion  to  his  brother's  illneits  or  to  signs  of  Mary 
Lamb's  approaching  malady. 

Here  should  come  a  note  to  William  Hone,  printed  by  Mr. 
Macdonatd,  evidently  in  reply  to  a  comment  on  Lamb*s  essay  on 
"Sajing  Grace/^  Also  a  letter  to  Bickman.  See  Appendbc  IL» 
page  974.] 


ROAST  PIG 
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LETTER  1^66 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  S.  T  COLERIDGE 

March  gtb,  1S22. 

DEAR  C, — It  gives  me  great  satisfaction  to  hear  that  the 
pig  turned  out  so  well — thej  are  interesting  creatures  at 
a  certain  age — ^what  a  pity  such  buds  should  blow  out  into  the 
maturity  of  rank  bacon !  You  had  aJI  some  of  the  crackling — 
and  brain  sauce — did  you  remember  to  rub  it  with  butter,  and 
gently  dredge  it  a  little,  just  befom  the  crisis  ?  Did  the  eyes  come 
away  kindly  with  no  CEdipean  avulsion  ?  Was  the  crackling  the 
colour  of  the  ripe  pom^raaate  ?  Had  you  no  complement  of 
boiled  neck  of  mutton  befor^e  it,  to  blunt  the  edge  of  delicate 
desire  ?  Did  you  flesh  maiden  teeth  in  it  ?  Not  that  I  sent  the 
pig,  or  can  form  the  remotest  guess  what  part  Owen  could  play  in 
the  business.  I  never  knew  him  give  anything  away  in  my  life. 
He  would  not  begin  with  strangers.  I  suspect  the  pig,  after  all, 
was  meant  for  me  ;  but  at  the  unlucky  juncture  of  time  bemg 
absent,  the  present  somehaw  went  round  to  Highgate.  To  confess 
an  hon^t  truths  a  pig  is  one  of  those  thingsi  I  could  never  think 
of  aeoding  away.  Teals^  wjgeons,  snipes,  bam-door  fowl,  ducks, 
geese — your  tame  villatic  things — Welsh  mutton,  collar?i  of  brawn, 
itufgeon^  fresh  or  pickled,  your  potted  char,  Swis^  cheeses,  French 
pies,  early  grapes,  muscadines,  I  imjmrt  sb  freely  unto  my  friends 
m  to  myseir  I'hey  are  hut  self-extended  ;  but  {lardon  me  if  I 
stop  somewhere^ — where  the  fine  feeling  of  benevolence  giveth  a 
y^er  smack  than  the  sensual  rarity—^there  my  friends  (or  any 
good  man)  may  command  me  ;  but  pigs  are  pigs,  and  I  myself 
therein  am  nearest  to  mysell  Nay,  I  should  tnink  it  an  affrontj 
an  undervaluing  done  to  Nature  who  bestowed  §uch  a  boon  upon 
me,  if  in  a  churlish  mood  I  parted  with  the  precious  gift.  One  of 
the  bitterest  pangs  of  remorse  I  ever  felt  wai  when  a  child — when 
tny  kind  old  aunt  had  strained  her  pocket-strings  to  bestow  a 
iixpenny  whole  plum-cake  upon  me.  In  my  way  home  through 
the  Borough,  t  met  a  ven^^ble  old  man,  not  a  mendicant,  but 
there»bout&*^a  look-beggar,  not  a  verbal  petitionist ;  and  in  the 
coxcombry  of  taught-charity  I  gave  away  the  cake  to  him,  I 
walked  on  a  little  in  all  the  pride  of  an  Evangelical  peacock,  when 
of  a  sudden  my  old  aunt's  kindness  crossed  me — the  sum  it  was  to 
her — the  pleasure  she  had  a  right  to  expect  that  1 — not  the  old 
ixnpo^or— Hsbould  take  in  eating  her  cake — the  cursed  ingratitude 
by  which,  under  the  colour  of  a  Christian  virtue,  I  had  frustrated 
VOL,  vu.— 38 
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her  cherished  purpose.  I  sobbed^  wept,  and  took  it  to  heart  so 
grievously,  that  I  think  I  never  suffered  the  like — and  I  was  right* 
It  was  a  piece  of  unfeeling  hypocrisy,  and  proved  a  lesson  to  me 
ever  after.  The  cake  has  long  been  masticated,  consigned  to  dung- 
hill with  the  ashes  of  that  unseasonable  pauper. 

But  when  Providence,  who  is  better  to  us  all  than  our  aunts, 
gives  me  a  pig,  remembering  my  temptation  and  my  fall,  I  shall 
endeavour  to  act  towards  it  more  in  the  spirit  of  the  donor*a  pur- 
pose* 

Yours  (short  of  pig)  to  eoaimatid  in  ever>i;hing.  C,  L. 

Note 

[This  letter  probably  led  to  the  immediate  composition  of  the 
Elia  essay  "  A  Dissertation  on  Roast  Pig  **  (see  Vol.  IL  of  the 

S resent  edition,   page    1£0),   which   was  printed   in  the    London 
tagaziTie  for  September,  1822.     See  also  "  ThoughtB  on  Presents 
of  Game;'  Vol.  I.  of  this  edition,  page  S43. 

'*(Edipean  avulsion*"  CEdipus,  King  of  Tlieb^  in  a  pa^ion  of 
grief  put  out  his  eves. 

'*  Owen.*'     Laml>*»  landlord  in  Russell  Street* 
"Tame  villatic  things" — Samson  Agoniatea^  1695,  *'taine  vil- 
latic  fowl,"     Villatic  means  belonging  to  a  village*  ^         r.^.*-^ 

**My  kind  old  aunt  -  ,  ,  the  Borough."    This  b  rather  per* 

filexing.  Lamb,  to  the  best  of  our  knowledge,  never  as  a  child 
ived  anywhere  but  in  the  Temple.  His  only  aunt  of  whom  we 
know  anything  lived  with  the  family  also  in  the  Temple.  But 
John  Lamb's  will  proves  Lamb  to  have  had  two  aunbi.  The 
reference  to  the  Borough  suggests  therefore  that  the  aunt  in 
question  was  not  Sarah  Lamb  (Aunt  Hetty)  but  her  sister.] 


LETTER  t67 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

MV  dear  Wordsworth — ^A  letter  from  you  is  very  grateTuI,  I 
haN-e  not  seen  a  Kendal  postmark  so  long  1  We  are  pretty 
well  save  coUb  and  rheumatics,  and  a  Ciertain  deadness  to  eveiy 
tfain^,  which  I  think  !  may  date  from  poor  John's  Loss,  and  another 
•ixrident  or  two  at  the  same  time,  that  has  made  me  almost  bury 
mysielf  at  Dabton,  wtiere  yet  I  see  mom  faces  than  I  could  wish. 
Deaths  over-^t  one  and  put  c«ie  out  long  after  the  recent  grief. 
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Two  or  three  have  died  within  this  last  two  twelvemt^s.,  and  so 
Eoany  parts  of  me  have  been  nambed.  One  sees  a  picture,  reads 
an  anecdote^  starts  a  casual  fancy,  and  thinks  to  tell  of  it  to  this 
person  in  preference  to  every  other — the  person  is  gone  whom  it 
would  have  peculiarly  suited.  It  won't  do  for  another.  Every 
departure  destroys  a  class  of  sympathies.  There's  Capt.  Bumey 
gone  ! — ^what  fun  has  whist  now  ?  what  matters  it  what  you  lead, 
if  you  can  no  longer  fancy  him  looking  over  you  ?  One  never  hears 
any  thnig,  but  the  ima^e  of  the  particular  person  occurs  with  whom 
alone  almost  you  would  care  to  share  the  intelligence*  '^Thug  one 
distributes  oneself  about — and  now  for  so  many  parts  of  me  I  have 
lost  the  market.  Common  natures  do  not  suffice  me.  Good  people^ 
as  they  are  called,  won't  serve.  I  want  individuals,  I  am  made 
up  of  queer  points  and  I  want  so  many  answering  needles.  The 
going  away  of  friends  does  not  make  the  remainder  more  precious. 
It  takes  so  much  from  them  as  there  was  a  common  link.  A.  B. 
and  C,  make  a  party.  A,  dies.  B»  not  only  loses  A.  but  all  A/s 
part  in  C,  C.  loses  A.'s  part  in  B.,  and  so  the  alphabet  sickens  by 
subtraction  of  interchangeables.  I  express  myself  muddily,  capite 
dolente.  1  have  a  dulling  cold.  My  theory  is  to  enjoy  life,  out 
the  practice  is  against  it.  I  grow  ominously  tired  of  official  con- 
finenient.  Thirty  years  have  I  served  the  Philistines,  and  my  neck 
is  not  subdued  to  the  yoke.  You  don't  know  how  wearisome  it 
is  to  breathe  the  air  of  four  pent  walls  without  relief  day  after  day, 
all  the  golden  hours  of  the  day  between  10  and  4  without  ease  or 
interposition.  Taedet  me  harum  quotidianarum  formarum,  these 
pestilential  clerk  faces  always  in  one's  dish.  O  for  a  few  years  be- 
tween the  grave  and  the  desk  f  they  are  the  same^  save  that  at  the 
latter  you  are  outside  the  machine*  The  foul  enchanter — letters 
four  do  form  his  name — Busirane  is  his  name  in  hell— that  haa 
curtailed  you  of  some  domestic  comforts,  hath  laid  a  heavier  hand 
on  me,  not  in  present  infliction,  but  in  taking  away  the  hope  of 
enfrandudement.  I  dare  not  whisper  to  myself  a  Pension  on  this 
side  of  absolute  incapacitation  and  infirmityj  till  years  have  sucked 
me  dry*  Otium  cum  indignitate.  1  had  thought  m  a  green  old  age 
(O  green  thought !)  to  have  retired  to  Ponder*s  End-Emblematic 
name  how  beautiful !  in  the  Ware  road,  there  to  have  made  up  my 
accounts  with  Heaven  and  the  Company^  toddling  about  between  it 
and  Cheshunt,  anon  stretching  on  some  fine  Izaac  Walton  morning 
to  Hoddesdon  or  Amwell,  carelesa  as  a  Beggar,  but  walking,  walking 
ever,  till  I  fairly  walkd  myself  off  my  legs,  dying  walking  ! 

The  hope  is  gone.  1  sit  like  Philomel  all  day  (but  not  singing) 
with  my  breast  against  this  thorn  of  a  Desk,  with  the  only  hope 
that  some  Pulmonary  affliction  may  relieve  me.  Vide  Lord  Pal- 
meniton's   report  of  the  Clerks  in  the  war  office  (Debates,  this 
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moming's  Times)  hy  which  it  appearfi  in  M  jears,  an  numj  Clerks 
have  been  coughd  and  catarrhd  out  of  it  into  their  freer  graves. 

Thank  you  far  a^^kjiig  about  the  Pictures,  MUton  hangs  orer 
my  fire  sick  in  Govt,  Card,  (when  I  am  thei^X  the  rest  have  been 
fiold  for  an  old  mnig^  wanting  the  eloquent  tongue  th&t  ahotild  hav^ 
set  them  off  * 

You  have  gratifyd  me  with  liking  my  meeting  with  Dodd.  For 
the  Malvolio  atory— the  thing  is  become  in  verity  a  sad  task  and  I 
eke  it  out  with  any  thing.  If  I  could  slip  out  of  it  I  sh^  be  happy, 
but  our  chief  reputed  a^ii^tants  have  forsaken  n^  The  opium  eater 
crossed  ue  onc^  with  a  dazzling  path,  and  hath  as  suddenly  left  us 
darkling ;  and  in  short  I  shall  go  on  from  dull  to  worse,  Ijecauae  I 
cannot  resist  the  Bookseller '.<<  importunity — the  old  pl^  you  know 
of  authors,  hut  I  believe  on  my  Jiart  sincere. 

Hartley  I  do  not  so  often  see>  but  I  never  see  him  in  unwelcome 
hour,     I  thoroughly  love  and  honor  him. 

I  send  you  a  frozen  Epistle,  but  it  is  winter  and  dead  time  of  the 
year  with  me.  May  heaven  keep  something  like  spring  and  sum- 
mer up  with  you,  strengthen  your  eyes  and  make  mine  a  little 
lighter  to  encounter  mth  them,  as  I  hope  they  shall  yet  and  again^ 
before  ail  are  closed.     Yours,  with  every  kind  rem^.  C  L. 

I  had  almost  forgot  to  say,  I  think  you  thoroughly  right  about 
presentation  copies.     I  should  like  to  see  you  print  a  book  I  should 

gi'udge  to  purchase  for  its  size.     D n  me,  not  I  would  have  it 

though ! 

NOTK 

[John  Lamb's  will  left  everything  to  his  brother.  We  must  su[>- 
pose  that  his  widow  was  independently  provided  for*  I  doubt  if 
the  brothers  had  seen  each  other  except  casually  for  some  time* 
The  Elia  essay  "  My  Relations  "  contains  John  Lamb's  full-length 
portrait  under  the  name  of  James  Elia. 

Captain  Bumey  died  on  November  17,  18XL 

"  Capiie  dolente  *' — ^'  With  an  aching  head." 

'*  Tmdei  7?ie  haw/m  quotidianarwm  formarum"  See  note  on 
page  ^% 

*'  The  foul  enchanter^ — letters  four  do  form  his  name."  Prom 
Coleridge's  war  eclogue,  **  Fire,  Famine  and  Slaughter,"  where 
the  letters  form  the  name  of  Pitt.  Here  they  stand  for  Joseph 
Hume,  not  LamVs  friend,  but  Joseph  Hume,  M.P.  (1777-1855), 
who  had  attacked  with  success  abuses  in  the  East  India  Company  ; 
had  revised  economically  the  system  of  collecting  the  revenue,  thus 
touching  Wordsworth  as  Distributor  of  Stamps ;  and  had  opposed 
Vansittart's  scheme  for  the  reduction  of  pension  charges,  BuHirane 
h  the  enchanter  in  the  Fairy  Queen^  Book  IIL 
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*'  Oiiwm  ewm  indigniiaieJ'    See  note  on  page  479. 

"  Vide  Lord  PaJtnerston's  report."  In  the  Times  of  March  SI 
is  the  report  of  a  debate  on  the  estimates.  Palmerston  proved  a 
certain  amount  of  reduction  of  salary  in  the  War  Office.  Incident- 
My  he  remarked  that  "since  1810  not  fewer  than  twenty-six  clerLs 
had  died  of  pulmonary  complain tif,  and  disorders  arising  from 
sedentary  habits," 

Milton  was  the  portM.it,  already  described  (see  page  457),  which 
had  been  left  to  Lamb.  Lamb  gave  it  as  a  dowry  to  Emma  Isok 
when  she  became  Mrs.  Moxon. 

"  My  meeting  with  Dodd  .  .  .  Malvolio  story,*'  In  the  essay 
**  The  bid  Actors/'  in  the  London  Magazine  for  February^  1822 
(see  Vol,  IL  of  this  edition*  page  136), 

"Our  chief  reputed  assistants."  Haxlitt  had  left  the  London 
Magii^in^  ;  Scott,  the  original  editor,  was  dead. 

De  Quineey,  whose  Confessions  of  an  Opium-Eater  were  ap- 
pearing in  its  pag^  has  left  a  record  of  a  visit  to  the  Lambs  about 
this  time.     See  his  **  London  Reminiscences." 

"  Hartley.'*  Hartley  Coleridge,  then  a  young  man  of  twenty-five, 
was  living  in  London  after  the  unhappy  sudden  termination  of  his* 
Oxford  career. 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  William  Godwin,  dated 
April  13,  in  which  Lamb  remarks  that  he  cannot  think  how  Godwin, 
who  in  his  writings  never  expresses  himself  disrespectfully  of  any 
one  but  his  Maker,  can  have  given  offence  to  Hickman.  This  re- 
minds one  of  Godwin's  remark  about  Coleridge,  "God  bless  him — 
to  use  a  vulgar  expression/'  as  recorded  by  Coleridge  in  one  of  his 
letters.] 


LETTER  268 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  W,  HARRISON  AINSWORTH 

[Dated  at  end  :  May  7,  iSxa.) 

DEAR  Sir,— I  have  read  your  poetry  with  pleasure.  The  tales 
are  pretty  and  prettily  told,  the  language  often  finely 
poetical  It  is  only  sometimes  a  little  careless,  1  mean  m  to  re- 
dundancy. I  have  marked  certain  passages  (in  pencil  only,  which 
will  easily  obliterate)  for  your  consideration.  Excuse  this  liberty. 
For  the  distinction  you  ofler  me  of  a  dedication,  I  feel  the  honor  of 
it,  but  I  do  not  think  it  would  advantage  the  publication.  I  am 
hardly  on  an  eminence  enough  to  warrant  it.  The  Reviewei-s,  who 
are  no  friends  of  mine— the  two  big  ones  especially  who  make  a 
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May 


point  of  taking  no  notice  of  anything  I  bring  out — may  take 
occasion  by  it  to  decry  us  both.  But  I  leave  j^ou  to  your  own 
judgment.  PerhapSj  if  you  wish  to  give  me  a  kind  word,  it  will 
be  more  appropriate  before  your  repvhlication  of  Toum&ur. 

The  "Specimens"  would  give  a  handle  to  it,  which  the  poems 
might  seem  to  want  Bat  I  submit  it  to  yourself  with  the  old 
recollection  that  **  beggars  should  not  be  chuisers  *'  and  remain  with 
great  respect  and  wiahing  success  to  both  your  publications 

Your  obe^  Ser^. 

C«  Lamb. 

No  hurry  at  all  for  Toumeur. 

TacBday  7  May  ^aa. 

Note 

[William  Harrison  Ains worth  (1805-1 88S),  afterwards  known  as 
a  novelist,  was  then  articled  to  a  Manchester  solicitor,  but  had  begun 
his  literary  career.  The  book  to  which  Lamb  refers  was  called 
Tke  Work^  of  Cheviot  Tickbum^  18^  and  was  dedicated  to  htm 
in  the  following  terms : — 

TO    MY    FRLEND    CHARLES    LAMB, 
AS   A    SUGHT    MARK 
OF 

GEAxrrimE  for  his  kindness 

AND 

ADMIRATION    OF    HIS   CHARACTER, 

THESE    POEMS    ARE    INSCRIBED. 

Ainsworth  waa  meditating  an  edition  of  the  works  of  Crol 
Toumeur,  author  of  "  The  Atheist's  Tragedy,"  to  whom  Lamb  had 
drawn  attention  in  the  Dramatio  Specimens^  1808,  The  hook 
was  never  published.] 


LETTER  269 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  GODWIN 


May  16,  tSaa, 

DEAH  Godwin— I  sincerely  feel  for  aU  your  trouble,     Pray 
use  the  enclosed  =£50,  and  pay  me  when  you  can.     I  shall 
make  it  my  business  to  see  you  very  shortly. 

Youri  truly 

C  Lamu, 
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Note 

[Owing  largely  to  a  flaw  in  the  title-deed  of  his  house  at  41  Skinner 
Street,  which  he  had  to  forfeit,  Godwin  had  come  upon  poverty 
greater  than  any  he  had  previoasly  sufiered,  although  he  had  been 
always  more  or  less  necessitous.  Lamb  now  lent  him  ^50,  In  the 
following  year,  after  being  mainly  instrumental  in  putting  on  foot 
afund  for  Godwin's  benefit,  he  transformed  this  loan  into  a  gift. 
An  appeal  was  issued  in  182S  asking  for  i^OO,  the  following  post- 
«xipt  to  which^  in  Lamb's  band,  is  preserved  at  the  South  Kensington 
Museum  : — 

"There  are  few  circumstances  belonging  to  the  case  which  are  not 
sufficiently  adverted  to  in  the  above  letter. 

**Mr,  Godwin's  opponent  declares  himself  determined  to  act 
a^inst  him  with  the  last  degree  of  hostility:  the  law  gives  him 
the  power  the  first  week  in  November  to  seize  upon  Mr.  Godwin's 
prop€irty,  furniture,  books,  &c,  together  with  all  his  present  source* 
of  income  for  the  support  of  himself  and  his  family,  Mr.  Godwin 
hat  at  this  time  uiacle  considerable  progress  in  a  work  of  great 
reooiirch,  and  requiring  all  the  powei-s  of  bis  mind,  to  the  comple- 
tion of  which  he  had  lookd  for  future  pecuniary  advantage.  His 
mind  is  at  this  moment  so  entirely  occupied  in  this  work*  that  he 
feels  within  himself  the  firmness  and  resolution  that  no  proBpect  of 
evil  or  calamity  shall  draw  him  off  from  it  or  suspend  liis  labours. 
But  the  calaiiiity  iUelf^  if  permitted  to  arrive,  will  produce  the 
physical  impossibility  for  him  to  proceed.  His  boolcs  and  the 
materials  of  his  work,  as  well  as  bis  present  sources  of  income,  will 
be  taken  from  him.  Those  materials  have  l>een  the  collection  of 
aev^a-al  years,  and  it  would  retjuire  a  long  time  to  replace  them,  if 
they  could  ever  be  replaced, 

*'  The  favour  of  an  early  answer  is  particularly  requested,  that  the 
extent  of  the  funds  supplied  may  as  scxm  as  possible  be  ascertained, 
Dftrticularly  as  any  aid,  however  kindly  intended,  will,  after  the 
lapse  of  a  very  few  weeks,  become  useless  to  the  purpose  in  view/* 

Tbe  signatories  to  the  appeal  were:  Crabb  Robinson  (JC30), 
William  A\Tton  (^10),  John  Murray  (-flO  10s.),  Charles  Lamb 
{£50u  Lord  Francis  Leveson-Gower  (£10),  Lord  Dudley  (1'50), 
the  Hon.  W.  Lamb  (£^)  and  Sir  James  Mackintc^h  (1^0).  Other 
ctrntributions  were  :  Lord  Byron,  i'26  -5s. ;  T.  M,  Alsager,  4.^10  ;  and 
**  A  B  C;  by  Charles  Lamb,"  £\0,     A  H  C  was  Sir  Walter  Scott. 

The  work  on  which  Godwin  was  then  labouring  was  his  History 
of  the  Cannvianwealth^  18^4-1838,  His  new  home  was  in  the 
Strand.  In  18SS  he  received  the  post  of  Yeoman  Usher  of  the 
Eichequer,  which  he  held  till  his  death  in  1836^  although  its 
duties  had  vanished  ere  then.] 
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LETTER  g70 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  JOHN  LAMB 

22  May  iSzz, 

DEAR  Mm  Lambj  A  letta-  has  come  to  AmoJd  for  Mrs. 
Phillips,  and,  as  I  have  not  her  address^  I  take  this  method 
of  sending  it  to  you.  That  old  rogue's  name  is  Sherwood,  as  you 
guessed,  t»ut  as  I  named  the  shirta  to  him,  I  think  he  must  have 
them.  Your  character  of  him  made  me  almost  repent  of  the 
bounty* 

You  most  consider  this  letter  m  Mary's — for  writiiig  lettera  ii 
such  a  trouble  and  puts  her  to  such  twitters  (family  modestY,  you 
know ;  it  is  the  way  with  me,  but  I  try  to  get  over  it)  that  m  pity 
I  offer  to  do  it  for  lier.^ 

We  hold  our  intention  of  seeing  France,  but  expect  to  see  you 
here  first,  m  we  do  not  go  till  the  20th  of  next  month,  A  steam 
boat  goe*  to  l)iepj>e,  I  see* — 

Christie  has  not  sent  to  me,  and  I  suppose  is  in  no  huny  to 
nettle  the  account.  I  think  in  a  day  or  two  (if  I  do  not  hear  from 
you  to  the  contrary)  I  shall  refresh  his  memory. 

I  am  sorry  I  made  you  pay  for  two  Letters.  I  Peated  it,  and 
re'{)cated  it, 

MisH  Wright  is  married,  and  I  am  a  hamper  in  her  debt,  which 
I  hope  will  now  not  be  remembered »  She  is  in  great  good  humour, 
I  hear*  and  yet  out  of  spirits. 

Where  shall  I  get  sucli  full  fla^or'd  Geneva  again  ? 

Old  Mr.  Hensnaw  died  last  night  precisely  at  |  past  IL — He 
hiu*  b«?en  open'd  by  desire  of  Mrs,  McEenna;  and,  where  his  heart 
uliould  have  been,  was  found  a  stone.  Poor  Arnold  is  inconsolable; 
and,  not  having  shaved  since,  looks  deplorable. 

With  our  kind  remembi^^.  to  Caroline  and  your  friends 

We  remain  yours  affectionaly  C,  L  aijd  M.  L\mb. 

\  Occupying  the  entire  margin  up  the  left-hand  side  of  the 
letter  t#,  171  Afary  Lamb^s  hand : — ] 

I  thank  v*^u  f^'i*  J^^^  I^i^d  letter,  and  owe  you  one  in  return,  but 
( 'harlew  is  in  such  a  hurry  to  send  this  to  be  franked. 

Your  afl'eca^  sister 

M.  Lamb, 

[On  ih%  right-hand  margin^  beside  the  paragraph  about  Mr. 
H§nMhaw^  ia  written  in  the  sams  hand^  underlined ; — ] 
He  is  not  dead. 


I 
I 


THE  LAMBS  IN  PARIS 


569 


Note 

[John  Lamb*d  widow  had  been  a  Mrs.  Dowden^  with  an  un- 
married daughter,  probably  the  Caroline  referred  to.  The  letter 
treatit  of  family  matters  which  could  not  now  be  explained  even  if 
it  were  worth  while.  The  Lambs  were  curanging  a  visit  to  Ver- 
iftillss,  to  the  Kenneys.  Mr.  Henshaw  was  Lamb's  godfather*  a 
gtinstnithj 


LETTER  271 

(Fragment) 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MARY  LAMB  (In  Paris). 

[August^   lS32i] 

THEN  you  must  walk  all  along  the  Borough  side  of  the  Seine 
facing  the  Tuilcries,  There  is  a  mile  and  a  half  of  print 
ihops  and  book  stalls.  If  the  latter  were  but  English.  Then 
there  b  a  place  where  the  Paris  people  put  all  their  dead  people 
and  bring  em  flowers  and  dolls  ana  ginger  bread  nuta  and  sonnets 
and  such  triflei.  And  that  is  all  I  think  worth  seeing  as  sights, 
except  that  the  streets  and  shops  of  Paris  are  themselves  the  best 
dghL 

Note 

[The  Lambs  had  left  England  for  Fiance  in  June*  While  they 
rere  there  Mary  I-amb  was  taken  ill  again— in  a  diligence^  according 
to  Moore — ancf  Lamb  had  to  return  home  alone^  leaving  a  letter^ 
of  which  this  is  the  only  portion  that  has  been  preserved,  for 
her  guidance  on  her  reasvery.  Mary  I^mb,  who  had  taken  her 
nar^e  with  her  in  ca^e  of  trouble^  was  soon  well  again,  and  in  August 
bad  the  company  of  Crabb  Robinson  in  Paris.  Mrs.  Aders  was  also 
there,  and  Foss,  the  bookseller  in  Pall  Mall,  and  his  brother.  And 
it  was  on  this  visit  that  the  Lambs  met  John  Howard  Payne,  whom 
we  ahall  shortly  see.] 

LETTER  272 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  CLARE 

India.  Hou»e,  51  Aug.,  i@za. 

DEAR  Clare — I  thank  you  heartily  for  your  present.     I  am  an 
j overate  old  Londoner,  but  whiJe  I  am  among  your  choice 
collection's  I  seem  to  be  native  to  them,  and  free  of  the  country. 
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The  quantity  of  your  obsen^ation  has  astonished  me.  What  have 
moot  pleased  me  have  been  Recollections  after  a  Ramble,  and 
those  Grongar  Hill  kind  of  pieces  in  eight  syllable  lines,  my 
favourite  measure,  such  as  Cowper  Hill  and  Solitude.  In  some  of 
your  story- tel hug  Ballads  the  provincial  phrases  sometimes  startle 
me.  I  think  you  are  too  profuse  with  them.  In  poetry  slang 
of  everv  kind  is  to  be  avoided.  There  is  a  rustick  Cockneyism, 
as  littfe  pleasing  as  ours  of  London.  Transplant  Arcadia  to 
Helpstone.  The  true  rustic  style,  the  Arcadian  English,  I  think 
is  to  be  found  in  Shenstone.  Would  bis  Schoolmistress,  the 
prettiest  of  poems,  have  been  better,  if  he  had  used  quite  the 
Goody's  own  language  ?  Now  and  then  a  home  rusticism  is  fresh 
and  startling,  but  where  nothing  is  gained  in  expression,  it  is  out 
of  tenor.  It  may  make  folks  smile  and  stare,  but  the  ungenial 
coalition  of  barbarous  with  refined  phrast^  will  prevent  you  in  the 
end  irom  being  so  generally  tasted,  as  you  deserve  to  be.  Excuse 
my  freedom,  and  take  the  same  liberty  with  my  puna. 

I  sent!  you  two  little  volumes  of  my  spare  hours.  They  are  of 
all  mvts  thei^  is  a  metliodist  hynm  for  Sundays,  and  a  farce  for 
Saturtlay  night.  Pray  give  them  a  plac^  on  your  shelf.  Pray 
ttDcept  a  little  volume,  of  which  I  have  [a]  duplicate,  that  I  may 
return  in  equal  number  to  your  welcome  presents. 

I  think  I  am  indebted  to  yon  for  a  sonnet  in  the  London  for 
August. 

Binve  I  mw  you  I  have  been  in  France,  and  have  eaten  frogs* 
'ITie  nicest  little  rabbity  things  you  ever  tasted.  Do  look  about  for 
them.  Make  Mrs.  Clare  pick  off  the  hind  quarters,  boil  them  plain, 
with  parsley  and  butter.  The  tore  quarters  are  not  so  good.  She 
let  Uieni  hop  off  by  themaelves. 

Yours  sincerely^    Chas,  Lama. 


may 


Note 

|.lohn  Clare  (1793-1864)  was  the  Northamptonshire  poet  whom 
Ihi'  Lnndon  Magazine  had  introduced  to  fame.  Octavius 
«;i1rhmt  hmi  played  to  him  the  same  part  that  Capell  I^fft  had  to 
ItltHinifirld.  Hin  first  volume,  Poe7nj  Deseriptive  of  Rural  Life 
a  fid  Strufvy^  woM  published  in  January,  1830;  his  next,  Tie 
Vitiat/r  Minstrel^  in  September  of  the  next  year.  Th^e  he  had 
probtihly  Ni'iit  to  I^mb,  Helptone  was  Clare's  birthplace.  Lamb's 
iwo  Httk'  return  volumes  were  hi^  Works.  The  sonnet  in  the 
AugUMt    Itondtni    Magazine  was  not  signed  by  Clare.      It  runs 
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TO  ELIA 

£L1A,  thy  reveries  and  vision 'd  themes 

To  Cftrc's  brn  heart  a  bscious  pleasure  ptovt  l 
Wild  as  the  mystery  of  deUghtfuI  dreams, 

Soft  a.s  the  anguish  of  remember 'd  love  t 
Ltke  records  of  past  day  a  their  7Tienior>^  dances 

Mid  the  cool  feeiings  Manhood's  reason  brings, 
As  the  unearthly  visions  of  romances 

Peopled  wjth  siweet  and  uncreated  things  ;^ 
And  yet  thy  themes  thy  genttc  worth  enhances  1 

Then  wake  again  thy  wild  harp's  tenderett  strings. 
Sing  on,  sweet  Baid,  let  fairy  bves  again 

Smile  in  thy  dreams,  with  angel  testacies  ; 
Bright  o*er  our  BouJs  will  break  ihe  heavenly  »U^n 

Through  the  dull  gloom  of  ea^rth's  realitiea. 

Clare  addressed  to  Lamb  a  sonnet  on  his  DraTnatic  Specvmens 
which  was  printed  in  Hone's  Ytar  Book  in  1831, 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  l^inb  to  Mcs,  .James  Kenney, 
dated  Sept.  11,  18£S,  in  which  Lamb  says  that  Mary  Lamb  had 
reached  home  safely  from  France ,  and  that  she  failed  to  smuggle 
Cmbb  Robinson's  wai'stcoat.  He  adds  that  the  Custom  House 
people  could  not  comprehend  how  a  waistcoat,  marked  Heury 
Robindon,  could  be  a  jmrt  of  Mm  Lamb's  wearing  app€u%L  At 
the  end  of  the  letter  ls  a  charming  note  to  Mrs,  Kenney 's  little 
girl,  Sophy,  whom  Lamb  calls  his  deai*  wife.  He  a^nr^  her  that 
the  few  short  days  of  connubial  felicity  which  he  passed  with  her 
among  the  p(^i^  and  apricots  of  V^ersailles  were  some  of  the  happi^t 
of  his  life.] 


LETTER  CT3 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 


India  House^  1 1  SepL  iSza. 


*  I^EAR  Sir — You  have  misapprehended  me  sadly,  if  you  suppose 
J^  that  I  meant  to  impute  any  inconsistency  (in  your  writing 
poetrr)  with  your  religious  profession*  I  do  not  remember  what  I 
nid,  but  it  was  spoken  sportively,  I  am  sure.  One  of  my  levities, 
which  you  are  not  so  used  to  as  my  older  friends.  I  probably  was 
thinking  of  tlie  light  in  which  your  so  indulging  yourself  would  ap- 
pear to  QuakeTB^  and  put  their  objection  in  my  own  foolish  mouth. 
I  would  eat  my  words  (provided  they  should  be  wxitten  on  not  very 
coarse  paper)  rather  than  I  would  throw  cold  water  upon  vour,  and 
my  once^  harmless  occupation.  I  have  read  Napoleon  and  the  rest 
with  delight,  i  Uke  tliem  for  what  they  are,  and  for  what  they 
are  not.     I  have  sickened  on  the  modem  rhodomontade  &  Byron- 
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ism,  and  your  plain  Quakerish  Beauty  has  captivated  me.     It  is  all 

wholesome  cates,  aye,  and   tootbjionie  too,  and  withal  Quakerishp 

If  I  were  Geoi'ge  Fox,  and  George  Fox  Licenser  of  the  Press,  they 

should  have  my  absolute  Imprimatur,    I  hope  I  have  removed  the 

^  I 

impression*  ^m 

I  am,  like  you,  a  prisoner  to  the  desk.     I  have  been  chained  to^^ 
that  gaily  thirty  years,  a  long  shot,     I  have  almost  grown  to  the      ' 
wood .     If  no  imaginative  poet,  I  am  sure  I  am  a  figurative  one.     Do 
"Friends"  allow  puns?  TJerftcii  equivocations  ?— they  ai^  unjustly 
accused  of  it,  ana   I  did  my  little  best  in  the  ''imperfect  Sym- 
pathies  "  to  vindicate  them, 

I  am  very  tired  of  clerking  it,  but  have  no  remedy.     Did  you  see 
a  sonnet  to  this  purpose  in  the  Examiner  ? — 

*'  Who  first  invented  Work-^-and  tied  the  free 

And  hoJy-day  rejoicing  spirit  down 

To  the  ever -haunting  importunity 

Of  bu^Lness,  in  the  green  fields,  and  the  town — 

To  plough — loom — anvil — ^pade — &,  oh,  most  »ad» 

To  this  dry  drudgery  of  the  desk's  dead  wood  ? 

Who  but  the  BeiniE:  Unblest»  alien  ftom  g^ood, 

Sabbathless  Satan  1  he  who  his  unglad 

Task  ever  pHes  'mid  rotatory  burningfe, 

That  round  and  round  incalculably  reel— 

For  wrath  Divine  halh  made  him  like  a  wheel-^ 

In  that  red  realm  from  whence  are  no  re  turnings ; 

Where  toiling  and  turmoilmg  ever  and  aye 

He,  and  his  Though  Is,  keep  pensive  worky-day/' 

I  fancy  the  sentiment  exprest  above  will  be  nearly  your  own, 
expression  of  it  probably  would  not  so  well  suit  with  a  follower 
John  Woolnian.     But  I  do  not  know  whether  diabolism  is  a  part  of 
your  creedj  or  where  indeed  to  find  an  exposition  of  your  creed  at 
all.     In  feelings  and  matters  not  dogmatical,  I  hope  I  am  half  a 
Quaker.     Believe  me,  with  great  respect,  yours 

C.  Lahb, 
I  shall  always  be  happy  to  see,  or  hear  from  you* — 

Note 

[This  is  the  first  of  the  letters  to  Bernard  Barton  (1 784-1 849X  a 
clerk  in  a  bank  at  Woodbridge,  in  Suffolk,  who  was  known  as  tbe 
Quaker  poet.  Lamb  had  met  him  at  a  London  Magazine  dinner 
at  13  Waterloo  Flare,  and  had  apparently  said  something  about 
Quakers  and  poetry  which  Barton,  on  thinking  it  over,  had  taken 
too  seriously.  Bernard  Barton  was  already  the  author  of  four 
volumes  of  jjoetry,  of  which  Jfapoleon  and  other  Poeins  was  the  1 
latest,  publishet!  in  18^3.  Lamb^s  essay  on  *'  Imperfect  Sympathies  " 
had  been  printed  in  the  London  Magazine  for  August,  1821.  For 
John  WtHilman  see  note  on  pa^fe  94.  The  sonnet  **  Work  "  had 
been  printed  in  the  Examiner,  August  29, 1819.] 
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LETTER  £74 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BARRON  FIELD 

Sept,  la,  iMn. 

MY  dear  F,, — I  scribble  hastilj  at  office,  Frank  wants  my 
letter  presently.  I  &  sister  are  just  returned  from  Paris  1 1 
We  have  eaten  frogs,  U  has  been  such  a  treat  1  You  know  our 
monotoDOUS  general  Tenor*  Frogs  are  the  nicest  little  delicate 
things^ — rabbi tyflavoured.  Imagine  a  Lilliputian  rabbit!  They 
&ica;saee  theoi ;  but  in  my  mtnd^  drest  seethedj  plain,  with  parsley 
and  butter,  would  have  been  the  decision  of  Apicius.  Shelley  the 
great  Atheist  has  gone  down  by  water  to  eternal  fire  !  Hunt  and 
ma  yoong  fry  are  left  strandetl  at  Piisa,  to  be  adopted  by  the  re- 
maining duumvir.  Lord  Byron^hia  wife  and  6  children  &  their 
maid.  What  a  cargo  of  Jona^e^,  if  they  had  foundered  too  f  The 
only  use  I  can  find  of  friends,  is  that  they  do  to  borrow  money  of 
you.  Henceforth  I  will  consort  with  none  hut  rich  rogues,  Paris 
m  a  glorious  picturesque  old  City.  London  looks  mean  and  New 
to  it,  as  the  town  of  Washington  wouldj  seen  after  it.  But  they 
have  no  St.  Paul's  or  Westminster  Abbey.  The  Seine,  i*o  much 
d^i^ed  by  Cockneys^  is  exactly  the  size  to  run  thro'  a  magnifi- 
cent street;  palaces  a  mile  long  on  one  side,  lofty  Edinbro'  stone  (O 
the  glorious  antiques  1) ;  houses  on  the  other.  The  Thames  dis- 
unites London  &  Southwark,  I  had  Talma  to  supper  with  me.  He 
has  picked  up,  as  I  believe,  an  authentic  porlxait  of  Shakspere, 
He  paid  a  broker  about  £40  English  for  it.  It  is  painted  on  the 
ooe  half  of  a  pair  of  bellows — a  lovely  picture,  corresponding  with 
the  Folio  head.  The  bellows  has  old  carved  wings  round  it,  and 
round  the  visnomy  is  inscribed,  near  as  I  remember,  not  divided 
into  rhyme — I  found  out  the  rhyme— 

'*  Whom  have  we  |ier<» 

Stwck  on  tbti  bellow», 

But  the  Hrince  of  good  feltowB, 

Willy  Shakspere  ?  '' 

At  top — 

"  O  baae  and  coward  luck  1 
To  be  here  stuck. — Pcn«s*" 

At  bottom — 

'•  Nty !  r«her  a  glorious  lot  it  to  him  a*»i^nM| 

Whoi  like  the  Almighty,  ridea  upon  the  tpm/f* — Pistol." 

This   IS  all    in  old   carved   wooden   letters.      The  countenance 
imilingf  sweet,  and  intellectual  beyond  measure^  even  as  He  was 
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immeasurable.  It  amy  be  a  forgery.  They  laugh  at  me  and  tell 
me  Ireland  is  in  Paris,  and  has  been  putting  off  a  portrait  of  the 
Black  Prince,  How  far  old  wood  may  be  iniitatecf  I  cannot  say, 
Ireland  was  not  found  out  by  his  parchments,  but  by  his  poetry,  I 
am  confident  no  painter  on  either  side  the  Channel  could  have 
painted  any  thing  near  like  the  face  I  saw,  Again^  would  such 
a  painter  and  forger  have  expected  £¥>  for  a  thing,  if  authentic, , 
worth  i^4000?  Talma  is  not  in  the  secret,  for  he  had  not  even 
found  out  the  rhymes  in  the  first  inscription.  He  is  coming  over 
with  it,  and,  my  life  to  Southe/s  Thalab%  it  will  gain  universal 
faith. 

The  letter  is  wanted,  and  I  am  wanted.  Imagine  the  blank 
filled  up  with  all  kind  things. 

Our  joint  hearty  remembrances  to  both  of  you.     Yours  as  ever, 

C*  Lamb^ 

Note 

[TVank  would  be  Francis  John  Field,  Barron  Field's  brother,  in  j 
the  India  House, 

Shelley  was  drowned  on  July  8,  1822, 

Talma  was  Frani^ois  J<^eph  Talma  (176S-1826),  the  great  French 
tragedian.     Lamb^  introduced  by  John  Howard  Payne,  saw  him  in  i 
•^^Kegulus,"  but  not  understanding  French  was  but  mildly  interested.  I 
"  Ah,"  said  Talma  in  the  account  by  James  Kenney  printed  in 
Henry  Angelo*s  Pic  Nic^  *'  I  was  not  very  happy  to-night ;  you 
must  see  me  in   *  Scylla,*  "      "  Incidit   in   ScyUara,"  said    Lamb^  i 
'*qui  vult  vitare  Charybdim,"      "Ah^  you  are  a  rogue;  you  are  I 
a  great  rogue^"  was  Talma's  reply.     Talma  had  bought  a  pair  of] 
bellows    with    Shakespeare'^   head    on    it.      Lamb's    belief  in    the  ( 
authenticity  of  this  portrait  was  misplaced,  as  the  following  account 
from  Oka/mbera^  Journal  for  September  ^7,  1856,  will  show  ; — 

About  Uic  latter  part  of  the  lait  century,  one  ZinckCt  an  arliet  oi  litUe  note,  but 
giandaon  of  the  celebrated  enaineller  of  that  name,  manufaciure<i  fictitious  Shake- 
speare by  the  score.  .  ,  .  The  m^Kt  famous  of  Zincke's  productions  i&  the  welU 
knovm  Talma  Shakespeare,  which  gentle  Charles  Lamb  made  a  pilgrimage  lo  Paris 
to  see ;  and  when  he  did  see^  knelt  down  and  kissed  with  idolatrous  veneration. 
2incke  painted  it  on  a  larger  panel  than  was  necess^ury  for  the  &itt  of  the  picture, 
and  then  cut  away  the  superfluous  wood,  so  a»  to  leave  the  remainder  in  the  shape 
of  a  pair  of  bellows.  .  ,  .  Zincke  probably  was  thinking  of  *'  a  muse  of  fire  "  when 
he  adopted  thia  strange  method  of  raising  the  wind  ;  but  he  made  little  by  it,  for  the 
dealer  into  whose  h^nds  the  picture  passed,  sold  it  as  a  curiosity,  not  an  original 
portrait,  for  £5.  The  buyer,  being  a  person  of  ingenuity,  and  fonder  of  money  than 
curio&itiefi,  fabricated  a  series  of  letters  to  and  from  Sir  Kenelm  Digby.  and,  passing 
over  to  France,  pltintid—Oit  slang  term  used  among  the  less  honest  of  Ihe  curiosity* 
dealing  fraternity— the  picture  and  the  letters  in  an  old  chateau  near  Paris.  Of 
&3urse  a  confederate  managed  to  discover  the  pltmt^  in  the  presence  of  wiirvesses» 
and  great  was  the  eTccitcmcnt  that  ensued.  Sir  Kenetm  Digby  had  been  in  France 
in  the  rdgn  of  Charles  L,  and  the  fictitious  correspondence  provtd  that  the  picture 
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was  an  en-igin&l,  and  had  been  painted  by  Queen  Eliiabeth'i  commaEid,  on  the  lid 
of  her  favounte  pair  of  belloMrs  1 

It  realty  woald  «eem  thae  the  mofe  absurd  a  deception  i«,  the  better  il  aucceeds^ 
All  Paris  was  in  dehght  at  poesevsing  an  orig^inal  Shakespeare^  while  the  Lon<lon 
iR]dteur«  were  in  defipaii^  at  iuch  a  treasure  being  lo^t  to  England.  The  ingenious 
Kftian  soon  found  ^  purchaser,  and  a  high  price  recompensed  him  for  his  trouble^ 
But  more  remains  lo  be  told*  The  happy  purchaser  took  his  treasure  to  Ribei,  the 
first  Piartsian  picture^leaner  of  the  day*  to  be  cleaned.  Ribet  set  to  work  ;  but  we 
iDsy  ^ncy  his  surpri^  as  the  superlictai  impasio  of  Zincke  washed  off  beneath  the 
«ponge«  and  Shakespeare  became  a  female  in  a  lofty  headgear  adorned  with  blue 
ribbons^ 

In  a  furious  passion  the  purchaser  ran  to  the  seller.  '^  Let  us  talk  over  Ihe  sM^k 
quietly/'  said  the  latter  ;  "  I  have  been  cheated  as  well  as  you:  let  us  keep  the 
matter  secret :  if  we  let  the  public  know  it,  all  Paris  and  even  London  too,  will  be 
laughing  at  us*  I  will  return  you  your  money ^  and  take  back  the  picture,  if  you  will 
employ  Ribet  to  restore  it  to  the  same  condition  as  it  was  in  when  you  received  tt.** 
This  fair  proposition  was  acceded  to,  and  Ribet  restored  the  picture  ;  but  as  he  was 
a  tup«f  ior  artist  to  Zincke,  he  greatly  improved  it,  and  this  improvement  was  at- 
nibttted  to  his  skill  as  a  cleaner.  The  secret  being  kept,  and  the  picture,  improved 
by  cleaaiing:,  being  again  in  the  market,  Tatma,  the  great  Tragedian ,  purchased  it 
at  evec  a  higher  price  than  that  given  by  the  first  buyer*  Talma  valued  it  highly, 
enclosed  it  in  a  case  of  morocco  and  gold,  and  subsequently  refused  looo  Napoleons 
for  it;  and  even  when  at  last  its  whole  history  was  disclosed,  he  atill  cherished  ii 
as  a  genuine  memorial  of  the  great  bard» 

By  kind  permission  of  Mr.  B,  B,  MacGeorge,  who  now  owns 
both  letter  and  bellows^  I  am  enabled  to  give  a  reproduction  of 
the  portrait  on  the  opposite  page.  See  abo  Lamb's  remarks  on 
page  579. 

Ireland  was  the  author  of  "  Vortigem,"  the  foiled  play  attributed 
to  Shakespeare  (see  note  on  page  5).] 


LETTER  275 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  HOWARD  PAYNE 

[Autumn,  tSaa.] 

DEAR  Payne — A  friend  and  fellow-clerk  of  mine,  Mr,  White 
(a  good  fellow)  coming  to  your  parts,  I  wotild  fain  have 
accompanied  him,  hut  am  forced  instead  to  send  a  part  of  me,  verse 
and  prose,  most  of  it  from  20  to  30  years  old,  aucli  as  I  then  was, 
and  I  am  not  much  altered. 

Paii%  which  I  hardly  knew  whether  I  liked  when  I  was  in  it,  is 
an  object  of  no  small  magnitude  with  me  now,  I  want  to  be  going, 
to  the  Jardin  dea  Ptantes  (is  that  rights  Louisa  ?)  with  you — to 
Pere  de  la  Chaise,  La  Morgue,  and  all  the  sentimentalities.  How 
is  Talma,  and  his  (my)  dear  Shakspeare  ? 

N.B. — Mf  friend  White  knows  Paris  thoroughly,  and  does  not 
want  a  guide.  We  did,  and  had  one  We  both  join  in  thanks. 
Do  you  remember  a  Blue-Silk  Girl  (English)  at  the  Luxembourgj 
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that  did  not  mach  ne^m  to  attend  to  the  Pictures,  who  fell  in  love 
with  yoa,  and  whom  I  fell  in  love  with — an  inquisitive,  prying* 
curiou3^  Beauty — where  is  she  ? 
Voire  Trh'HumJile  Serviteur^ 

Chablois  Agneau^ 

aZia«  C.  Lamb. 

Gutchy  is  well^  and  much  as  usual.  He  seems  blind  to  all  the 
dUtiactions  of  life,  except  to  those  of  sex,  RemeLnbrance  to  Kenny 
and  Poole* 

Note 

[John  Howard  Payne  (I792-1852)  wa^  bom  in  New  York.  He 
began  life  as  an  actor  in  1809  as  Young  Norval  in  "  Douglas,"  and 
mwlB  his  English  dSiii  in  1813  in  the  same  part.  For  several 
years  he  lived  either  in  London  or  Paris,  where  among  his  friends 
were  Washington  Irving  and  Talma,  He  wrote  a  number  of 
plays,  and  in  one  of  them,  **  Claris  or  the  Maid  of  Milan,"  is  the 
song  "  Home,  Sweet  Home,"  with  Bishop^s  music,  on  which  his 
immortahty  rests,  Payne  died  in  Tunis,  where  he  was  American 
Consul,  in  1852,  and  when  in  1883  he  was  reinterred  at  Washing- 
ton, it  was  as  the  author  of  "  Home,  Sweet  Home/*  He  seems  to 
have  been  a  charming  but  ill-starred  man,  whom  to  know  waa  to 
love, 

Mr.  White  was  Edward  White  of  the  India  House,  by  whom 
Lamb  probably  sent  a  copy  of  the  1818  edition  of  his  Works. 
Louisa  was  Louisa  Holcrofl.  Guichy  was  possibly  the  Frenchman, 
mentioned  by  Crabb  Robinson^  with  whom  the  Lambs  had  travelled 
to  France.  Poole  was,  I  imagine,  John  Poole,  the  dramatist,  author 
of  burlesque  plays  in  the  London  Magazine  and  later  of  "  Paul 
Pry,"  which,  it  k  quite  hkely,  he  based  on  Lamb's  sketch  "Tom 

Pry"] 


LETTER  276 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[Dated  At  end:  g  Ociober  iSaa.J 

DEAR  Sir — I  am  asham'd  not  sooner  to  have  acknowledged 
your  letter  and  poem.  I  think  the  latter  very  temperate,  very 
serious  and  very  seasonable.  I  do  not  think  it  will  convert  the 
club  at  Pisa,  neither  do  I  think  it  will  satisfy  the  bigots  on  our  side 
the  water.  Something  like  a  parody  on  the  song  of  Ariel  would 
please  them  better. 

Full  fathom  five  the  Atbeist  lies. 
Of  His  bones  are  hell -dice  made, — 
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I  want  time,  or  fancj,  to  fill  up  the  rest,  I  sinc^i-elj  sympathise 
witJi  you  on  your  doleful  confinement.  Of  Timcj  Healthy  and 
Riches^  the  first  in  order  is  not  last  in  excellence.  Riches  are  ckiefly 
good,  because  they  give  us  Time,     What  a  weight  of  wearisome 

EimoTi  hours  have  [I]  to  look  back  and  forward  to,  as  quite  cut  out 
of]  life — and  the  sting  of  the  thincr  is,  that  for  six  hours  every  day 
I  have  no  buainesii  which  I  couki  not  contract  into  two,  if  they 
would  let  me  work  Task* work.  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  that  your 
grievance  is  mitigated. 

Shelly  I  saw  once.  His  voice  was  the  most  obnoxious  squeak 
1  ever  was  tormented  with-^  ten  thousand  times  wot^  than  the 
LAure»t\  whose  voice  is  the  worst  part  about  him,  except  hia 
Laureatcy.  Lord  Byron  opens  upon  him  on  Monday  in  a  Parody 
(I  iuppose)  of  the  "  Vision  of  Juagment,'^  in  which  latter  the  Poet 
I  think  did  not  much  show  kia.  To  award  his  Heaven  and  his 
Hell  in  the  presumptuous  manner  he  ha^  done,  was  a  piece  of  im- 
modesty as  had  as  Shelleyism* 

I  mm  returning  a  poor  letter,  I  was  formerly  a  great  Scribbler  in 
that  way,  but  my  nand  is  out  of  order.  If  I  said  my  head  too, 
I  should  not  be  very  much  out,  but  I  will  tell  no  tales  of  myself, 
I  will  therefore  encf  (after  my  best  thanks^  with  a  hope  to  see  you 
again  some  time  in  London),  begging  you  to  accept  this  Lettei-et 
for  a  Letter — a  Leveret  maka^  a  better  present  than  a  grown  hare, 
and  short  troubles  (as  the  old  excuse  goes)  are  best. 

I  hear  that  C,  Lloyd  is  well,  and  has  returned  to  his  family.  I 
tliink  this  will  give  you  pleasure  to  hear.  ,^ 

I  remain^  dear  Sir,  yours  truly  C.  Lamb. 

E.  U  H. 

g  Oct.  aa. 

Note 

[Barton  had  just  published  his  V^rsea  on  the  Death  of  P.  B. 
ShrlUy,  a  lament  for  misapplied  genius.  The  club  at  Pisa  refen-ed 
pu1:icularly  to  Byron,  Leigh  Hunt  and  Trelawney.  Trelawney 
placed  three  lines  from  Ariel's  song  in  "  The  Tempest "  on  Shelleys 
modoment ;  but  whether  Lamb  knew  this,  or  his  choice  of  rival  lines 
is  a  coincidence,  I  do  not  know.     Trelawney  chose  the  lines  :— 

Nothmf  of  him  thai  doth  Udt 
Byt  do&  mHex  m  a^a-chatige 
Into  something  rich  and  strange. 

Tliere  is  no  other  record  of  Lamb's  meeting  with  Shelley,  who,  by 
the  way,  admired  LamVs  writings  warmly,  particularly  Jfr«.  L€%- 
eesUr'»  School  (see  Letter  '3^4), 

Byron's  Vi&ion  of  JydgifmnU  a  burlesque  of  Southe/s  poem  of 
the  mmB  name,  was  printed  in  The  Idberal  for  182g.] 
VOL.  VIL— 39 
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LETTER  277 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B,  R,  HAYDON 

India  HoiiMp  gth  October,  iSaa. 

DEAR  HaydoQ,   Poor   Godwin   has  been  turoed  out  of  hk 
house  and  business  in  Skinner  Street^  and  if  he  does  not 
pay  two  years'  arrears  of  rent,  he  will  have  the  whole  stock,  fumi- 
tuie,  &c.,  of  his  new  house  (io  the  Strand)  seized  when  term  begins.  ^ 
We  are  trying  to  raise  a  subscription  for  him*     My  object  in  writ- 
ing this  is  simply  to  ask  you,  if  this  is  a  kind  of  case  which  would  ^ 
be  likely  to  interest  Mrs,  Coutts  in  his  behalf;  and  who  in  yourj 
opinion  is  the  best  person  to  speak  with  her  on  his  behalf.    Without  i 
the  aid  of  from  ^300  to  df 400  by  that  time,  early  in  November, 
he  must  be  ruined.     You  are  the  only  person  I  can  think  of^  of  heri 
acquaintance,  and  can,  perhaps,  if  not  yourself,  recommend  the  pei^  ' 
son  most  likely  to  influence  her,     Shelley  had  engaged  to  clear  nimi 
of  all  demand)^  and  he  has  gone  down  to  the  deep  insolvent. 

Yonm  truly, 

C.  Lamb, 
Is  Sir  Walter  to  be  applied  to,  and  by  what  channel  ? 

Note 

[See  note  to  Letter  969.  Mrs.  Coutts  was  probably  Harriol| 
Mellon,  the  actress,  widow  of  the  banker,  Thomas  Coutt%  fiuidf 
afterwards  Duchef*s  of  St*  Albans*  She  had  played  the  part  of  the] 
heroine  Melesinda  in  "  Mr*  H.  **] 


LETTER  278 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  HOWARD  PAYNE 

Tbartday  [Oct,  23],  1$^, 

'*  A  Li  Pacha"  will  do.  I  sent  my  sister  the  first  night,  not 
Sx.  having  been  able  to  go  myself,  and  her  report  of  its  e^t 
was  most  favourable.  I  saw  it  last  night— the  third  night — and 
it  was  most  satisfactorily  received.  I  have  been  sadly  disappointed 
in  Talfourd,  who  does  tibe  critiques  in  the  "  Times,"  and  who  pro- 
mised his  strenuous  services  ;  but  by  some  damn'd  arrangement  he 
was  sent  to  the  wrong  house,  and  a  most  iniquitous  account  of 
Ali  substituted  for  his,  which  I  am  sure  would  have  been  a  kind 
one*     The  "Morning  Herald  "  did  it  ample  justice,  without  ap- 
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pearijig  to  puff  it*  It  is  an  abominable  misrepresentation  of  the 
"Titties,''  that  Farren  played  All  like  Lord  Ogilby.  He  acted 
iniirnjity  of  body»  but  not  of  voice  or  purpose.  His  uianner  was 
even  grand.  A  grand  old  gentleman*  His  falling  to  the  earth 
when  his  son's  death  was  announced  was  fine  as  anything  I  ever 
saw.  It  was  as  if  he  had  been  blasted*  Miss  Foote  looked  helpless 
and  beautiful,  and  greatly  helped  the  piece.  It  is  going  on  steadily^ 
I  am  sure,  for  "many  mghta.  Marrv,  I  was  a  little  disappointed 
with  Hassan,  who  tells  us  he  subsists  by  cracking  court  jests  before 
Hall,  but  he  made  none.  In  all  the  rest,  scenery  and  machinery, 
it  was  faultless,  I  hope  it  will  bring  you  here*  I  should  l>e  most 
glad  of  that.  I  have  a  room  for  you,  and  you  shall  order  your  own 
dinner  three  days  in  the  week.  I  must  retain  my  own  authority 
for  the  rest.  As  far  as  magazines  go,  I  can  answer  for  Talfourd  in 
the  *'New  Monthly"  He  cannot  be  put  out  there.  But  it  is 
^iablished  a^  a  favourite,  and  can  do  without  these  expletives.  I 
long  to  talk  over  with  you  the  Shakspeare  Picture.  My  doubts  of 
its  tseing  a  forgery  mainly  rest  upon  the  goodness  of  the  picture. 
The  bellows  might  be  trumped  up,  but  where  did  the  painter  spring 
from  ?  Is  Ireland  a  consummate  artist — or  any  of  Ireland's  accom- 
pUces  ? — but  we  shall  confer  upon  it,  I  hope,  Tlie  "New  Times," 
I  understand  was  favorable  to  '*  Ali,"  but  I  have  not  seen  it*  I 
am  sensible  of  the  want  of  metliod  in  this  letter,  but  I  have  been 
deprived  of  the  comiecting  organ,  by  a  practice  I  have  fallen  into 
jiince  I  left  Paris,  of  taking  too  much  strong  spirits  of  a  night.  I 
nmst  return  to  the  Hotel  de  TEurope  and  Macon. 

How  is  Kenney?  Have  you  seen  my  friend  White?  What  is 
Poole  about,  &c,  ?     Do  not  write,  but  come  and  answer  me* 

The  weather  is  charming,  and  there  is  a  mermaid  to  be  seen  in 
London.  You  may  not  have  the  opportunity  of  inspecting  such  a 
Poisarde  once  again  in  ten  centuries. 

Mj  sister  joins  me  in  the  hope  of  seeing  you. 

Yours  truly,        C.  Lamb. 


Note 

[Lamb  had  met  John  Howard  Payne,  the  American  dramatist, 
at  Kenuey^s^  in  France  (see  note  on  page  576).  *'Ali  Pacha,"  a 
melodrama  in  two  acts,  was  produced  at  Coven t  Garden  on  October 
19,  18^.  it  ran  altogetner  sixteen  nights.  William  Farren 
played  the  hero.  Lord  OgJeby,  an  antiquated  fop,  is  a  character 
m  **  The  Clandestine  Marriage  '*  by  Coiman  and  Garrick.  Miss  Foote 
pla)^  Helena.  See  also  notes  to  the  letter  on  page  576  for  other 
references.] 
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LETTERS  879  AND  280 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B.  R.  HAYDON 

Tuesday,  29th  [ October ^  iSti], 

DEAR  H,,  I  have  written  a  ver)^  respectful  letter  to  Sir  W,  S. 
Godwin  did  not  wTite,  becaiise  he  leaves  all  to  hk  eommittee, 
as  I  will  explain  to  you.  If  this  rascally  weather  holds,  joti  wilj 
see  but  one  of  us  on  that  daj. 

Yours,  with  many  thanks, 

C,  Lamb. 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT 

Ei^st  India  House*  London^ 
2gth  October  182a. 

DEAR  Su%— I  have  to  aeknowledge  your  kind  attention  to  my 
application  to  Mr.  Haydon,  1  have  transmitted  your  dmft 
to  Mr*  G[odwin]*s  committee  as  an  anonymous  contribution  through 
me,  Mr,  Haydon  desii-es  his  thanks  and  best  respects  to  you,  but 
was  desirous  that  I  should  write  to  you  on  this  occasion,  I  cannot 
pass  over  your  kind  expressions  as  to  myself.  It  is  not  likely  that 
I  shall  ever  find  myself  in  Scotland,  but  should  the  event  ever 
happen,  I  should  be  proud  to  pay  my  respects  to  you  in  your 
own  laud.  My  disparagement  of  heaths  and  higblands — ^if  I  said 
any  such  thing  in  half  earnest,— you  must  put  down  as  a  piece  of 
the  old  Vulpine  poUcy*  I  must  make  the  most  of  the  spot  I  am 
chained  to^  and  console  myself  for  my  flat  destiny  as  well  as  I  am 
able*  I  know  very  well  our  mole-hUls  are  not  mountains,  but  I 
must  cocker  them  up  and  make  them  look  a^  big  and  as  hand- 
some as  I  can,  that  we  may  both  be  satisfied.  Allow  me  to  express 
the  pleasure  I  feel  on  an  occasion  given  me  of  writing  to  you,  and 
to  subscribe  myself,  dear  sir,  your  obliged  and  respectful  servant, 

CuAELEs  Lamb. 
Note 

[See  note  to  Letter  SBQ*  on  page  567,  Lamb  and  Scott  never  met. 
Talfourd,  however,  tells  us  that  "he  used  to  spenk  with  gratitude 
and  pleasure  of  the  circumstances  under  which  he  saw  him  once  in 
Fleet-street,  A  man,  in  the  dress  of  a  mechanic,  stopped  him  just 
at  Inner  Temple-gate,  and  said,  touching  his  hat,  '  1  beg  your 
pardon,  sir,  but  perhaps  you  would  like  to  see  Sir  Walter  Scott ; 
that  i.s  he  just  crossing  the  road  ;'  and  Lamb  stammered  out  his 
hearty  thanks  to  his  truly  humane  informer." 

Mr.  Lang  has  recently  discovered  that  also  in  1818  or  thei*- 
abouts  Su*  Walter  invited  Lamb  to  Abbotsford. 
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**  The  old  Vulpine  policy,"     A  reference  to  the  feble  of  the  Fox 
and  the  Grapes.] 


LETTER  SWl 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ROBINSON 

[Dated  at  end  :  Nov,  ti,  tSaa,] 


3  EAR  Sir^  We  have  to  thank  you,  or  Mrs,  Robimon— for  I 
think  her  name  was  on  the  direction^for  the  best  pigj 
bidi  my^lf,  the  warmest  of  pig-lovers,  ever  tasted.  The  dressing 
and  the  sauce  were  pronount-ed  incomparable  by  two  friends,  who 
had  the  good  fortune  to  drop  in  to  dhmer  yesterday,  but  I  must 
not  mix  up  my  cook'^  praises  with  my  acknowledgments ;  let  me 
but  have  leave  to  say  that  she  and  we  did  your  pig  justice.  I 
should  dilate  on  the  crackling— done  to  a  turn— but  I  am  afraid 
Mrs.  Clarkson,  who,  I  hear,  is  with  you,  will  set  me  down  as  an 
Epicure.  Let  it  suffice,  that  you  have  spoird  my  appetite  for 
boiled  mutton  for  some  time  to  come.  Your  brother  Henry  par- 
took of  the  cold  relic*— by  which  he  might  give  a  good  guess  at 
what  it  had  been  hoi. 

With  our  thanks,  pray  convey  our  kind  respects  to  Mrs.  Robin- 
son, and  the  Lady  before  mentioned. 

Your  obliged  Ser* 

Charles  Lamb. 


India  HotiAc 

II   Nov,  13. 


Note 


[Thi«  letter  is  addressed  to  R.  Robinson,  Esq,,  Bury,  Suffolk,  but 
think  there  is  no  doubt  that  Thomas  Robinson  was  the  recipient. 
Thomas  Robinson  of  Bury  St.  Edmunds  was  Henry  Crabb  Robin- 
son's   brother.     Lamb's   "  Dissertation  on   Roast   Pig "   had   been 
printed  in  the  London  Magazine  in  September,  1822,  and  this 
pig  was  one  of  the  first  of  many  such  gifts  that  came  to  him.] 


LETTER  asa 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  HOWARD  PAYNE 

Wednesday,  13  November,  'm. 

DEAR  P, — Owing  to  the  inconvenience  of  having  two  lodgmga, 
I  did  not  get  your  letter  quite  so  soon  as  I  should,      TTbe 
India  House  is  my  proper  addres^s,  where  I  am  sure  for  the  fore  part 
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of  every  day.  The  instant  I  mi  it,  I  addressed  a  letter,  for  Kemble 
to  see,  to  my  friend  Henr)^  Robertson^  the  Treasurer  of  Covent  Gar- 
den Theatre,  He  had  a  conference  with  Kenible,  and  the  result  is 
that  Robertson,  in  the  name  of  the  managetnent,  recognized  to  nie 
the  fuU  ratifying  of  your  bargain  :  .^250  for  Ali,  the  Slaves,  and 
another  piece  which  they  had  not  received*  He  assure  me  the 
whole  win  be  paid  you,  or  the  proportion  for  the  two  former,  as  soon 
as  ever  the  Treasury  will  pennit  it.  He  offered  to  write  the  same 
to  you  J  if  I  pleased.  He  thinks  in  a  month  or  so  they  will  be  able 
to  liquidate  ii  He  is  positive  no  trick  could  be  meant  you,  as  Mr* 
Planchcfs  alterations,  which  were  trifling,  were  not  at  ail  considered 
as  afTecting  your  bargain^  With  respect  to  the  copyright  of  Ali, 
he  was  of  opinion  no  money  would  be  given  for  it,  as  All  is  quite 
laid  aside.  This  explanation  being  given,  you  would  not  think  of 
printing  the  two  copies  together  by  way  of  recrimination.  He  told 
nie  the  secret  of  the  two  Galley  Slaves  at  Drury  Lane,  Ellis- 
ton,  if  he  is  informed  right,  engaged  Poole  to  translate  it,  but  be- 
fore Poole's  translation  arrived,  finding  it  coming  out  at  Cov,  Gar., 
he  procured  copie?^  of  two  several  l^inslations  of  it  in  London, 
So  you  see  here  are  four  translations,  reckoning  yours.  I  feai* 
no  copyright  would  be  got  for  it,  for  anybody  may  print  it  and 
anybody  has,  Your*s  has  run  seven  nights,  and  R,  is  of  opinion 
it  will  not  exceed  in  number  of  nights  the  nights  of  Ali, — about 
thirteen.  But  your  full  right  to  your  baigain  with  the  manage- 
ment is  in  the  fullest  manner  recognised  by  him  officially.  He  gave 
me  every  hope  the  money  will  be  spared  as  soon  as  they  can  spare 
it*  He'said  a  vwnth  or  two^  but  seemed  to  me  to  mean  about  a 
Tnontk,  A  new  lady  is  coming  out  in  Juliet,  to  whom  they  look 
very  confidently  for  replenishing  their  treasury,  Robertson  is  a 
very  good  fellow  and  I  can  rely  upon  his  statement.  Should  you 
have  any  more  pieces,  and  want  to  get  a  copyright  for  them,  I 
am  the  worst  person  to  negotiate  with  any  bookseller,  having  been 
cheated  by  all  I  have  had  to  do  with  (except  Taylor  and  Hes^sey, — 
but  they  do  not  publish  theatrical  piecesX  and  I  know  not  how  to 
go  about  it,  or  who  to  apply  to*  But  if  you  had  no  better  n^oti- 
ator,  I  should  know  the  minimum  you  expect^  for  I  should  not  like 
to  make  a  baigain  out  of  my  own  head,  being  (after  the  Duke  of 
Wellington)  the  worst  of  all  negotiators,  1  find  from  Robertson 
you  have  written  to  Bishop  on  the  subject.  Have  you  named  any- 
thing of  the  copyright  of  the  Slaves,  R.  thinks  no  publisher 
would  pay  for  it,  and  you  would  not  risque  it  on  your  own  account. 
This  is  a  mere  business  letter,  so  I  will  just  send  my  love  to  my 
little  wife  at  Versailles,  to  her  dear  mother,  etc. 

Believe  me,  yours  tmly,  C,  L, 
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GREETrNGS  TO  FRANCE 


Note 

_  [PaTOe^s  translation  of  the  French  play  was  produced  at  Covent 
Garden  on  November  6,  1822,  under  the  title  **The  Soldier^^s 
Daughter/*  On  the  same  night  appeared  a  rival  version  at  Drury 
Lane  entitled  "  Two  Galley  Slaves,"  Payne's  was  played  eleven 
times.  The  new  lady  as  tJuliet  was  the  other  Fanny  Kelly  not 
Lamb's  :  Fanny  H.  Kelly,  from  Dublin.  The  revival  began  on 
November  14,  Planche  was  James  RobinJiton  Pianche  (179ft-1880), 
the  most  prolific  of  librettbts.  Robert  William  Eiliston^  of  whom 
Lamb  later  wrote  so  finely,  was  then  managing  Drury  Lane. 

'*  Having  been  cheated."  lamb's  particular  reference  was  to 
Baldwin  (see  Letter  290). 

"  The  Duke  of  Wellington.*'  A  reference  to  the  Duke's  failure 
in  representing  England  at  the  Congress  of  Powers  in  Viemia  and 
Verona, 

Lamb's  "dear  little  wife'^  was  Bophy  Kenney  (see  abstract  of 
letter  on  page  571)  J 

LETTER  383 
MARY  LAMB  TO  MRS.  JAMES  KENNEY 

[No  dAle.     ?  Early  December,  iSaa.] 

Y  dear  Friend, — How  do  you  like  Harwood  ?  Is  he  not  a 
noble  boy  ?  I  congratulate  you  most  heartily  on  this  happy 
meeting,  and  only  wish  I  were  present  to  witness  it.  Come  back 
with  Harwood,  I  am  dying  to  see  you — we  will  talkj  that  is,  you 
ifaall  talk  and  I  will  listen  from  ten  in  the  morning  till  twelve  at 
night.  My  thoughts  are  often  with  you,  and  your  children's  dear 
face»  are  perpetually  before  me.  Give  them  all  one  additional  kiss 
every  morning  for  me.  Rememl>er  there's  one  for  Louisa,  one  tti 
Elleiif  one  to  Betsy,  one  to  Sophia,  one  to  James,  one  to  Teresa, 
one  to  Virginia,  and  one  to  Charles.  Bless  them  all  [  When  shall 
I  ever  see  them  again  ?  Thank  you  a  thousand  times  for  all  your 
kindness  to  roe»  I  know  you  will  make  light  of  the  trouble  my 
illness  gave  you  ;  but  the  recollection  of  it  often  sits  heavy  on  ray 
heart.  If  I  could  ensure  my  health,  how  happy  should  I  be  to 
spend  a  month  with  you  every  summer! 

When  I  met  Mr*  Kenney  there,  1  sadly  repented  that  I  had 
not  dragged  you  on  to  Dieppe  with  me.  What  a  pleasant  time 
we  shoiSd  have  spent  there! 

You  shall  not  be  jealous  of  Mr.  Payne,  Remember  he  did 
Charles  and  I  good  service  without  grudge  or  grumbling*     Say 


M 
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to  him  how  much  I  regret  that  we  owe  him  unretumable  obli^- 
tions  ;  for  I  still  have  my  old  fear  that  we  shall  never  see  him  again. 
I  received  great  pleasure  from  seeing  his  two  successftil  pieces.  My 
iove  to  your  boy  Kenney,  my  boy  Jam^,  and  all  my  dear  girls, 
and  also  to  Rose;  I  hope  she  stiti  drinks  wine  with  you.  Thank 
Lou-I^u  for  her  little  bit  of  letter,  I  am  in  a  fearful  hurry,  or  I 
would  write  to  her*  Tell  my  friend  the  Poetess  that  I  expect  some 
French  vei^ses  from  her  shortly.  I  have  shewn  Betis^s  and  Sophy's 
letter.^  to  all  who  C4inie  near  me,  and  they  have  been  very  much 
admired.  l>ear  Fanny  brought  me  the  hag.  Good  soul  you  are 
to  think  of  me !  Manning  has  promised  to  make  Fanny  a  visit  this 
morning,  happy  girl  J  Misa  James  I  often  nee,  I  think  ne\'er  with- 
out talking  of  you.  Oh  the  dear  long  dreary  Boulevards !  how  I 
do  wish  to  be  j  ust  now  stepping  out  of  a  Cuckoo  into  them  I 

Farewel,  old  tried  friend,  may  we  meet  again  I  Would  you 
could  bring  your  house  with  all  its  noisy  inmates^  and  plant  it, 
garden,  galbles  and  all,  in  the  midst  of  Covent  Garden. 

YouFi  ever  most  affectionately , 

M.  Labo. 

My  best  respects  to  your  good  neighbours. 


Note 

[Harwood  would  be  Harwnod  Holcroft. 

"  Louisa,"  etc,  Mrs,  Kenney*s  children  by  her  first  marriage  were 
Louisa,  EUen^  Betsy  and  Sophia.  By  her  second,  with  Kenney^  the 
others.     Charles  was  named  Charles  Lamb  Kenney, 

"Payne's  two  successful  pieces" — "AH  Pasha"  and  **The 
Soldier's  Daughter,^ 

Fanny  would  be  Fanny  Holcroft,  Mrs.  Kenney's  stepdaughter, 

Mi^  Kelly  has  addeci  to  this  letter  a  few  words  of  aftection 
to  Mrs.  Kenney  from  "the  real  old  original  Fanny  Kelly/' 

Charles  Lamb  abo  contributed  to  this  letter  a  few  lines  to  James 
Kenney,  expressing  his  readiness  to  meet  Moore  the  ix)et.  He  adds 
that  he  made  a  hit  at  him  as  Little  in  the  Lonaon  Magazine^ 
which  though  no  reason  for  not  meeting  him  wbs  a  reason  for  not 
volunteering  a  visit  to  him.  The  reference  is  to  the  sonnet  to 
Barry  Cornwall  in  the  London  Magazine  for  September,  1820, 
beginning — 

Let  liAte,  Of  groaaer  heats,  Uieir  ibulnvfls  mask 
Neath  riddling  Junius,  or  in  L c'a  name. 

The  second  line  was  altered  in  Lamb*s  Albuin  Verses^  1830,  to — 
Under  tht  vkor  of  a  bofrow^  name.} 


less 
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LETTER  284 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  TAYLOR 

[Dated:  Dec.  7,  i8ax] 

DEAH  Sir, — I  should  like  the  enclosed  Dedication  to  be  printed, 
unless  you  dislike  it.  I  like  it.  It  is  in  the  olden  style. 
But  if  you  object  to  it,  put  forth  the  book  as  it  is.  Only  pray 
don't  let  the  Printer  mistake  the  word  curt  for  curat 

CL, 


Dec*  7,  1822. 


DEDICATION 


I 


TO   THE    FEI£NDLY    ANO  JUBlClOtlH    EEAnEE, 

Who  will  take  th^e  Papers,  as  they  were  meant ;  not  understanding 
ever>'  thing  perversely  in  the  absolute  and  literal  sense,  but  giving 
fair  constTuction  as  to  an  after-dinner  conversation ;  allowing  for 
the  rashne^  and  nece^^ary  incompleteness  of  iimt  thoughts;  and 
not  remembering,  for  the  purpose  of  an  after  taunt^  words  spoken 
peradventure  after  the  fourth  glass.  The  Author  wishes  (what  he 
would  will  for  himself)  plenty  of  good  friends  to  stand  by  him, 
good  books  to  solace  him,  prosperous  events  to  all  his  honest 
undertakings,  and  a  candid  interpretation  to  his  most  hasty  words 
and  actions.  The  other  sort  (and  he  hoj>es  many  of  them  will 
purcha^  his  book  too)  he  greets  with  the  curt  invitation  of  Tinion, 
"  Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap :"  or  he  dismisses  them  with  the  confident 
necuri^  of  the  philosopner,  **you  beat  but  on  the  case  of  ELIA  " 

C,  L. 


Dec.  7,  idaz. 


Note 


[EHa.  EsBays  which  have  appeared  under  that  mgnature  in 
the  Londcm  Magazine  was  just  about  to  be  published.  The  book 
came  out  with  no  preface. 

^^ Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap"  ("Timon  of  Athens,'*  IlL,  6,  95), 

"  You  beat  but  on  the  case."  When  AnaxarcJius,  the  philoso- 
pher, was  being  pounded  to  death  in  a  mortar,  by  command  of 
Alexander  the  Great,  he  made  use  of  this  phrase*  After  these 
words,  in  Canon  Ainger's  transcript,  I>amb  remarks:— 

**  Ob  better  consideration,  pray  omit  that  Dedication.  The  Essays 
want  no  Preface :  they  are  all  ^Pr^facn,  A  Preface  is  nothing  but 
A  talk  with  the  reader ;  and  they  do  nothing  else.     Pray  onut  it* 

**  There  will  be  a  sort  of  I*reface  in  the  next  Magazine,  which  may 
act  ss  an  advertisement,  but  not  proper  for  the  volume. 
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"  Let  Elia  come  forth  bare  as  he  was  bom." 
The  sort  of  Prefajoe  in  the  next  magazine  (January,  182S)  was 
the  **  Character  of  the  Late  Elia,'^  used  as  a  preface  to  the  Last 


LETTER  285 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WALTER  WILSON 

E.  L  H,     i6dccaz, 

DEAR  Wilson 
Lightening  I  was  going  to  call  you — 
You  must  have  thought  me  neghgent  in  not  answering  your 
letter  sooner.     But  I  have  a  habit  of  never  writing  letters,  but  at 
the  office— 'tis  so  much  time  cribbed  out  of  the  Company— *nd  I  am 
but  just  got  out  of  the  thick  of  a  Tea  Sale,  in  which  most  of  the 
Entry  of  Notesj  deposits  &c.  usually  falls  to  my  share,      Dodwell 
is  willing,  but  alas  I  slow.     To  compare  a  pile  of  my  notes  with  | 
his  little  hillock  (which  has  been  as  long  a  buUding),  what  is  it 
but  to  compare  Olympus  with  a  mole-hilL     Then  Wadd  is  a  sad 
shuffler, — 

I  have  nothing  of  Defoe's  but  two  or  three  Novel%  and  the 
Plague  History,  I  can  give  you  no  information  about  him.  As  a 
slight  general  character  of  what  I  remember  of  them  (for  I  have 
not  look'd  into  them  latterly)  I  would  say  that  "  in  the  appearance 
of  trmth  in  all  the  incidents  and  conversations  that  occur  in  them 
they  exceed  any  works  of  fiction  I  am  acquainted  with.  It  is  per- 
fect illusion*  ^The  Author  never  appears  in  these  self-narratives 
(for  so  they  ought  to  be  called  or  ratiier  Auto-biographies)  hut  the 
narrator  chains  us  down  to  an  impHcet  belief  in  every  thing  he  ] 
says.  There  is  all  the  minute  detail  of  a  log-book  in  it.  Dates  are 
painfully  pressed  upon  the  memory,  Facli  are  repeated  over  and 
over  in  varying  phrases,  till  you  cannot  chuse  but  believe  them.  It 
is  like  reading  Evidence  given  in  a  Court  of  Justice*  So  anxious 
the  story-teller  seems,  that  the  truth  should  be  clearly  compre- 
hended, that  when  he  has  told  us  a  matter  of  fact,  or  a  motive,  in 
a  line  or  two  farther  down  he  repeats  it  with  his  favorite  figure  of 
ipeech,  *I  say'  so  and  so,— though  he  had  made  it  abundantly 
plain  before.  '  This  is  in  imitation  of  the  common  people's  way  of 
speaking,  or  rather  of  the  way  in  which  they  are  addressed  by  a 
master  or  mistress,  wlio  wishes  to  impress  something  upon  their 
memories ;  and  has  a  wonderful  effect  upon  matter-of-fact  readers. 
Indeed  it  is  to  such  principally  that  he  writes.     His  style  is  else- 


1322 


DANIEL  DEFOE 


587 


where  beautiful,  but  plain  &  homely.  Robinson  Crusoe  Ib  de- 
lightful to  all  ranks  and  classes^  but  it  is  easy  to  see  that  it  is 
written  in  phraseology  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  lower  conditions 
of  readers:  hence  it  is  an  especial  favorite  with  sea-faring  men, 
poor  boys,  serv*ant  maids  &c.  His  novels  are  capital  kitchen- 
reading,  while  they  are  worthy  from  their  deep  interest  to  find  a 
shelf  in  the  Libranea  of  the  wealthiest,  and  the  most  learned.  His 
passion  for  matter  of  fact  narrative  sometimes  betrayed  him  into 
a  long  relation  of  common  incidents  which  might  happen  to  any 
tOMLf  and  have  no  interest  but  the  intense  appearance  of  truth  in 
them,  to  recommend  them.  The  whole  latter  half,  or  two  thirds,  of 
Colonel  Jack  is  of  this  description.  The  beginning  of  Colonel  Jack 
n  the  rooflt  affecting  natural  picture  of  a  young  thief  that  was  ever 
drawn*  His  losing  the  stolen  money  in  the  hollow  of  a  tree,  and 
tindiog  it  i^ain  when  he  wm  in  despair,  and  then  being  in  equal 
dirirett  at  not  knowing  how  to  dispose  of  it,  and  several  similar 
toodi^  in  the  early  history  of  the  Colonel,  evince  a  deep  know- 
ledge of  human  nature ;  and,  putting  out  of  question  the  superior 
rmrumtie  interest  of  the  latter,  in  my  mind  very  much  exceed 
&ii8oe.  Hoxana  (1st  Edition)  is  the  next  in  Interest,  though  he 
left  out  the  best  part  of  it  sulisequent  Edition!^  from  a  foolish 
hypercjiticism  of  his  friend,  Southeme.  But  Moll  Flanders,  the 
account  of  the  Plague  &c.  &c.  are  all  of  one  family,  and  have  the 
same  stamp  of  character/*— 

[At  the  top  of  the  first  page  is  added  : — ] 

Ofmtied  at  the  ejhd  ,  .  .  believe  me  with  friendly  recollectiom. 
Brother  (as  I  used  to  call  you)  Yours  C»  Lamb. 

[Below  the  "  Dear  Wilson  "  is  added  in  smaller  writing  :■ — ] 
The  review  was  not  mine,  nor  have  I  seen  it. 


Note 
[Addre^ed  to  "  Walter  Wilson  Esq'  Lufton  nf  Yeovil  Somerset- 

Lamb's  friend  Walter  Wilson  (see  note  on  page  220)  wa§ 
heginning  his  Memovrs  of  the  Life  and  Times  of  Daniel  Defoe^ 
ISSO.  The  passage  sent  to  him  in  this  letter  by  Lamb  he  printed 
in  Vol,  IIL,  page  4^.  Some  yeara  later  (see  pages  464  and  819) 
Lamb  sent  Wilson  a  further  criticism.  See  also  Letter  294  for  the 
reference  to  Roxana. 

For  Dodwell  see  page  490,  <)f  Wadd  we  have  no  information^ 
escept^  according  to  Crabb  Robinson's  Diary^  that  he  once  aod- 
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dentally  dischat^ged  a  pen  full  of  ink  into  Lamb's  eje  and 
Lamb  wrote  this  epigram  upon  him  : — 

What  Wadd  knowG,  God  knows, 
But  God  knows  what  Wadd  knows.] 


LETTER  ^6 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[Dated  at  end :  23  Deceniber  tSas.] 

DEAR  Sir— I  have  been  so  distracted  with  busine^  and  one 
thing  or  other,  I  have  not  had  a  cjuiet  quarter  of  an  hour 
for  epistolary  purposes.  Christmas  too  is  come^  which  always  puts 
a  rattle  into  my  morning  scuIL  It  is  a  visiting  unquiet  nn- 
Quakerish  season.  I  get  more  and  more  in  love  with  solitude,  and 
proportionately  hampered  with  company*  I  hope  you  have  some 
nolydays  at  thia  period.  I  have  one  day,  Christmas  day,  alas!  too 
tew  to  commemorate  tlie  sea.^n.  AH  work  and  no  play  dulU  me. 
Company  is  not  play,  but  many  times  hard  work.  To  play,  is  for 
a  man  to  do  what  he  please,  or  to  do  nothing^to  go  about 
soothing  his  particular  fancies*  I  have  lived  to  a  time  of  life,  to 
have  outlived  the  good  hours,  the  nine  o'clock  suppers,  with  a 
bright  hour  or  two  to  clear  up  in  afterwards.  Now  you  cannot 
get  tea  before  that  hour,  and  then  sit  gaping,  music-bothered 
perhaps,  till  half-past  l^  brings?  up  the  tray,  and  what  you  steal  of 
convivial  enjoyment  after,  is  heavily  paid  for  in  the  disquiet  of 
to-morrow's  head* 

I  am  pleased  with  your  liking  John  Woodvil,  and  amused 
with  your  knowledge  of  our  drama  being  confined  to  Sbakspeare 
and  Miss  Bailly,  What  a  world  of  fine  territory  between  Land^» 
End  and  Johnny  Grots  have  you  missed  traversing.  1  almost  envy 
you  to  have  so  much  to  read.  I  feel  as  if  I  had  read  all  the  Books  I 
want  to  read.     O  to  forget  Fielding,  Steele,  &c.,  and  read  *em  new. 

Can  you  tell  me  a  likely  place  where  I  could  pick  up,  cheap, 
Fox's  Journal?  There  are  no  Quaker  Circulating  Libraries?  Ell-j 
wood,  too,  I  must  have*  I  rather  grudge  that  8[outhe]y  has  taken 
up  the  history  of  your  People.  I  am  afraid  he  will  put  in  some 
Levity*  I  am  afraid  I  am  not  quite  exempt  from  that  fault  in 
certain  magazine  Articles,  where  I  have  introduced  mention  of  ^ 
them.     Were  they  to  do  again,  I  would  reform  them. 

Why  should  not  you  write  a  poetical  Account  of  yonr  old 
Worthies,  deducing  them  from  Fox  to  Woolman  ? — but  I  remember 
you  did  talk  of  something  in  that  kind,  as  a  counterpart  to  the 
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Eocled^tical  Sketches,  But  would  not  s  Poem  be  more  con- 
seeutlTe  than  a  string  of  Sonnets?  You  have  no  Martyrs  quite  to 
ike  Fire^  I  think,  among  you.  But  plenty  of  Heroic  Cnnf<^^cirs, 
Spirit'Martyrs — Lamb-Lions. — Tliink  of  it, 

It  would  tie  better  than  a  series  of  Sonnets  on  **  Eminent  Bankers." 
— ^I  like  a  hit  at  our  way  of  life,  tho'  it  does  welJ  for  me,  better 
than  anything  short  of  <dl  one's  tirris  to  ane'a  self^  for  which  alone 
I  rankle  with  envy  at  the  rich.  Books  are  good,  and  l^ctur^  are 
good,  and  Money  to  buy  them  therefore  good^  but  to  buy  TiMKf 
m  other  words,  ufe — 

TTie  "  compliments  of  the  time  to  you  **  should  end  my  letter ;  to 
a  Friend  I  suppose  I  must  say  the  **  sincerity  of  the  season ; "  I 
hope  they  both  mean  the  same.  With  excuies  for  this  hastily 
penn'd  note,  believe  me  with  great  respect —  C.  Lamb. 

33  dee*  21. 


Note 

[Miss  BaUly  would  be  Joanna  Baillie  (176S-1851),  author  of 
Play&  om>  the  Pam^iims. 

The  copy  of  Fox's  Journal^  1694,  which  was  lent  to  Lamb  has 
recently  come  into  the  possession  of  the  Society  of  Friends.  In  it  is 
IRltten  :  **  This  copy  of  George  Fox's  Journal,  being  the  earliest 
ftditian  of  that  work,  the  property  of  John  T.  SheweTl  of  Ipswich^ 
b  lent  for  six  months  to  Charles  Lamb,  at  the  request  of  Sam^ 
JUexander  of  Neetlham,  Ipswich,  Ist  nio,  4  18£J}/'  Lamb  has 
idded :  **  Returned  by  Charles  Lamb,  within  the  period,  with  many 
iks  to  the  Lender  for  the  very  great  satisfaction  which  he  has 

rived  from  the  perusal  of  it," 

Southey  was  meditating  a  Life  of  Geoi|ce  Fox  and  corresponded 
with  Barton  on  the  subject.     He  did  not  wxite  the  book. 

Barton  had  a  plan  to  provide  Wordsworth*s  Ecclesiastical  Sonnets 
with  a  Quaker  poidant.     He  did  not  <:arry  it  out. 

Here  might  come  an  undated  and  unpublished  letter  from  Lamb 
to  Basil  Montagu,  which  is  of  little  interest  except  as  referring  to 
Miss  Jame>s  Marv  Lamb's  nurse.  Lamb  says  that  she  was  one  of 
four  sisters  daughters  of  a  Welsh  clergyman,  who  all  became  nurses 
at  Mrs.  Warburton's,  Hoxton,  whither,  I  imagine,  Mary  Lamb  bad 
often  retired.  Mrs,  Parsons,  one  of  the  sisters,  became  Mary 
Lamb's  nurse  when,  some  time  after  Lamb's  death,  she  moved  to 
41  Alpha  Hoad,  Mrs,  Parsons'  house.  The  late  John  HollingHhead, 
Ereat-nepbew  of  these  ladies^  says  in  his  interesting  book.  My 
Lifriimej  that  their  father  was  rector  of  Beguildy,  in  Shropshire,] 
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LETTER  mi 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  HOWARD  PAYNE 

tJanssryi  1833-) 

DEAK  Pajne — ^Yoiir  little  books  are  roost  aoceptabie.  *Tia  a 
delicate  edition.  They  are  gone  to  the  binder^s.  When 
they  come  home  1  shaJl  have  two — the  "  Camp  "  and  "  Patrick's 
Day  "^to  read  for  the  first  time.  I  may  say  three^  for  I  never 
read  the  **  School  for  Scandal."  "  Seen  it  I  have,  and  in  its  happier 
dap/'  With  the  books  Hai*wood  left  a  truncheon  or  mathematical 
instrument,  of  which  we  have  not  yet  aficertained  the  uae.  It  is  like 
a  telescope,  but  unglazed.  Or  a  ruler,  but  not  smooth  enough.  It 
opens  like  a  fan,  and  discovers  a  frame  such  as  they  weave  lace  upon 
at  Lyons  and  Chambery.  Possibly  it  is  from  those  parts,  I  do  not 
value  the  present  the  le^  for  not  being  quite  able  to  detect  its 
purport.  When  I  can  find  any  one  coming  your  way  I  have  a 
volume  for  you,  my  Elias  collected.  Tell  Poole,  his  Cockney  in  the  ■ 
Lon*  Mag.  tickled  me  exceedingly.  Harwocid  is  to  be  with  us  thia^H 
evening  with  Fanny,  who  comes  to  introduce  a  literary  lady,  who^B 
wants  to  see  me, — and  whose  portentous  name  is  Plura^  in  English 
"  many  things."  Now,  of  all  God*s  creatures,  1  detest  lettem-affect- 
ing,  authore-hunting  ladies.  But  Fanny  "  will  have  it  so,"  So 
Mi^s  Many  Things  and  I  are  to  have  a  conference^  of  which  you 
shall  have  the  result.  I  dare  say  she  does  not  play  at  whist. 
Treasurer  Kobertson^  whose  coffeiB  are  absolutely  swelling  with 
pantomimic  receipts,  called  00  me  yesterday  to  say  he  is  going  to 
write  to  you,  but  if  I  wejne  also,  I  might  as  well  aav  that  your  last 
bill  is  at  the  Banker's,  and  will  be  honored  on  the  instant  receipt  of 
the  third  Piece,  which  vou  have  stipulated  for.  If  you  have  any 
such  in  readiness,  strite  while  the  iron  is  hot,  before  the  Clown 
cools.  Tell  Mrs,  Kenney,  that  the  Miss  F.  H,  (or  H.  F-)  KeUy, 
who  has  b^un  so  splendidly  in  Juliet,  is  the  identical  little  Fanny 
Kelly  who  used  to  play  on  their  green  before  their  great  Lying-Inn 
Lodgings  at  Baj-swater.  Her  career  has  stopt  short  by  the  in- 
judicious bringing  her  out  in  a  vile  new  Tragedy,  and  for  a  third 
character  in  a  stupid  old  one, — the  Earl  of  Essex.  This  is 
Macready's  doing,  who  taught  her.  U^  recitation,  &e.  (not  ker 
vaioe  orptrmmX  is  masculine.  It  is  so  clever,  it  seemed  a  mate 
D&bui.  But  cleveni^s  is  the  bane  of  Female  Tragedy  especially. 
Bu9ioii&  uttered  logically^  &c.  It  is  bad  eaiough  in  men^^actori, 
CouU  you  do  nothing  for  littlie  Ckfm  Fisher?  Aie  there  no  French 
Pieces  with  a  Child  in  them  ?     Bv  Pieces  I  mean  here  dramas,  toJ 
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prevent  male-coDstructioQa.  Did  not  the  Blue  Girl  remind  you  of 
■ome  of  Cbngreve^s  women  ?  Angelica  or  Millamant  ?  To  me  ahe 
was  a  vision  of  Genteel  Comedy  realized.  Those  kind  of  people 
never  come  to  see  one.     N^import — bavn^t  I  Miss  Many  Things 

coming?     Will  rou  ask  Horaoe  Smith  to [The  remaindsr  of 

thia  Utter  has  ^een  ^^.j 


Note 


"The 


[Payne  seems  to  have  sent  Lamb  an  edition  of  Sheridan. 
Camp  "  and  *'  St,  Patrick's  Day  "  ai*e  amon^  his  less  known  plays* 

**  been  it  I  have,  and  in  its  happier  days/  After  Pope's  line  (^) 
in  the  "  Epilogue  to  the  Satire  I,  " ; — 

Seen  him  )  futve.  but  in  his  happiei  ham. 

Poole  was  writing  articles  on  France  in  the  London  Magazine. 
Lamh  refers  to  "  A  Cockney's  Rural  Sports "  in  the  number  for 
December,  1822. 

Fanny  would  be  Fanny  Holcroft.     Plura  I  do  not  identify. 

«  Fanny  *  will  have  it  so/  ^  Possibly  in  recollection  of  "  pretty 
Fanny's  way  "  in  PamelFs  "  Elegy  to  an  Old  Beauty/* 

The  new  tragedy  in  which  Miss  Kelly  had  to  play  was  probably 
**The  Huguenot/ produced  Decerabef  11,  l%m.  «*  The  Earl  o'f 
Essex  "  was  revived  December  30,  18£2.    Macready  played  in  both. 

** Cleverness  is  the  bane<**  See  Lamb's  little  article  on  "The 
New  Acting  **  in  Vol  I.*  page  151. 

Clara  Fisher.     See  Letter  292. 

ITie  Blue  Girl  s^ms  to  refer  to  the  lady  mentioned  at  the 
end  of  Letter  275, 

Angelica  is  in  Congreve's  "  Love  for  Love  " ;  Millamant  in  his 
«  Way  of  the  World/'] 


LETTER  288 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

[No  date.    January,  1813. J 

lEAR  Wordsworth,  I  beg  your  acceptance  of  Elia,  detached 
from  any  of  its  old  companions  which  might  have  been  less 
agreeable  to  you.  1  hope  your  eyes  are  better,  but  if  you  must 
spare  them,  there  is  nothing  in  my  pages  which  a  Lady  may  not 
read  aloud  without  indecorum,  which  %8  more  than  can  be  aaid 
0/  Shakspeare. 


692  LETTEBS  OF  C,  AND  it  LAAIB         Jatt 

What  a  nut  this  laet  sentence  watdd  be  for  Blackwood !  ' 

You  will  find  I  availed  myself  of  yotir  gugg^km^  in  curUUing 
the  dissertation  on  MaJvolio* 

I  have  be€D  on  the  Continent  since  I  saw  jou. 

I  have  eaten  frc^, 

I  aaw  Munkhouse  toth^  day,  and  Mri,  M,  being  too  poorly 
to  admit  of  coin|>any5  the  annual  goosepye  was  s^nt  to  Russell 
Street,  and  with  its  capacity  has  fed  "  A  hundred  head "  (not  of 
Aristotle's)  but  "of  Elia'a  fnends." 

Mrs.  Monkhouse  is  sadly  confined,  but  chearful,^ — 

This  packet  is  going  off,  and  I  have  neither  time,  place  nor  soli- 
tude for  a  longer  Letter, 

Will  you  do  me  the  favor  to  forward  the  other  volume  to 
Soutbey  ? 

Mary  is  perfectly  well,  and  joins  me  in  kiiidest  rememb^^*  to 
you  all.  [Signature  citl  away.] 

Note 

['*  What  a  nut  .  •  •  for  Blackwood,'*  To  help  on  Maga^s  great 
cause  agaimst  Cwkney  arrogance. 

"The  dissertation  on  Malvolio/*  In  Elia  the  essap  on  the  Old 
Actors  were  much  changed  and  rearranged  (see  Appendix  to  Vol, 
IL  in  this  edition). 

•*  A  hundred  head,'*     See  the  Dunciad,  IV.,  192  :— 

A  hundred  head  of  Arifitqt1e*s  friends.] 


LETTER  289 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MR,  AND  MRS.  J.  D.  COLLIER 

Twelfth  Day  [Janiuwy  6],  iSaj. 

THE  pig  was  above  my  feeble  praise.  It  was  a  dear  pigmy. 
There  was  some  contention  as  to  who  should  have  the  eara, 
but  in  spite  of  bis  obstinacy  (deaf  as  these  little  creatures  are  to 
advice)  I  contrived  to  get  at  one  of  them. 

It  came  in  boots  too,  which  I  took  as  a  favor.  Generally  those 
petty  toes,  pretty  toes  I  are  missing.  But  I  suppose  he  wore  them^ 
to  look  taller. 

He  most  have  been  the  least  of  his  race.  His  little  footi  would 
have  gone  into  the  silver  slipper.  I  take  him  to  have  been  Chinese, 
and  a  female. — 

If  Evelyn  could  have  seen  him,  he  would  never  have  farrowed  two 
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micb  prodigious  Tolomes,  seeing  how  much  good  can  be  contained 
in — how  small  a  compass  ! 

He  crackled  delicately* 

John  Collier  Jun^  has  sent  me  a  Poem  which  (without  the 
smallest  bias  from  the  aforesaid  present,  believe  me)  I  pronounce 

I  set  about  Evelyn,  and  finished  the  first  volome  in  the  course 
of  a  natural  day.  To-day  I  attack  the  second, — Parts  are  very 
interesting. — 

I  left  a  blank  at  top  of  my  letter,  not  being  determined  which 
to  address  it  tO|  so  Farmer  and  Farmer-s  wife  will  please  to  divide 
our  thanks.  May  your  granaries  be  full,  and  your  rats  empty,  and 
your  chickens  plump,  and  your  envious  neighbors  lean,  and  your 
labourers  busy,  and  you  as  idle  and  as  happy  as  the  day  is  long  I 

Vive  C  Agriculture  I 

Frank  Field's  marriage  of  course  you  have  seen  in  the  papew, 
and  that  his  brother  Barron  is  expected  home* 

How  do  yon  maJte  your  pigs  so  Uttlc  ? 
They  are  vsistly  engaging  al  that  age. 

I  was  so  myseif. 
Now  I  am  a  disagreeable  old  hog^ 

A  middle-aged- ge n tleman -aFid*a-half. 

My  faculties,  thank  God,  are  not  much  impaired.  I  have  my  sight, 
b^^ing,  taste,  pretty  perfect ;  and  can  read  the  Lord's  Prayer  in 
the  common  type,  by  the  help  of  a  candle,  without  making  many 
mistakes. 

Believe  me^  while  m  v  faculties  la^t,  a  proper  appreciator  of  your 
many  kindn^ses  in  this  way ;  and  that  the  last  lingering  relish  of 
wrt  flavors  upon  mv  dying  memory  will  be  the  smack  of  that  little 
Ear.  It  wa^  the  left  ear,  which  is  lucky.  Many  happy  returns  (not 
of  the  Pig)  but  of  the  New  Year  to  both.— 

Mary  for  her  share  of  the  Pig  and  the  memoirs  desires  to  send 
the  same — 

I>.  M^  C.  and  M^K  C— 

Youra  truly 

C.  Lamb. 

Note 

[Urn  letter,  now  printed  from  the  original  in  the  possession  of 
Mr.  Adam  of  Buffkb,  is  usually  supposed  to  have  been  addressed 
by  Lamb  to  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Bmton  of  Mackery  End.  The  address 
i%  however,  Mrs*  Collier,  SmaUfield  Place,  Emi  Grinstead,  Sussex 
(m  also  Letters  ^66  and  336,  page5  561  and  655). 
VOL.  riu — 40 
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**If  Evelyn  could  have  seen  him/*    .John  Evelyn's  Diary  had 
reciently  been  publkhed,  in  1818  and  1819,  in  two  large  qua 
volumes.] 


LETTER  290 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

9  Jan.,  18^3. 

"*"  1  ^HROW  yourself  on  the  world  without  any  rational  plan 

X       supportj  beyond  what  the  chance  employ  of  Book^seUerM 
would  afford  you  " !  !  ! 

Throw  youi-self  rather,  my  dear  Sir,  from  the  steep  Tarpeian^ 
rock,  slap-da^h  headlong  upon  iron  spikes.  If  you  had  but  five 
consolatorv  minutes  between  the  desk  and  the  bed,  make  much  of  i 
them,  and  live  a  century  in  them,  rather  than  turn  slave  to  the( 
Booksellers.  They  are  Turks  and  Tartars,  when  they  have  poor 
Authors  at  their  heck.  Hitherto  you  have  been  at  arm's  length 
from  them.  Come  not  wiiliin  their  grasp.  I  have  known  many 
authorsi  for  bread,  some  repining,  others  envying  the  blessed  security 
of  a  Counting  HouRe,  all  agreeing  they  had  rather  have  been 
Taylors,  Weavers,  what  not?^  rather  than  the  things  they  were. 
I  have  known  some  starved^  some  to  go  mad,  one  dear  fiiend 
literally  dying  in  a  workhouse.  You  know  not  what  a  rapacious, 
dishonest  set  those  booksellers  are.  Ask  even  Sou  they,  who  (a 
single  case  almost)  has  made  a  fortune  by  book  drudgery,  what  he 
has  found  them.  O  you  know  not,  may  you  never  know!  the 
miMri^  of  subsisting  by  authorship.  Tis  a  pretty  appendage  to 
a  situation  like  yours  or  mine,  hut  a  slavery  worse  than  all  slavery 
to  be  a  bookseller*s  dependent^  to  drudge  your  brains  for  pots  of 
ale  and  breasts  of  nmtton,  to  change  your  free  thoughts  and  volun- 
tary numbers  for  ungracious  Task-Wo^k.  TTiose  fellowg  hate  its. 
The  reason  I  take  to  be,  that,  contrary  to  other  trades,  in  which 
the  Master  gets  all  the  credit  (a  Jeweller  or  Silversmith  for  in- 
stance), and  the  Joumevman,  who  really  does  the  fine  work,  b  in  ^ 
the  bajckgrouod,  in  owr  work  the  world  gives  all  the  credit  to  Us, 
whom  they  consider  as  their  Journeymen,  and  therefore  do  they 
hate  us,  and  cheat  us,  and  oppress  us,  and  would  wring  the  blood 
of  us  out,  to  put  another  sixpence  in  their  mechanic  pouches*  I 
contend,  that  a  Bookseller  has  a  relative  honesty  towards 
Authors,  not  like  his  honesty  to  the  rest  of  the  world,  B{aldwin]j 
who  first  engag'd  me  ba  Elia,  has  not  paid  me  up  yet  (nor  any  of 
us  without  repeated  mortifying  applialsX  vet  how  the  Knave  fawned 
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while  I  waa  of  service  to  him !  Yet  I  dare  say  the  fellow  ii  punctual 
in  settling  his  milk-score^  &c.  Keep  to  ^our  Bank^  and  tne  Bank 
will  keep  you.  Trust  not  to  the  Public^  you  may  bang,  starvej 
drown  yourself,  for  anything  that  worthy  Personage  cares.  I 
bl^s  every  star  that  Providence,  not  seeing  good  to  make  me 
independent^  ha^  seen  it  next  good  to  settle  me  upon  the  stable 
foundation  of  LeadenhalL  Sit  down,  good  B.  B,,  in  the  Banking 
Office;  what,  is  there  not  from  six  to  Eleven  p.m,  6  da>^  in  the 
week*  and  is  there  not  all  Sunday?  Fie^  what  a  superfluity  of 
man's  time, — if  you  could  think  so  !  Enough  for  relaxation,  mirth, 
converse,  poetry,  good  thoughts,  quiet  thoughts*  O  the  corroding 
torturing  tormenting  thoughts,  that  disturb  the  Brain  of  the  un- 
lucky wighti  who  must  draw  upon  it  for  daily  sustenance.  Hence- 
fortli  I  retract  all  my  fond  complaints  of  mercantile  employment, 
look  upon  them  as  Lovers*  quarrels.  I  was  but  half  in  earnest. 
Welcome,  dead  timber  of  a  desk,  that  makes  me  live.  A  little 
grumbling  is  a  wholesome  medicine  for  the  spleen;  but  in  my  inner 
heart  do  I  approve  and  embrace  this  our  close  but  unharajsi^ing 
way  of  life.  I  am  quite  serious.  If  you  can  send  me  Fox,  I  will 
not  keep  it  six  weeks^  and  will  return  it,  with  warm  tlmnks  to 
yourself  and  friend,  without  blot  or  dog's  ear.  You  much  oblige 
me  by  this  kindness. 
YoctrB  truly,  C,  Lamb. 

Please  to  direct  to  rae  at  India  Ho.  in  future,     [?  I  am]  not 
1      always  at  Russell  St. 


Note 


[Barton  had  long  been  meditating  the  advisability  of  giving 
up  his  place  in  the  bank  at  Wood  bridge  and  depending  upon  his  pen, 
Laiub^t^  letter  of  diss uas ion  is  not  the  only  one  which  he  received. 
B>Ttm  had  written  to  him  in  1812 :  **  You  deserve  success  ;  but  we 
knew,  before  Addbon  wrote  his  Cato,  that  desert  does  not  always 
command  it.     But  suppose  it  attained — 

'  You  know  what  ilU  the  author *s  life  assail — 
TofJ,  envj',  want,  tht  ^air&n^  and  the  jaiL' 

Dn  aot  renounce  writing,  but  never  trust  entirely  to  authorship. 
If  you  have  a  profeasion,  retain  it ;  it  will  be  like  Prior's  fellowship, 
a  lad:  and  sure  resource."  Barton  had  now  broken  again  into  dis- 
iatiifaction  with  his  life*     He  did  not,  however,  leave  the  bank, 

Southey  made  no  "fortune  "  by  his  pen.     He  almost  always  had 
to  forestall  his  new  works.] 
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LETTERS  ^91  AND  ^m 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  HOWARD  PAYNE 

DEAR  Payne — I  haire  no  mornings  (my  day  begins  at  5  p.m.) 
to  tmnaart  bu!iiness  in^  or  talents  for  it,  so  I  employ  Mary, 
who  has  seen  Robertson,  who  says  that  the  Piece  which  is  to  be 
Operafied  was  sent  to  you  six  weeks  since  by  a  Mr.  Hunter,  whose 
journey  has  been  delayed,  but  he  supposes  you  have  it  by  this  time. 
On  receiving  it  back  properly  done,  the  rest  of  your  dues  will  be 
forthcoming.  You  have  received  ^M  from  Harwood,  I  hope  ? 
Bishop  was  at  the  theatre  when  Mary  called,  and  he  has  put 
your  other  piece  into  C.  Kemble*s  hand.s  (the  piece  you  taJk  of 
offering  Elliston)  and  C.  K.  sent  down  word  that  he  had  not  yet 
had  time  to  read  it.  So  stand  your  affairs  at  present  Glossop  has 
got  the  Murderer.  Will  you  address  him  on  the  subject,  or  shall 
I — that  is,  Mary  ?  She  says  you  must  write  more  showable  letters 
atx)Ut  these  matters,  for,  with  all  our  b*ouhle  of  crossing  out  this 
word,  and  giving  a  cleaner  turn  to  th'  other,  and  folding  down  at 
this  part,  and  squeezing  an  obnoxious  epithet  into  a  corner,  she  can 
baldly  communicate  their  contents  without  offence*  What,  man, 
put  less  gall  in  your  ink,  or  write  me  a  biting  tragedy  I 

C.  Lams. 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  HOWARD  PAYNE 

February  [g],  tB^y 

MY  dear  Mi^  Lamb — I  have  enclosed  for  you  Mr, 
Pav-ne's  piece  called  Grandpapa,  which  I  regret 
to  say  is  not  thought  to  be  of  the  nature  that  wUl  suit  thb 
theatre;  but  as  there  appears  to  be  much  merit  in  it, 
Mr.  Kemble  strongly  recommends  that  yon  should  send 
it  to  the  English  Opera  House,  for  whicti  it  seems  to 
be  excellently  adapted.  As  you  have  already  been  kind 
enough  to  li  our  medium  of  communication  with  Mr. 
Payne,  I  have  impoited  this  titHjble  upon  vou ;  but  if  you 
do  not  like  to  act  for  Mr.  Piiyne  in  the  bualne@,  and 
have  no  means  of  disposing  of  the  piece,  I  will  forward 
it  to  Pari?  or  elsewhere  a^  you  think  he  may  prefer. 

Very  truly  j-ours,  Hexiy  Robertson. 

T,  R*  C  Om  6  F«*K  iStj. 


im     HOWARD  PAYNE'S  --GRANDPAPA"     597 

Dear  P We  have  just  received  the  abovej  and  want  your  in- 
structions. It  strikes  me  as  a  very  merry  little  piece,  that  should 
be  played  by  very  young  dctors.  It  strike  me  that  Mm  Clara 
Fiaaer  would  play  the  boy  exactly.  She  is  just  such  a  forward  chit. 
No  young  man  would  do  it  without  its  apj>earing  absurd,  but  in  a 
girl^  bands  it  would  have  just  all  the  reality  that  a  short  dream  of 
an  act  requires.  Then  for  the  sister,  if  Miss  Stevenson  that  was, 
were  Miss  Stevenson  and  younger,  they  two  would  carry  it  olF.  I 
do  not  know  who  they  have  got  in  that  young  line,  besides  Mias 
C,  F.-,  at  Druiy,  nor  Kow  you  would  like  Elliston  to  have  it — has 
he  not  had  it  ?  I  am  thick  with  Arnold^  but  I  have  always  heard 
that  the  very  slender  profits  of  the  English  Opera  House  do  not 
admit  of  hia  giving  above  a  trifle,  or  next  to  none,  for  a  piece  of 
this  kind.  Write  me  what  I  should  do,  what  you  would  ask,  &c. 
The  music  (printed)  is  returned  with  the  piece,  and  the  French 
original.  Tell  Mr.  Grattan  I  thank  him  for  his  book,  which  as 
&r  as  I  have  read  it  is  a  very  coTnpanionable  one.  I  have  but 
just  received  it.  It  came  the  same  hour  with  your  packet  from 
CW.  Gar.,  i.e.  yester-night  late,  to  my  summer  residence,  where, 
tell  Kenney,  the  cow  is  quiet.  Love  to  all  at  Versailles.  Write 
quickly.  C.  L* 

I  have  no  acquaintance  with  Kemble  at  all,  having  only  met  him 
once  or  twice ;  but  any  information,  &c.,  I  can  get  from  R.,  who  b 
a  good  fellow,  you  tiiay  command.  I  am  Morry  the  rogues  are  so 
dilitory,  but  I  distinctly  believe  they  mean  to  fulfill  their  engage- 
ment. I  am  sorry  you  are  not  here  to  see  to  th^e  things.  I  am  a 
poor  man  of  business,  but  command  me  to  the  short  extent  of  my 
tether-     My  sister's  kind  remembrance  ever.  C,  L. 


NOTK 

be  **  Grandpapa "  was  eventually  produced  at  Drury  Lane, 
Hay  ^,  1825,  and  played  thrice.  Miss  Stevenson  was  an  actress 
praised  by  Lamb  in  The  Examiner  (see  Vol  I.  of  this  edition,  pages 
187  and  189). 

Samuel  James  Arnold  was  manager  of  the  Lyceum,  then  known 
m  the  English  Opera  House ;  he  wa^*  the  brother  of  Mm.  William 
Ayrton,  Lamb's  friend, 

Mr.  Grattan  was  Thomas  Colley  Gmttan  (179^-1864),  who  was 
then  living  in  Paris.  His  book  would  he  Highways  and  Byways^ 
first  serie^  18g3. 

Tbefe  is  one  other  note  to  Payne  in  the  Oentury  Motgazine^ 
ynimportant  and  undated^  suggesting  a  walk  one  Sunday.] 
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LETTER  ^m 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[P.M,  February  17,  tB^z-] 

MY  dear  Sir — I  have  read  quite  through  the  ponderous  folio 
of  G.  F.  I  think  Sewell  has  been  judicious  in  omitting 
certain  parts,  as  for  instance  where  G.  F,  has  revealed  to  him  the 
natiu'es  of  all  the  creatures  in  their  names,  m  Adam  had.  He 
luckily  turns  aside  from  that  compendious  sttudy  of  natural  history, 
which  might  have  superseded  Buffon,  to  his  proper  spiritual  pui^uibs, 
only  just  hinting  what  a  philosopher  he  might  have  been*  The 
ommou8  pasiiage  18  near  the  beginning  of  the  Book.  It  is  clear  he 
meana  a  physical  knowledge,  without  trope  or  figure.  Alfio,  pre- 
tences to  miraculous  healing  and  the  like  are  more  frequent  than  I 
should  have  susj>ected  from  the  epitome  in  Sewell.  He  is  neverthe- 
less a  great  spiritual  uian,  and  I  feel  verv  much  obliged  by  your 
procuring  me  the  Loan  of  it.  How  I  like  the  Quaker  phrase — 
though  £  think  they  were  hardly  completed  till  Wool  man,  A 
pretty  little  manual  of  Quaker  language  (with  an  endeavour  to 
explain  them)  might  be  gathered  out  of  hia  Book*  Could  not  you 
do  it  ?  I  have  r^  through  G,  F.  without  finding  any  explanation 
of  the  term  first  volume  in  the  title  page.  It  takes  in  all,  both 
his  life  and  hia  death.  Are  there  more  Last  words  of  him  ?  Pray, 
how  may  1  venture  to  return  it  to  Mr*  Shewell  at  Ipswich?  I 
feai*  to  send  such  a  Treasure  by  a  Stage  Coach.  Not  that  I  am 
afraid  of  the  Coachman  or  the  Guard  reading  it.  But  it  flight 
be  lost.  Can  you  put  me  in  a  way  of  sending  it  in  safety  ?  The 
kind  hearted  owner  trusted  it  to  me  for  six  months.  I  think  I 
was  about  as  many  days  in  getting  through  it,  and  I  do  not  think 
that  I  skipt  a  word  of  it.  I  have  quoted  G.  F.  in  my  Quaker's 
meeting,  m  having  said  he  was  "lifted  up  in  spirit"  (which  I  felt  j 
at  the  time  to  be  not  a  Quaker  phra^),  "and  the  Judge  and  Jury  ■ 
were  as  dead  men  under  his  feet."  I  find  no  such  words  in  his  " 
Journal,  and  I  did  not  get  them  from  Sewell^  and  the  latter  sentence 
I  am  sure  I  did  not  mean  to  invent.  I  must  have  put  &ome  other 
Quaker's  words  into  his  mouth*  Is  it  a  fatality  in  me,  that  every 
thing  I  touch  turns  into  a  Lye  ?  I  once  quoted  two  Lines  from  a 
translation  of  Dante,  which  Hazlitt  very  greatly  admired^  and  quoted 
in  a  Book  as  proof  of  the  stupendous  power  of  that  poet,  but  no  such 
lines  are  to  be  found  in  the  translation,  which  has  been  searched  for 
the  purpose.  I  must  have  dreamed  them,  for  I  am  quite  certain  I 
did  not  forge  them  knowingly.     What  a  misfortune  to  have  a  Lying 
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meovory. — Yes,  I  h»ve  seen  Miss  Coleridge^  and  wish  I  had  just  such 
a — daugbto*  God  lave  her — to  think  that  she  should  have  had  to 
toil  thro*  five  octavos  of  that  cursed  (I  forget  I  write  to  a  Quaker) 
Abbey  pony  History,  and  then  to  abridge  them  to  0,  and  all  for 
£^11B,  At  her  years,  to  be  doing  stupid  Jesuits'  Latin  into  En^lish^ 
when  she  should  be  reading  or  writing  Kouiances.  Heaven  send  her 
Uncle  do  not  breed  her  up  a  Quarterly  tte\^ewe^!— which  remind* 
me,  that  he  has  spoken  very  renpeetfully  of  yon  in  the  last  number, 
which  h  the  next  thing  to  Having  a  Review  all  to  one*is  self-  Your 
deicription  of  Mr.  Mitford's  place  makes  me  long  for  a  pippin  and 
Mtme  carraways  and  a  eup  ot  sack  in  his  orchard,  when  the  sweets 
of  the  night  come  in. 

Farewell.  C.  Lamb* 

Note 

[In  the  1G94p  folio  of  George  Fox^s  Jou/mal  the  revelation  of 
the  oam^  of  creatures  octrnrs  twice,  once  under  Notta  in  1647  and 
agmin  under  MansHeld  in  1648. 

**  SewelL"  The  History  of  the  Rise,  Increase  aiid  Frot^resa  of 
the  Christian  People  called  Qmikera,  17ii£.     By  William  Sewell 

**ln  01 V  Quaker's  meeting'' — the  Elia  essay  (see  Vol  IL,  page 

/*!  once  quoted   two  lines/'      Possibly^  Mr,    A.  R.    Waller 
t<i  me,  the  hnes;^- 

Because  on  earth  ihclr  namet 
In  Fame's  etcrrial  voJymc  ihine  for  iye» 

quoted  by  Haziitt  hi  his  Round  Tabls  ^say  *^0n  Posthun]ou» 
t'aine,'*  and  again  hi  one  of  bin  Edinburgh  Review  articles.  They 
mm  presumably  based  upon  tht*  Inferno^  Canto  IV,  (?iee  Hasel foot's 
tniK^lation,  second  edition,  1899»  page  21,  lines  74-78),  But  the 
**  mannfecturer  ^'  of  them  must  have  had  Spenser's  line  in  liis  mind, 
**Oii  Fame's  etemall  bead-roll  worthie  to  be  fyted*'  {Fcerie  Queene, 
Bk.  IV.,  Canto  IL,  Stanza  3^).  They  have  not  yet  been  found 
taany  translation  of  Dante,  This  explanation  would  satisfy  LamVs 
wiyrdn  **  quoted  in  a  book,'*i,«.,  The  Rownd  Table,  publiiihed  in 
1817, 

**  Mijift  Coleridge  " — Coleridge's  daiigfiter  Sfu-a,  bom  in  ISOSS,  who 
hml  been  brought  up  by  her  uncle,  Southey.  She  had  translated 
Hartin  DobrizhufFer's  I^tin  history  of  the  Abipones  in  order  to 
gab  funds  for  her  brother  Derwent^s  college  expenses.  Her  father 
considered  the  translation  *'  unsurpassed  for  pure  mother  English 
bv  anHhing  I  have  read  for  a  long  time/*  Stu-a  Coleridge  married 
Iwr  €ou»in,  Heni7  Nelson  Coleridge,  in  1829;   She  edited  her  fathei^s 
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works  and  died  in  1852.     At  the  present  time  she  and  her  mother 
were  visiting  the  Gillmans. 

Mr.  Mitford  was  John  Mitford  (1781-1859),  rector  of  Benhall, 
in  Suffolk,  and  editor  of  old  poets.  Later  he  became  editor  of  the 
OentleTuana  Magazine.  He  was  a  cousin  of  Mary  Russell  Mitford. 
In  the  OentUman's  Magazine  for  May,  1838^  is  a  review  of 
Talfourd'a  edition  of  Lamb's  Letters^  probably  from  his  peii,  in 
which  he  records  a  visit  to  the  Lambs  in  1827.] 


LETTER  294 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WALTER  WILSON 

[Dated  at  etid :  February  34,  iSa^^ 

DEAR  W. — I  write  that  you  may  not  think  me  neglectful^ 
not  that  I  have  any  &tng  to  say.  In  answer  to  your 
questions^  it  was  at  yowr  house  I  saw  an  edition  of  Roxana,  the 
preface  to  which  stated  that  the  author  had  left  out  that  part  of 
it  which  related  to  Roxana's  daughter  persisting  in  imagining 
herself  to  he  so,  in  spite  of  the  mother^s  denial,  from  certain  hints 
she  had  picked  up,  and  throwing  hei^elf  continually  in  her  motfaer^s 
way  (as  Savage  is  said  to  have  done  in  Ais,  p^yii^g  ^  ^^  windows 
to  get  a  glimpse  of  her),  and  that  it  was  by  advice  of  Southern, 
who  objected  to  the  circumstances  as  being  untrue,  when  the  rest 
of  the  story  was  founded  on  fact ;  which  snows  8.  to  have  been  a 
sttipid-ish  fellow.  The  incidents  so  resemble  Savage's  story^  that 
I  taxed  Godwin  with  taking  Falconer  from  his  life  by  Dr,  Johnscm, 
You  should  have  the  edition  (if  you  have  not  parted  with  it)^  for 
I  saw  it  never  but  at  your  place  at  the  Mews*  Gate,  nor  did  I  then 
read  it  to  compare  it  with  my  own;  only  I  know  the  daughter's 
curiosity  is  the  best  part  of  my  Roxana,  The  prologue  you  speak 
of  was  mine,  so  named,  but  not  worth  much.  Yon  ask  me  for  3  or 
3  pages  of  vense,  I  have  not  written  so  much  since  you  knew  me. 
I  am  altogether  prosaic.  May  be  I  may  touch  off  a  sonnet  in  time. 
I  do  not  prefer  Col.  Jack  to  either  Rob.  Cr.  or  Roxana.  I  only 
spoke  of  the  beginning  of  it,  his  cKildish  history.  The  rest  is  poor. 
I  do  not  know  anywhere  any  good  character  of  De  Foe  besides 
what  you  mention.  I  do  not  know  that  Swift  mentions  him.  Pope 
does.  I  forget  if  DTsraeli  has.  Dunlop  I  think  has  nothing  of 
him.  He  is  quite  new  ground,  and  scarce  known  beyond  Crusoe, 
I  do  not  know  who  wrote  QuarlK  I  never  thought  of  Quarll  as 
having  an  author.  It  is  a  poor  imitation ;  the  monkey  is  the  best 
in  it,  and  his  pretty  dishes  made  of  shells.      Do  you  know  the 
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Paper  in  the  Englishman  by  Sir  Rd.  Steele,  giving  an  account  of 
Sefldrk?  It  k  admirable,  and  has  all  the  germa  of  Crusoe*  You 
must  quote  it  entire.  Captain  G.  Carleton  wrote  hi»  own  Memoirs  ; 
they  are  about  Lord  Peterborough's  campaign  in  Spain,  &  a  good 
Bcx>k*  Puzzelli  puzzles  me,  and  I  am  m  a  cloud  about  Donald 
M'Leod,  I  never  heard  of  them  ;  so  you  see,  my  dear  Wilson, 
what  poor  ass  instances  I  can  give  in  the  way  of  infoniiation.  I  wish 
your  Book  out,  for  I  shall  like  to  see  any  thing  about  De  Foe  or 
from  you. 

Your  old  friend,  ^*  Lamb, 


I 


From  my  and  your  old  compound,     24  Feb.  *i3. 

Note 


[With  this  letter  compare  Letter  89  to  Godwin^  and  Letter  M5 
to  Wibon,  page*^  9^  tmd  586. 

Defoe's  Roxana^  ficBt  edition,  does  not,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  con- 
tain the  episode  of  the  daughter  which  Lamb  so  much  admired. 
Later  editions  have  it.  Godwin  says  in  his  l*reface  to  "  Faulkener/* 
1807»  the  play  to  which  Lamb  wrote  a  prologue  in  praise  of  Defoe 
(see  Vol.  v.,  page  123),  that  the  onlv  accessible  edition  of  Roxana 
in  which  the  story  of  Susannah  is  fully  told  is  that  of  1745. 

Richard  Savage  wa**  considered  to  be  the  natural  son  of  the 
Countess  of  Macclesfield  and  Earl  Rivera,  His  mother  at  firat  dis- 
owned him,  but  afterwards,  when  this  became  impossible^  repulsed 
him.  Johnson  says  in  his  "  Life  of  IJmvage,'*  that  it  wa«  his  hero'i* 
'*  pimetice  to  walk  in  the  dark  evenings  for  several  hours  before  her 
door  in  hopes  of  seeing  her  m  she  might  come  by  acx^ident  to  the 
window  or  cross  her  ajmrtment  with  a  candle  in  her  hand." 

Swift  and  l>efoe  were  steady  enemies,  although  I  do  not  find  that 
eitb^  mentions  the  other  by  name.  But  Swift  in  Tke  Examiner 
olteii  had  Defoe  in  mind,  and  Defoe  in  one  of  his  political  writings 
rrfers  to  Swift,  apropos  Wood's  halfpence,  as  "  the  copper  farthing 
author," 

Pope  referred  to  Defoe  twice  in  the  Dunciad :  once  as  standing 
high,  fearless  and  unabashed  in  the  pillory,  and  ont^,  Hbellously, 
fLs  the  father  of  Norton,  of  the  Flying  Posh 

Philip  QiiarU  was  the  first  imitation  of  RobiTiBon  Cruaoe.  It 
was  published  in  1727,  purporting  to  be  the  narrative  of  one  Dor- 
rington,  a  merchant,  and  Quarlrs  discoverer.  The  title  begins. 
The  Hermit;  or.  The  Unparalleled  Sufferings  and  Surprising 
Advenitires  of  Mr.  Philip  Qtiarll^  an  Englishraan  ,  .  ,  Lamb 
»fi  in  his  essay  on  Christ's  Hospital  that  the  Blue-Coat  boys  used 
\a  reiuj  the  book.     It  is  unknown  now,  although  an  abridgment 
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appeared  quite  rei^ntly.  The  authorsbip  of  the  book  in  Btill  uo- 
known. 

Steele's  account  of  Selkirk  is  in  The  Englishman^  No.  ^  Dec.  1, 
nia     Wilson  quoted  it 

Defoe's  fictitious  Military  MemairB  of  CapL  Oeorge  CwrUton 
was  published  in  17M, 

I  cannot  explain  Fuxzelli  or  Donald  M'Leod,  Later  Lamb  sent 
Wilson,  who  seems  to  have  asked  for  some  vei'se  about  Defoe,  the 
"Ode  to  the  Treadmill,"  but  Wilson  did  not  use  it. 

**  My  old  compound/*  Robinson's  Diary  (VoL  L,  page  3S3)  has 
this* :  "  The  large  room  in  the  accountant's  office  at  the  Ea^^t  India 
House  is  divided  into  boxes  or  compartments,  in  each  of  which  mi 
BIX  clerks,  Charles  Lamb  himself  in  one.  They  are  called  Com- 
pounds, The  meaning  of  the  word  was  asked  one  day,  and  Lamb 
said  it  wa^  '  a  collection  of  simples/  "] 


LETTER  895 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[Dated  at  end  :  March  ii^  1S23.] 

DEAR  Sir — The  approbation  of  my  little  book  by  your  sister  is 
very  pleasing  to  me.  The  Quaker  incident  did  not  happen 
to  me,  but  to  Carlisle  the  surgeon,  from  whose  mouth  I  have  twice 
heard  it,  at  an  interval  of  ten  or  twelve  years^  with  little  or  no 
variation^  and  have  given  it  as  exactly  as  I  could  remember  it. 
The  gloss  which  your  sister,  or  you,  have  put  upon  it  does  not 
strike  me  as  correct.  Cai- lisle  drew  no  inference  from  it  against  the 
honesty  of  the  Quakers,  but  only  in  favour  of  their  surprising  cool* 
ness — that  they  should  be  capable  of  committing  a  good  jokcv  with 
an  utter  insensibility  to  its  being  any  jesit  at  alJ*  I  have  reason  to 
believe  in  the  truth  of  it,  because,  as  I  have  said,  I  beard  him  re- 
peat it  without  variation  at  such  an  interval.  The  story  loses  sailly 
m  print,  for  Carlisle  is  the  be,'it  story  teller  I  ever  heard.  The  idea 
of  the  discovery  of  roasting  pigs,  I  also  borrowed,  from  my  friend 
Manning,  and  am  willing  to  confess  both  my  plagiarisms* 

Should  fate  ever  so  order  it  that  you  shall  be  in  town  with  your 
sister^  mine  bids  me  ^y  that  she  shall  have  great  pleasure  in  lieing 
introduced  to  her,  I  think  I  must  give  up  the  cause  of  the  Bank — 
from  nine  to  nine  is  gal  ley -slavery,  but  I  hope  it  is  but  temporary, 
Youj*  endeavour  at  explaining  Fox's  insight  into  the  natures  of 
inimals  must  fail,  as  I  shall  traascribe  the  passage.  It  ap^}ean» 
to  me  that  he  stopt  short  in  time,  and  was  on  the  brink  of  falling 
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with  his  friend  Naylor,  ray  favoarifce, — TTie  book  shall  be  forthcom- 
ing whenever  your  friend  can  make  convenient  to  tall  for  it. 

They  have  dragged  me  again  into  the  Ma^a^ine,  but  I  feel  the 
spirit  of  the  thing  in  my  own  mind  (juite  gone.  "  Some  brains  " 
(I  thiidt  Ben  Jonson  says  it)  ^*  will  endure  hot  one  skimming." 
We  are  about  to  have  an  inundation  of  poetry  from  the  Lakes, 
Wordsworth  and  Sou  they  are  coming  up  strong  from  the  North. 
Tlie  she  Coleridges  have  taken  flight,  to  my  regret.  With  Sara'a 
owii*inade  acquisitions,  her  unafFectedneas  and  no -pretensions  are 
beautiful.  You  might  pass  an  age  with  her  without  suspecting 
that  die  knew  any  thing  but  her  mother's  tongue,  I  don  t  mean 
any  reflection  on  Mrs,  Coleridge  here,  I  liad  bett^rr  have  said 
her  vernacular  idiom.  Poor  C\  I  wish  he  had  a  home  to  receive  hi^i 
daughter  in.  But  be  is  but  m  a  stranger  or  a  visitor  in  this  world. 
How  did  you  like  Hartley's  sonnets  ?  The  first,  at  least,  is  vastly 
fine,  LJoyd  has  been  in  town  a  day  or  two  on  business^  and  ia  per- 
fectly welL  I  am  ashamed  of  the  shabby  letters  I  send,  but  I  am 
by  nature  anything  but  neat.  Therein  my  mother  bore  me  no 
Quaker.  1  never  could  seal  a  letter  without  dropping  the  wax 
on  one  side,  besides  scalding  my  fingers.  I  never  had  a  seaJ  too 
of  my  own.  Writing  to  a  great  man  lately,  who  is  uioreover  very 
Heraldic,  I  borrowed  a  seai  of  a  friend,  who  by  the  female  side 
quarters  the  Prot«ctorial  Arms  of  CromwelL  How  they  must  have 
puTzled  my  correajxindent  \ — My  lettera  are  generally  charged  a^ 
double  at  the  Post  office,  from  their  inveterate  clumsiness  of  foldure. 
So  you  must  not  take  it  disrespectful  to  your  self  if  I  send  you  such 
ungainly  scraps.  1  think  I  lose  i'lOO  a  year  at  the  India  House, 
owing  solely  to  my  want  of  neatness  in  making  up  Accounts, 
How  I  puzzle  'em  out  at  last  is  the  wonder,  I  have  to  do  with 
initHons.     It 

It  ia  time  to  have  done  my  incoherenciea. 

Believe  me  Yours  Truly  C.  Lamb. 

Tuesd  1 1  Ma  ^1, 

Note 

[Lainb  had  sent  Elia  to  Woodbridge.  Bernard  Barton'^  sii^ter 
wan  Maria  Hack,  author  of  many  books  for  children.  The  Quaker 
incident  k  in  the  eisay  *' Imperfect  Sympathies,"  Carlisle  was 
Sir  Anthony  Cariisle,  whom  we  have  already  seen. 

"Your  endeavour  at  explaining  Fox's  insight"  See  Letter 
898,  James  Nayler  {1617?-1660X  an  early  Quaker  who  per- 
mitted his  admirers  to  look  upon  him  as  a  new  Christ*  He  went 
to  extremes  totally  foreign  to  the  spirit  of  the  Society*  Barton 
made  a  paraphrase  of  Nayler's  "  Last  Tratimony/' 
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"lliey  have  dragged  me  again/'  Lamb  had  been  quite  readj 
to  give  up  Elia  with  the  first  essays.  "Old  China,"  one  of  im 
most  charraing  papers,  was  in  the  March  London  Magamne, 

"  Some  bmin^  *  *  /'  I  have  not  been  able  to  find  this  in  Ben 
Jonson. 

'*  Hartley's  sonnets."     Four  sonnets  by  Hartley  Coleridge  were 

irinted  in  the  Lo7tdx>n  Magazine  for  February,  1823,  addressed  to 

S*  Jameson.     This  was  the  first  : — 

When  we  w«e  idten  with  the  lollering  nll% 

The  need  of  human  love  we  little  noted  : 

Our  love  was  Nature  ;  and  the  peace  that  floated 
On  the  white  mist,  and  slept  upon  the  hJJIs, 
To  flweet  accord  subdued  our  waywa^rd  wills : 

One  sou]  wais  ours,  one  mind,  one  heart  dcvotedp 

That,  wisely  doating,  ask'd  not  why  it  doated ; 
And  ours  the  unknown  joy,  that  knowing  kiUa, 
But  now  1  Bnd  how  dear  thou  wert  to  me ; 

That,  man  is  mote  than  half  of  Nature's  treasure, — 
Of  that  fair  beauty  which  no  eye  can  see, — 

Of  that  still  music  which  no  ear  can  measure ; 
But  now  the  streams  may  ting  for  others'  pleasure, 

The  hills  sleep  on  in  their  eternity. 

"  Writing  to  a  great  man  lately."  This  was  Sir  Walter  Scott 
(see  Letter  ^79).     Barron  Field  would  be  the  friend  with  the  seal.] 


LETTER  ^96 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 


[P.M.  5  April  1833.] 

DEAR  Sir — Yon  must  think  me  ill  mannered  not  to  have  re* 
plied  to  your  first  letter  sooner,  but  I  have  an  ugJy  habit 
of  aversion  from  letter  writing,  which  makes  me  an  unworthy 
correspondent,  I  have  had  no  spring,  or  cordial  call  to  the 
occupation  of  late,  I  have  been  not  well  lately,  which  must  be  my 
lame  excuse.  Your  poem,  which  I  consider  very  affecting,  found 
me  engageii  about  a  humorous  Paper  for  the  London,  which  I 
had  called  a  "  Letter  to  an  Old  Gentleman  whose  Education  had 
been  neglected  " — and  when  it  was  done  Taylor  and  Hessey  would 
not  print  it,  and  it  discouraged  me  from  doing  any  thing  else,  so 
I  took  up  Scott,  where  I  had  scribbled  some  petulant  remarks,  and 
for  a  make  shift  fathered  them  on  Ritson,  It  is  obvious  I  could  not 
make  your  Poem  a  part  of  them,  and  m  I  did  not  know  whether  I 
shoulcf  ever  be  able  to  do  to  my  mind  what  you  suggested,  I  thought 
it  not  fair  to  keep  back  the  verses*  for  the  chance*     Mr,  Mitfom's 
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scQfmet  I  like  very  well  i  but  as  I  also  have  my  reasons  againit  in- 
terfering at  all  with  the  Editorial  arrangement  of  the  London,  I 
transmitted  it  (not  in  my  own  handwriting)  to  them,  who  I  doubt 
not  wiU  be  glad  to  insert  it.  What  eventual  benefit  it  can  be  to 
you  (otherwise  than  that  a  kind  man's  wish  is  a  benefit)  I  cannot 
conjecture.  Your  Society  are  eminently  men  of  Business^  and  will 
probably  regard  von  as  an  idle  fellow,  possibly  disown  you,  that  is 
to  say,  if  you  had  put  your  own  name  to  a  sonnet  of  that  sort,  but 
they  cannot  excommunicate  Mr,  Mitford,  therefore  I  thoroughly 
approve  of  printing  the  said  verses.  When  I  see  any  Quaker  names 
to  the  Concert  of  Antient  Music,  or  m  Directors  of  the  British 
Imtitution,  Of  bequeathing  medals  to  Oxford  for  the  best  classical 
themes  etc. — then  I  shall  begin  to  hope  they  will  emancipate?  you. 
But  what  as  a  Society  can  they  do  for  you  ?  you  would  not  accept 
a  Commission  in  the  Army^  nor  they  be  likely  to  procure  it ;  Posts 
in  Cliurch  or  State  have  they  none  in  their  giving;  and  then  if 
they  disown  you— think — you  must  live  "  a  man  forbid," 

I  wishd  for  you  yesterday.  I  dined  in  Parnassus,  with  Words- 
worth, Coleridge,  Rogers^  and  Tom  Moore — half  the  Poetry  of 
England  constellated  and  clustered  in  Glo»ter  Place!  It  was  a 
delightful  Even!  Coleridge  was  in  his  finest  vein  of  talk,  had 
all  the  talk,  and  let  'em  talk  as  evilly  as  they  do  of  the  envy  of 
Poetai  I  am  sure  not  one  there  but  was  content  to  be  nothing  but 
a  listener.  The  Muses  were  dumb,  while  Apollo  lectured  on  his 
and  their  fine  Art,  It  is  a  lie  that  Poets  are  enviotis,  I  have  known 
the  best  of  them,  and  can  speak  to  it,  that  they  give  each  other 
their  meritsN,  and  are  the  kindest  critics  as  well  as  best  authors.  I 
am  scribbling  a  muddy  epistle  with  an  aking  head,  for  we  did  not 
qua^  Hippocrene  last  night.  Marry,  it  was  Hippocras  rather, 
Pray  accept  this  as  a  letter  in  the  mean  time,  and  do  me  the  favor 
to  mention  my  respects  to  Mr*  Mitford,  who  is  so  good  as  to 
entertain  good  thoughts  of  Elia,  but  don't  show  this  a  [most  im- 
pertinent scrawl  1  will  write  more  resj>ectfully  next  time,  for 
Delieve  me,  if  not  in  words,  in  feelings,  yours  most  so. 


Note 

["  Your  poem."  Barton's  poem  wsa  entitled  "  A  Poet's  Thankji," 
and  was  printed  in  the  London  Magazine  for  April,  18^3,  tJhe 
same  number  that  contained  Lamb's  article  on  Ritson  and  Scott.  It 
u  one  of  his  best  poems,  an  expression  of  contentment  in  simplicity. 
The  "  Letter  to  an  Old  Gentleman,"  a  parody  of  De  Quincey's  series 
of  **  Letters  to  a  Young  Gentleman  '*  in  the  London  Magazine^ 
was  not  published  until  January,  1825,  Scott  was  John  Scott  of 
Am  well  (Barton*8  predecessor  as  the  Quaker  poet),  who  had  written 
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a  rather  foolish  book  of  prose,  Critical  E&says  on  the  English 
PoeiB,  Ritson  was  Joseph  Ritsoo,  the  critic  ann  antiquariaii.  Seei 
Vol  L  of  the  present  editiaa,  page  218,  for  the  essay*  Barton  s^en 
to  have  suggested  to  Lamb  that  he  should  write  an  essay  aroundl 
the  poem  "  A  Poet*s  Thanks."  Mitford's  sonnet,  which  was  printedl 
in  the  London  Magazine  for  June,  18£3,  waa  addressed  comints^j 
eratingly  to  Bernard  Barton.     It  began :  — 

What  to  thy  broken  Spirit  can  atooct 
Unhappy  victim  of  the  Tyrant*s  feaxi  \ 

and  continued  in  the  same  strain,  the  point  lieing  that  Barton  wasl 
the  victim  of  his  Quaker  employers,  who  made  hira  **  prisoner  at  I 
once  and  slave."  Lamb's  previous  letter  shows  us  that  Barton  waal 
being  worked  from  nine  till  nine,  and  we  must  suppose  ako  that  anJ 
objection  to  his  poetical  exercises  had  been  lodged  or  suggested.] 
The  matter  righted  itself  in  time. 

"  A  man  forbid  "  ("  Macbeth,"  I.,  3,  21). 

"  I  dined  in  Paniasiius."  This  dinner,  at  Thomas  Monkhoii^'ai} 
No.  34?  Gloucester  Place,  is  described  both  by  Moore  and  by  (^rabb  1 
Hobinson,  who  was  present.  Moore  wrote  in  his  Jowmal :  "  Dined  j 
at  Mr,  Monkhouse's  (a  gentleman  I  had  never  seen  before)  on] 
Wordsworth's  invitation,  who  lives  there  whenever  he  comes  ta 
town,  A  singular  party.  Coleridge,  Rogers,  Wordsworth  and 
wife,  Charles  Lamb  (the  hero  at  pi'csent  of  ^e  London  Magazine\\ 
and  his  sister  (the  poor  woman  who  went  mad  in  a  diligence  on  the  J 
way  to  Paris),  and  a  Mr.  Robinson,  one  of  the  minora  s^idera  off 
this  constellation  of  the  Lake^  ;  the  host  himself,  a  Maecenas  of  the  J 
school,  contributing  nothing  but  good  dinners  and  silence.  Charleij 
Larab,  a  clever  fellow,  certainly,  but  full  of  villainous  and  abortive  j 

Euns,  which  he  nibcarries  of  every  minute.     Some  excellent  things, 
owever,  liave  come  from  him." 
Lamb  told  Moore  that  he  had  hitherto  always  felt  an  antipathy  j 
to  him,  but  henceforwaixl  should  like  him. 

Crabb  Robinson  writes:   ''^ April  Uk. — Dined  at  Monkhouse'sJ 
Our  party  consisted  of  Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  Lamb,  Moore^  and 
Rogens.     Five   poets   of  very   unequal    worth   and    most   dispro- 
portionate popularity,  whom  "the  public  probably  would  arrange  in 
the  very  inverse  order,  except  that  it  would   place   Moore  afx>ve  I 
Rogers.     During  thb  afternoon,  Coleridge  alone  displayed  any  of 
his  peculiar  talent.     He  talked  much  and  welL     I  have  not  for  [ 
years  seen  hira  in  such  excellent  health  and  spirits.     His  subjects 
metaphysical  criticism — Wordsworth  he  chiefly  talked  to,     Rogers 
occasionally   let  fall   a   remark.     Moore   seemed    conscious   of  his  | 
inferiority.     He  was  very  attentive  to  Coleridge,  but  seemed   to 
relish  Lamb«  whom  he  sat  next.     L.  was  in  a  good  frame — kept 
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himself  within  bounds  and  was  only  cheerful  at  last.  .  .  *  f  was  at 
the  bottom  of  the  table,  where  I  very  ill  performed  ray  part*  •  •  . 
I  walked  home  late  with  Lamb*" 

Many  yean  later  Robinson  sent  to  The  AthencBwm  (June  f§, 
185S)  a  further  and  fuller  account  of  the  evening. 

*'HippocTene  ,  .  ,  Hippocras."  Hippocrene  is  the  fountain  of 
the  Muses ;  hippocras,  a  medicinal  drinlt,] 

LETTEH  297 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B.  W.  PROCTER 

April  13 ch,  tSij, 

DEAR  I.itd^'^You  must  think  me  a  brute  beast,  a  rhinoc^nm, 
never  to  have  acknowledged  the  receipt  of  your  precious 
present.  But  indeed  I  am  none  of  those  shocking  thinga^  but 
have  arrived  at  that  indisposition  to  letter-writing,  which  would 
make  it  a  hard  exertion  to  write  three  lines  to  a  king  to  spare  a 
friend's  life,  WTiether  it  is  that  the  Magazine  paying  me  so  much 
a  page,  I  am  loath  to  throw  away  composition — how  much  a  sheet 
do  you  give  your  corresjxjndents  ?  I  have  hung  up  Pope,  and  a 
gem  it  is,  in  my  town  roorn  ;  I  hope  for  your  approval.  Though  it 
aceompanien  the  "  Essay  on  Man,"  I  thint  that  was  not  the  poem  he 
Ls  here  meditating.  He  would  have  looked  up,  somehow  afFectedly, 
if  be  were  just  conceiving  **  Awake^  my  St.  John."  Neither  is  he 
in  the  "  Rape  of  the  Lock  "  mood  exactly.  I  think  he  has  just 
made  out  the  last  lines  of  the  *'  Epistle  to  Jervisj"  between  gay  and 
tender, 

**  And  other  beauties  envy  Worsley's  eyes/* 

I'll  be  damn'd  if  that  isn't  the  line.  He  is  brooding  over  it,  with 
a  dicamy  phantom  of  Lady  Mary  floating  before  him.  He  k  think* 
mg  which  is  the  earliest  possible  day  and  hour  that  she  will  first  see 
H.  What  a  miniature  piece  of  gentility  it  is  \  VVhv  did  you  give 
it  me?     I  do  not  like  you  enough  to  give  yon  anythmg  so  good. 

I  have  dined  with  T.  Moore  and  breakfasted  with  Rogers,  since 
I  saw  you  ;  have  much  to  my  about  them  when  we  meet,  which  I 
trust  will  be  in  a  week  or  two,  I  liave  been  over- watched  and  over- 
poeted  since  Wordsworth  has  been  in  town.  I  was  obliged  for 
health  sake  to  wish  him  gone :  but  now  he  is  gone  I  feel  a  great 
liM,  I  am  going  to  Dalston  to  recruit,  and  have  serious  thoughts 
— rf  altering  my  condition,  that  is,  of  taking  to  sobriety.  VVhat 
do  you  advi«e  me  ? 

T<  Moore  asked  me  your  address  in  a  manner  which  made  me 
believe  he  meant  to  call  upon  you, 

Rogers  spake  very  kindly  of  yoUj  as  eveiry  body  doe?*,  and  none 
with  m  much  reason  as  your  C.  L, 
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[Tiiii «  Ok  lint  iiwiUtti  lellw  to  Brym  Walkr  1 
uovn  •«  BftiTT  ComvoJi,  who  vas  cflaervanii  to  vi 
mgtf  wo  pkamni  a  meiDoir  of  LmaiK    He  vb  fleB  ttiitf  iwe^ 
praetiMitf  law,  aod  bad  abeiviv  pablidBd  Marciam  OoUmmm  i 

Hk  £|iMfe  to  Mr,  J&rm  (with  Mr.  Drrclai't 
VnmmBfm  Afi  0/  Painting}  did  doI  cod  upon  tUi  fa^  tai  mmc 
cigbbeeo  litiai  later.     I  give  tlie  portrait  oppoflte  fmgB  60S* 

'^  Lad;  Marr "      Bj  Ladr  5iary  Lamb  meam,  m  Pppe  £d  Id 
the  fi»i  editjcm,  I^y  Mair  Wortler  Montagu.      But  mOxr  kk 
qtisiid  vith    that   ia^v  Pope  altef^   it  to  Wocil^, 
Lady  Pranoes  Woralev,  dau^ter  of  the  Dake  of  I "    '" 
wife  of  Sir  Bobeft  Wor^iej  J 


LETTER  S98 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SARAH  HUTCHWSDN 


(See  FaemmiUy 


[p.M*  ApriT  35,  ii^!j 


DEAR  MiiR  H ,  Mary  hm  such  an  imnncible  iieluetatice 
any  epistolary  exertion,  that  I  am  sparing  her  a  iiHniificatic] 
by  taking  the  pen  from  her,     ITie  plain  truth  is,  she  writes  maA  t 
pimping,  mean,  detestable  hand,  that  she  is  ashamed  of  the  fonnatioi 
of  her  letterB,     There  is  an  es^sential  poverty  and  abjectness  hi  the 
frame  of  them.     They  look  like  begging  letters.     Aid  then  she  is 
sure  to  omit  a  moit  Hubstantial  word  in  the  second  draught  (for  she 
never  ventures  an  epistle  without  a  foul  copy  first)  which  is  obliged 

/to  be  interlined^  which  spoiU  the  neatest  epistle^  yo^  know  [tAe  word 
**  epistle  "  ia^Ufmd&rlinsd],    Her  figures,  1,  £,  3,  "4,  &c^  where  she  has 
occaHion  to  express  numerals,  as  in  the  date  (25  Apr  1823),  ai^  notj 
figures,  but  Figurantes.     And  the  combined  posse  go  staggering  ^i>i^| 
and  down  shameless  as  drunkards  in  the  day  time.     It  is  no  bettef^^ 
when  she  rules  her  paper,  her  lines  are  *'  not  less  erring  "  than  her 
words — a  sort  of  unnatural    [mrallel    lines,  that  are  perpetual  I^H 
threatening  to  meet,  which  you  know  is  quite  contrary  to  Eucli^^^ 
[here  Lamb  has  ruled  line^  grossly  unparallel].     Her  very  blots 
are  not  bold  like  this  [here  a  bold  blot],  but  poor  smears  [here  a 

iyoor  smear]  half  left  in  and  half  scmtched  out  with  another  smear 
eft  in  their  place.     I  like  a  clean  letter,     A  bold  free  band,  and  a 
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fearless  flouriah.  Then  she  has  always  to  go  thro'  them  (a  second 
operation)  to  dot  her  is,  and  cross  her  ts*  I  don't  thiok  she  can  make 
a  cork  screw^  if  she  tried — which  has  such  a  fine  effect  at  the  end  or 
middle  of  an  epistle — and  fills  up — 

[Sere  Lamh  has  made  a  corkscrBW  two  iThcheB  long  {see 
facsimile),] 

There  is  a  corkscrew^  one  of  the  be^it  I  ever  drew.  By  the  way 
what  incomparable  whiskey  that  was  of  Monkhouse's.  But  if  I 
am  to  write  a  letter,  let  me  begin,  and  not  stand  flourishing  like 
a  fencer  at  a  fair. 

It  gives  me  great  pleasure  (the  letter  now  begins)  to  hear  that 
you  got  down  smoothly,  and  that  Mrs,  Monkhouse's  spirits  are  so 
good  and  enterprising.  It  shews,  whatever  her  posture  may  be, 
that  her  mind  at  least  is  not  supine.  I  hope  the  excursion  will 
enable  the  former  to  keep  pace  with  its  out-stripping  neighbor. 
Pmy  present  our  kindest  wishes  to  her,  and  alL  (That  sentence 
should  properly  have  come  in  the  Post  Script,  but  we  airy  Mer- 
curial Spirits,  there  is  no  keeping  us  in).  Time^-aa  was  saicf  of  one 
of  us— toils  after  us  in  vain.  I  am  afraid  our  co-visit  with  Coleridge 
was  a  dream.  I  shall  not  get  away  before  the  end  (or  middle)  of 
June,  and  then  you  will  be  frog-hopping  at  Boulogne,  And  be- 
sides I  think  the  Gilmans  would  scarce  trust  him  with  us,  I  have  a 
tpalicious  knack  at  cutting  of  apron  stringy.  The  Saints*  days  you 
speak  of  have  long  since  fled  to  heaven,  with  Astnea,  and  the  cold 
piety  of  the  age  lacks  fervor  to  recall  them — only  Peter  left  his  key 
— the  irtjn  one  of  the  two,  that  shuts  amain— and  that*s  the  reason 
1  am  lockd  up.  Meanwhile  of  afternoons  we  pick  up  primroses  at 
Dalston,  and  Mary  corrects  rae  when  I  call  'em  cowslips.  God 
bless  yon  all,  and  pray  remember  me  euphoneously  to  Mr.  Gnwel- 
iegan.  That  Lee  Priory  most  be  a  dainty  bower,  is  it  built  of  flints, 
and  does  it  stand  at  Kingsgate  ?     Did  you  rem  em 

[This  is  apparently  the  proper  end  of  the  letter.  At  Imsi 
there  is  no  inmeation  of  another  akest,} 


Note 

[Addressed  to  '*  Miss  Hutchinson,  17  Sion  Hill,  Bam^ate,  Kent," 
where  she  was  staying  with  Mrs,  Monkhouse. 
*'  Not  less  erring,"     I  have  not  found  this. 

**  ^Time' — as  was  said  of  one  of  us.'*  Johnson  wrote  of  Shake- 
fpeare,  in  the  Prologue  at  the  opening  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre  in 
1747:— 

Knd  panting  Time  toit'd  ^ftcr  hiTU  in  vain« 
VOL,  VIL— 41 


yA 
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"The  Saints'  days/'  See  note  on  page  514.  Astraea,  goddess  of 
jaKtice,  fled  to  heaven  in  the  age  of  bronze  owing  to  the  wickednesa 
of  man. 

'*  Shuts  amain." 

Two  mass  keys  he  bore,  of  metaJs  twain, 
(Th«  golden  opes,  the  iron  shuts  amain)* 

'*  Mr.  Gnwellegan,"  Probibty  Lamb's  effort  to  write  the  name 
of  Edward  Qniilinan,  afterwards  Words  wo  rth'?i  son-in-kw,  whose 
first  wife  had  been  a  Mis.s  Brydges  of  Lee  Priory. 

'*  Lee  Priory  " — ^the  home  of  Sir  Egerton  Brydgesj  at  Ickham,  near  | 
Canterbury,  for  some  years.     He  hadj  however,  now  left,  and  the 
private  preys  was  closed. 

In  Notes  and  Queries,  November  11,  1876,  was  printed  the  j 
following  scrap,  a  postso-ipt  by  Chai'les  Lamb  to  a  letter  from 
Mary  Lamb  to  Miss  H(utchiiiaon).     I  place  it  here,  having  no  clue 
as  to  date,  nor  does  it  matter : — ] 


LETTER  299 

(FragTmnt) 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MISS  HUTCHINSON  (?) 

[No  datcT 

j^PROPOS  of  birds — the  other  day  at  a  large   dinner,  being 

caird  upon  for  a  toast,  I  gave,  as  the  best    toaat   I   knew, 

"  Wood-cock  toast,"  which  was  drunk  with  3  cheers* 

Yours  affecty 

C.  Lamb. 

LETTER  300 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DIBDIN 

[No  date.     Probably  1833,) 

IT  is  hard  when  a  Gentleman  cannot  remain  concealed,  who 
affecteth  obscurity  with  greata'  avidity  than  most  do  seek  to 
have  their  good  deeds  brought  to  light—^to  have  a  prying  inquisi- 
tive finger,  (to  the  danger  of  its  own  scorching),  busied  in  removing 
the  little  peck  measure  (scripturally  a  bushel)  under  which  one  had 
hoped  to  bury  his  small  candle.  The  receipt  of  fem-seed,  I  think, 
in  this  curious  age,  would  scaice  help  a  man  to  walk  invisible. 


r^    ^^^.    Jl' 


r/ 


^r^Jh^ 


&*^' 


v/^     ^;^Un  ^A/  4t 


'^    lAtfy 


KJiDUCEU   K*tSIMILE  OF  LKTTER   FROM    LAMH  TO 
SARAH   HL'TCHINSON  ICONTI.Vi'EDt 

9%0>»   THE  tllilSISAI    IN   THE  TOSSBSiMOK    OP    MR,  CORDON    WOROSWOKm 


1823 


DIBDIN'S  DISCOVERY 


611 


Well,  I  am  discovered — ^and  thou  thyself,  who  thoughtest  to 
shelter  under  the  pease-cod  of  initiality  (a  stale  and  shallow  device)^ 
art  no  less  dragged  to  light^Thy  slender  anatomy — thy  skeleton  ian 

l> fleshea  and  sinewed  out  to  the  plump  expansion  of  six 

characters—thy  tuneful  genealogy  deduced — 

By  the  way,  what  a  name  is  Timothy ! 

Lay  it  down^  I  beseech  thee,  and  in  its  place  take  up  the  properer 
sound  of  Timotheus — 

Tlien  mayst  thou  with  unblushing  fingers  handle  the  Lyre 
"familiar  to  the  D n  name," 

With  much  difficulty  have  I  traced  thee  to  thy  lurking-plaoe. 
Many  a  goodly  name  did  I  run  over,  bewildered  between  Dorrien^ 
and  Doxat,  and  Dover,  and  l>akin,  and  Daintry — a  wilderness  of 
D's — till  at  last  I  thought  I  had  hit  it — my  conjectures  wandering 
upon  a  melancholy  Jew — you  wot  the  Israelite  upon  Change— 
Master  Daniels— a  contemplative  Hebrew — to  the  which  gnem  I 
was  the  rather  led,  by  the  eonisideratioti  that  mc»t  of  his  nation  are 
great  readers — 

Nothing  is  »o  common  as  to  see  them  in  the  Jews*  Walk,  with 
a  bundle  of  script  in  one  band,  and  the  Man  of  Feeling,  or  a  volume 
of  Sterne,  in  the  other — 

I  am  a  rogue  if  I  can  collect  what  manner  of  face  thou  earnest, 
though  thou  Aeemest  so  familiar  with  niine^If  I  remember,  thou 
didst  not  dimly  resemble  the  man  Daniels,  whom  at  first  I  took 
thee  for^ — a  care-worn,  mortified,  economical,  commercto-political 
countenance,  with  an  agreeable  limp  in  thy  gait,  if  Elia  mistake 
thee  not.     I  think  I  sh^.  shake  bands  with  thee,  if  I  met  thee. 


NOTK 


[John  Bates  Dibdin,  the  son  of  Charles  Dibdin  the  younger 
randson  of  the  great  Charles  Dilxlin,  wa^  at  this  time  a  yo 


and 
p^dson  of  the  great  Charles  Dilxlin,  wa^  at  this  time  a  young 
man  of  about  twenty-four,  engaged  as  a  clerk  in  a  shipping  office  in 
the  city,  I  borrow  from  Canon  Ainger  an  interesting  letter  from 
a  sister  of  Dibdin  on  the  beginning  of  the  correspondence  :— 

My  brother  *  .  ,  h ad  consunl  occasion  to  conduct  the  giving  or  Ukjng  of  cheques, 
2^  it  mtgbt  be,  at  the  India  House.  There  he  always  selected  **  the  little  clever 
man  **  in  preference  to  the  other  clerks.  At  that  time  the  Etta  Essay i  wtre  appcarin|f 
in  print.  No  one  had  the  slightest  conception  who  **  Elia"  was.  He  v/As  ulked  of 
everywhere,  and  everybody  was  trying  to  find  him  out,  but  without  success.  At 
bit,  from  the  fityle  and  manner  of  conveying  his  ideaa  and  opinions  on  dilTeretit 
subjects,  my  brother  began  to  suspect  that  I.amb  was  the  in  dividual  so  widely 
MKtght  for,  and  wrote  ?>omc  linef^  to  him,  anonymously,  sending  them  by  po*it  to 
hit  residence,  with  the  hope  of  sifting  him  on  the  subject.  Although  Lanjo  could 
not  kmm  who  sent  him  the  Hnes,  yei  he  looked  very  hard  at  the  writer  of  them  the 
not  time  they  met*  when  he  walked  up,  as  usual,  to  Lamb's  desk  in  the  most 
vnamcemed  manner,  to  transact  the  necesiary  business.     Shortly  af^er,  when  they 
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were  again  in  converiation,  iomething  dropped  from  Lanib*ft  Upi  which  convinced 
hh  hearer,  beyond  a.  dotibt^  that  his  sy&pfcions  were  correct.  He  thererore  wrote 
some  more  lines  (anonym  oil  sly,  as  befOTc),  beginnings — 

i*  I've  found  thee  out,  0  EUa  I  '* 

and  sent  them  to  Colebrook  Row»  The  consequence  was  that  at  their  ne^t  meeting 
Lamb  produced  the  lines,  and  after  much  laughing,  confessed  himself  to  be  Elia. 
This  led  to  a  warm  fricndEhip  between  them. 

Dibdin*s  letter  of  discovery  was  signed  D.  Hence  Lamb'j?  fumbling 
after  hb  Christian  name,  which  he  probably  knew  all  the  time,  i 

"Familiar  to  the  D  -  -n  name."  I  have  not  traced  the 
quotation  that  waft  in  Lamb's  mind.] 


I 


LETTER  301 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[P.M.  3  May  iSjjO 

DEAR  Sir — I  sm  vexed  to  be  two  letters  in  your  debt,  but  I 
I  have  been  quite  out  of  the  vein  lately.  A  philosophical 
treatise  is  wanting^  of  the  causes  of  the  backwardness  with  which 
persons  after  a  certain  time  of  life  set  aboiat  writing  a  letter*  I 
always  feel  as  if  I  had  nothing  to  say,  and  the  performance  gener-  K 
ally  justifies  the  presentiment.  Taylor  and  Hessey  did  foolishly  in  | 
not  admitting  the  sonnet.  Surely  it  might  have  followed  the  B,  B, 
I  agree  with  you  in  thinking  Bo  wring's  |mper  better  than  the 
former.  I  will  inquire  about  my  Letter  to  the  Old  Gentleman,  but 
I  expect  it  to  go  in^  after  those  to  the  Young  Grent"  are  completed. 
I  do  not  exactly  see  why  the  Goose  and  little  Gaslings  should 
emblematize  a  Quaker  poet  that  has  no  children.  But  after  all — 
perhaps  it  is  a  Pelican,  The  Mene  Mene  Tekel  Upharsin  around 
it  I  cannot  decypher*  The  songster  of  the  night  jMiuring  o 
her  effusions  amid  a  Silent  Meeting  of  Madge  Owlets,  would 
at  least  intelligible.  A  full  pause  here  comes  upon  me^  as  if  I  h 
not  a  word  more  left,  t  will  shake  my  brain.  Once^twice^^ 
nothing  comes  up.  George  Fox  recommends  waiting  on  th^e  ootm* 
sions.  I  wait.  Nothing  comes.  G.  Fox^that  sets  me  off  again.  I 
have  finished  the  Journal,  and  400  more  pages  of  the  DociriiialSf 
which  I  picked  up  for  7s.  6d.  If  T  get  on  at  this  rate,  the  Society 
will  be  in  danger  of  having  two  Quaker  poets — to  patronise.  I  am 
at  Dalston  now,  but  if,  when  I  go  back  to  Cov.  Gar**  I  find  thy 
friend  has  not  calFd  for  the  Journal^  thee  must  put  me  in  a  way 
of  sending  it ;  and  if  it  should  happen  that  the  Lender  of  it,  having 
that  volume,  has  not  tlie  other,  I  snail  be  most  happy  in  his  accept- 
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ing  the  Doctrinals,  which  I  ihall  read  but  once  certainly*     It  is  not 
a  splendid  copy,  but  perfect,  save  a  leaf  of  Index* 

I  cannot  but  thinK  the  London  drags  heavily*  I  mm  Janus. 
And  O  how  it  misses  Hazlitt!  I*rocter  too  is  affronted  (as  Janus 
has  been)  with  their  abominable  curtailment  of  his  things — sorae 
meddling  Editor  or  other — or  phantom  of  one — for  neither  he  nor 
Janus  know  their  busy  friend*  But  they  always  find  the  best  part 
cut  out ;  and  they  have  done  well  to  cut  also*  I  am  not  so  fortu- 
nate ai  to  be  served  in  this  manner,  for  I  would  give  a  clean  sum 
of  monev  in  sincerity  to  leave  them  handsomely*  But  the  dogs — 
T.  and  ft.  I  mean — will  not  affront  me,  and  what  can  I  do?  must 
I  go  on  to  drivelling  ?  Poor  llelations  is  tolerable — but  where  shall 
I  get  another  subject — or  who  shall  deliver  me  from  the  body  of  this 
death  ?  I  assiure  you  it  teases  me  more  than  it  used  to  please  me* 
Ck  Lloyd  has  published  a  sort  of  Quaker  poem,  he  tells  me,  and 
that  he  has  ordered  me  a  c^py,  but  I  have  not  got  it.  Have  you 
seen  it  ?  I  must  leave  a  little  wafer  space,  which  brings  me  to  an 
apology  for  a  conclusion.  I  am  afraia  of  looking  back,  for  I  feel 
all  this  whiJe  I  have  been  writing  nothing,  but  it  may  show  I  am 
alive*     Believe  me,  cordially  yours  C.  Lamb. 

Note 

[The  sonnet  probably  was  Mitford's,  which  was  printed  in  the 
June  number  (see  page  606).  Bowring,  afterwards  Sir  John^  was 
writing  in  the  London  Magazine  on  **  Spanish  Romances." 

*'  The  Goose  and  little  Goslings,"  Possibly  the  design  upon  the 
seal  of  Barton's  last  letter* 

"Janus."  The  first  mention  of  Thomas  Griffiths  Wainewright 
{see  note  on  page  61 9)^  who  i*ometime^  wrote  in  the  Londo7i 
Qwer  the  pseudonym  Janus  Weathercock.  John  Taylor,  Hood 
and  perhaps  John  Hamilton  Reynolds  made  up  the  magazine  for 
piress.  In  the  May  number,  in  addition  to  Lamb's  **  Poor  Relations," 
were  contributions  from  De  Quincev^  Hartley  Coleridge,  Gary, 
and  Barton.     But  it  was  not  what  it  fcad  been, 

Lloyd's  Quaker  poem  would  probably  be  one  of  those  in  his 
Poems,  18£3,  which  contains  some  of  his  most  interesting  work,] 


LETTER  303 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DIBDIN 

[KM.  M^y6,  1S25.] 

DEAR  Sir — Your  verses  were  very  pleasant,  and  I  shall  like  to 
see  more  of  them— I  do  not  mean  addrtased  to  me, 
I  do  not  know  whether  you  live  in  town  or  country,  but  if  it 
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suits  your  convenience  I  Bhall  be  glad  to  see  you  some  evening — 
say  Thursday— at  ^0  Great  Russell  Street,  Govt  Garden.  If  you 
can  come,  do  not  trouble  yourself  to  write.  We  are  old  fasbiond 
people  who  drink  tea  at  six,  or  not  much  later,  and  give  cold 
mutton  and  pickle  at  nine,  the  good  old  hour.  I  a^une  you  (if  it 
suit  you)  we  shall  be  glad  to  see  you. — 

Yours,  etc.  C.  Lamb* 


E,LH.,  Tuesday^ 

Some  day  of  May  1823. 
Not  official* 


My  love  to  Mr,  Railion, 

The  same  to  Mr.  Rankin, 

CO  the  whole  Firm  indeed. 

Note 


[The  verses  are  not,  I  fear,  now  recoverable.  Dibdin's  firtu  was 
Hailton,  Hankin  &  Co.,  in  Old  Jury. 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Hone,  dated  May  19, 
1823.  William  Hone  (1780-184g),  who  then,  his  stormy  political 
days  over,  was  publishing  antiquarian  works  on  Ludgate  Hill,  had 
s*ent  Lamb  his  Ancient  Mysteries  Described^  1823.  Lamb  thanks 
him  for  it,  and  invites  him  to  14  Kingfjland  How,  Dabton,  the 
next  Sunday :  "  We  dine  exactly  at  4/'] 


LETTER  303 
MARY  LAMB  TO  MRS.  RANDAL  NORRIS 

Hastings^  at  Mrs.  Gihba,  York  CotUge, 
Priory,  No.  4.    [June  iS^  1833.] 

MY  dear  Friend, — Day  after  day  haa  passed  away*  and  my 
brother  has  said,  **I  will  write  to  jVlrs.  [?Mr.]  Norriij  to- 
morrow," and  therefore  I  am  resolved  to  write  to  Mrs.  Norris  to- 
day, and  trust  him  no  longer.  We  took  our  places  for  Sevenoaks, 
intending  to  i^main  there  all  night  in  order  to  see  Knole,  but 
when  we  got  there  we  changed  our  minds,  and  went  on  to  Tun* 
bridge  Wells.  About  a  mile  short  of  the  Welb  the  coach  stopped 
at  a  little  inn,  and  I  saw,  "Lodgings  to  let"  on  a  little,  very  little 
houi$e  opposite,  I  ran  over  the  way^  and  secured  them  before  the 
coach  cirove  away,  and  we  took  immediate  possession :  it  proved 
a  very  comfortable  place,  and  we  remained  there  nine  days.  The 
fii-st  evening,  as  we  were  wandering  about,  we  met  a  lady,  the  wife 
of  one  of  the  India  House  clerks,  with  whom  we  had  been  slightly 
acq  u^ tad  some  years  ago,  which  slight  acquaintance  has  been 
ripened  into  a  great  intimacy  during  the  nine  pleasant  days  that 
we  passed  at  the  Wells.  She  and  her  two  daughters  went  with 
us  in  an  o[x;q  chaise  to  Knole,  and  m  the  cliai;^  held  only  Bve,  we 
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mounted  Miss  James  upon  a  little  horse«  which  she  rode  famously. 
I  was  very  much  pleased  with  Knole^  and  still  more  with  Penshurst, 
which  we  al&o  visited.  We  saw  Frant  and  the  Rocks,  and  made 
much  use  of  your  Guide  Book,  only  Charles  lost  his  way  once  going 
by  the  map.  We  were  in  constant  exercise  the  whole  time,  and 
spent  oor  time  so  pleasantly  that  when  we  came  here  on  Monday 
we  missed  our  new  friendB  and  found  ourselves  very  dull.  We  are 
by  the  seaside  in  a  atill  less  house,  arid  we  have  exchanged  a  very 
pretty  landlady  for  a  very  ugly  one,  but  she  is  equally  attractive 
to  us*  We  eat  turbot,  and  we  drink  smuggled  Hollands,  and  we 
walk  up  hill  and  down  hill  all  day  long.  In  the  little  intervals  of 
rest  that  we  allow  ourselves  I  teach  Mim  «I&mes  French  ;  she  picked 
up  a  few  words  during  her  foreign  Tour  with  us,  and  she  has  had 
a  hankering  after  it  ever  since. 

We  came  from  Tunbridge  Wells  in  a  Postchaise,  and  would 
havB  seen  Battle  Abbey  on  the  way,  but  it  is  only  shewn  on  a 
Monday.  We  are  trying  to  coax  Charles  into  a  Monday^s  excur- 
sion. And  Bexhill  we  are  also  thinking  about.  Yesterday  evening 
we  found  out  by  chance  the  most  beautiful  view  I  ever  naw.  It  is 
called  "The  Lovers'  Seat'*  .  .  .  You  havTs  been  here,  therefore  you 
must  have  seen  [it,  or]  is  it  only  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Faint  who  have 
™ited  Hastinp?  [Tell  Mrs*]  Faint  that  though  in  my  haste  to 
get  housed  I  d[ecided  on]  .  *  .  ice's  lodgings,  yet  it  comforted  all 
th  .  •  *  to  know  that  I  had  a  place  in  view. 

I  suppc^e  you  are  so  busy  that  it  Is  not  fair  to  ask  you  to 
write  me  a  line  to  say  how  you  are  going  on.  Yet  if  any  one  of 
you  have  half  an  hour  to  spare  for  that  purpose,  it  will  be  most 
thankfully  received,  Charles  joins  with  me  in  love  to  you  all 
together,  and  to  each  one  in  particular  uptairs  and  downstairs. 

Yours  most  affectionately, 

M.  Lamb. 

Jyne  ti 

Noa*E 

[Mr,  Hazlitt  dates  this  letter  I8g5  or  1826,  and  considers  it  to 
refer  to  a  second  visit  to  Hastings ;  but  I  think  most  probably  it 
refcrs  to  the  18^3  visit,  especially  as  the  Lovers'  Seat  would  assuraily 
htt?e  been  discovered  then.  Miss  James  wss  Mary  Lamb's  nuj-se, 
Mrs,  Kandal  Norris  had  been  a  Miss  Faint, 

There  is  a  curious  similarity  between  a  passage  in  this  letter  and 
in  one  of  Byron's,  written  in  1814  :  "I  have  been  swimming,  and 
eating  turhot,  and  smuggling  neat  brandies,  and  silk  handkerchiefs 
•  .  ,  and  walking  on  clirfs  and  tumbling  down  hills." 

A  Hastings  guide  book  for  18S5  gives  Mrs.  Gibbs'  address  as  4 
York  Cottages,  near  Priory  Bridge,  Near  by^  in  Pelham  Place,  a 
Mr,  Hcgsflesh  had  a  lodging-house.] 
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LETTER  304 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[P.M,   lO  July*  1833.] 

DEAR  Sir — I  shall  be  happy  to  read  the  MS.  and  to  forward 
it;  but  T,  and  H.  miist  judge  for  themselves  of  publica- 
tion* If  it  prove  interesting  (as  I  doubt  not)  I  shall  not  spare 
to  say  so,  you  may  depend  upon  it.  Suppose  you  direct  it  to 
Accots.  Office,  India  House. 

I  am  glad  you  have  met  with  some  sweetening  circumstances 
to  your  unjmlatable  draught*  I  have  just  returned  from  Hastings, 
where  are  exquisite  views  and  walks,  and  where  I  have  given  up 
my  soul  to  walking,  and  I  am  now  suffering  sedentary  contrasts. 
I  am  a  long  time  reconciling  to  Town  after  one  of  these  excursions. 
Home  is  become  strange,  and  will  rem  am  so  yet  a  while.  Home 
is  the  most  unforgiving  of  friends  and  always  resents  Absence ;  I 
know  its  old  cordial  looTcs  will  return,  but  they  are  slow  in  clearing 
up.  That  is  one  of  the  features  of  this  our  galley  slavery,  that 
peregrination  ended  make^  thtn^  worse.  I  felt  out  of  water  {with 
all  the  sea  about  me)  at  Haatmge,  and  just  as  I  had  learned  to 
domiciliate  there,  I  must  come  back  to  find  a  home  which  is  no 
home.  I  abused  Hastings,  but  learned  its  value.  Tliere  are  spot^ 
inland  bays,  etc,  which  realise  the  notions  of  Juan  Fernandez. 

The  best  thing  I  lit  upon  by  accident  was  a  small  country  chui-ch 
(by  whom  or  when  built  unknown)  standing  bare  and  single  in  the 
midst  of  a  grove,  with  no  house  or  appearance  of  habitation  within 
a  quarter  of  a  mile,  only  pa^jisages  diverging  from  it  thro'  beautiful 
woods  to  so  many  farm  houses.  There  it  stands,  like  the  first  idea 
of  a  church,  before  parishioners  were  thought  of,  nothing  but  birds 
for  its  congregation,  or  like  a  Hermit's  oratory  (the  Hermit  dead), 
or  a  mausoleum,  its  effect  singularly  impressive,  like  a  church  found 
in  a  desert  isle  to  startle  Crusoe  with  a  home  image;  you  must 
make  out  a  vicar  and  a  congregation  fi-om  fancy,  for  surely  none 
come  there.  Yet  it  wants  not  its  pulpit,  and  its  font,  and  all  the 
seemly  additaments  of  our  worship. 

Southey  has  attacked  Elia  on  the  score  of  infideUty,  in  the 
Quarterly,  Article^  '*  Progress  of  Infidels  [Infidelity]."  I  had  not, 
nor  have,  seen  the  Monthly.  He  might  have  spared  an  old  friend 
such  a  construction  of  a  few  careless  flights^  that  meant  no  harm 
to  rehgion*  If  all  his  unguaei>ed  expressions  on  the  subjei^t  were 
to  be  collected 
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But  I  love  and  respect  Southey — and  will  not  retort.     I  hate 

HIS  EEviEw,  and  his  being  a  Reviewer. 

The  hint  he  has  droppd  will  knock  the  sale  of  the  book  on  the 

headf  which  was  almost  at  a  stop  before- 
Let  it  stop.     There  k  com  in  Egypt^  while  there  is  cash  at 

Leadenhall.      You   and    I   are   something  besides   being  Writera 

ThMik  God. 

Yours  truly  C.  L, 


Note 

[What  the  MS,  was  I  do  not  know.  Lamb  recui*s  more  fully 
to  tiie  description  of  the  little  church^probably  Hollingdon  Rural, 
about  three  miles  north-west  from  the  town^-in  Letten*  S32  and 
378,  on  pages  6^  and  708, 

The  thoughts  in  the  second  paragraph  of  this  letter  were  amplified 
in  the  Elia  essay  "  The  Old  Mai^atc  Hov,"  in  the  London  Magazine 
for  July,  18S3; 

^  Southey  has  attacked  Elia."  In  an  article  in  tlie  Quarterly 
for  January,  1823^  in  a  review  of  a  work  by  Gregoire  on  Deism  in 
France^  under  the  title  *'The  Progress  of  Infidelity,"  Southey  had 
a  reference  to  Elia  in  the  following  terras  :  '*  Unbelievera  have  not 
always  Ijeen  honest  enough  thus  to  express  their  real  feelings ;  but 
Um  we  know  concerning  them,  that  when  they  have  renounced 
their  birthright  of  hope,  tbev  have  not  been  able  to  divest  them- 
telv^  of  fear.  From  the  nature  of  the  human  mind  this  might 
be  presumed,  and  in  fact  it  is  so.  They  may  deaden  the  heart 
and  stupify  the  conscience^  but  they  cannot  destroy  the  imaginative 
faculty.  There  is  a  remarkable  proof  of  this  in  Elia^s  EaBaya^  a 
book  which  wants  only  a  sounder  religious  feeling,  to  be  as  delightful 
as  it  is  original."  And  then  Southey  went  on  to  draw  attention 
to  the  case  of  Thornton  Hunt,  the  little  child  of  Leigh  Himt,  the 
{to  Southey)  notorious  freethinker,  who^  as  Lamb  had  statetl  in  the 
^say  *'  Witches  and  Other  Night  Fears^"  would  wake  at  night  in 
terror  of  images  of  fear. 

"  I  will  not  retort."     Lamb^  m  we  ihall  see,  changed  his  mind. 

*' Almost  at  a  stop  before/'  Elia  was  never  popular  until  long 
After  Lamb's  death.  It  did  not  reach  a  second  edition  until  1BS6. 
Tha^  are  now  sev^a.1  new  editions  every  year,] 
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LETTER  SOS 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 


UiiJy,  iSaj.] 


DR-   A. — I  expect  Proctor  and  Wamwright  (Janus  W*)  this 
evening;    will  you  come?     I  suppose  it  is  but  a  comp^  to 
ask  Mrs*  Akop ;  but  it  is  none  to  say  that  we  should  be  most  glad 


to  see  her. 
peditfi. 

Tuesday. 


V'ours  ever.     How  vexed  I  am  at  your  Dabton  ex- 

C,  L. 

Note 


[Mrs*  Alkop  was  a  daughter  of  Mrs.  Jordan,  and  had  herself  1 
an  actress.] 


LETTER  306 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[Dated  al  end :  2  September  [1S35].] 

DEAR  B.  B. — What  will  you  say  to  my  not  writing?  You 
cannot  say  I  do  not  write  now*  Hessey  has  not  used  your 
kind  sonnet,  nor  have  I  seen  it.  Pray  send  me  a  Copy.  Neither 
have  I  heard  any  more  of  your  Friend's  MS.,  which  I  wiJI  reclaim, 
whenever  you  please.  When  you  come  London-ward  you  will  find 
me  no  longer  in  Cov*  Gard.  I  have  a  Cottagej  in  C^lebrook  row, 
Islington.  A  cottage,  for  it  is  detachM;  a  white  house,  with  6 
good  rooms  ;  the  New  River  (rather  elderly  by  tJiis  time)  runs  (if  a 
moderate  walking  pace  can  be  so  termed)  close  to  the  foot  of  the 
house;    and  behind  is  a  spacious  garden,  with  vine&  (I  assure  you^ 

Eears,  strawberries,  parsnips,  leeks,  carrots,  cabbages,  to  delight  the 
eart  of  old  Alcinous.  You  enter  without  pa^^sage  into  a  cheerful 
dining  rooms  «J1  studded  over  and  rough  with  old  liooks,  and  above 
is  a  lightsome  Drawing  room 3  S  windows,  full  of  choice  prints.  I 
feel  like  a  great  Lord,  never  having  had  a  house  befoi*e. 

The  London  I  fear  falls  off.^I  linger  among  ibi  creaking  rafteri, 
like  the  last  rat»  It  will  topple  downj  if  they  don't  get  some 
Buttresses,  They  have  pulPd  down  three,  W.  Hazlitt,  Proctor, 
and  their  best  stay*  kind  light  hearted  Wainwright — their  Janus, 
The  best  is,  neither  of  our  fortunes  is  concerned  in  it. 

1  heard  of  you  from  Mr.  Pulham  this  moining,  and  that  gave  a 
HUip  to  my  Lazine^,   which  has  been  uitolerable.      But  I  am  ao 
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tAken  up  with  pruning  and  gardenings  quite  a  new  sort  of  occupa- 
tion to  me,  I  have  gatber'd  my  Jargonek,  but  ray  Windsor  Peara 
are  backward.  The  former  were  of  exquisite  raciness,  I  do  now 
sit  under  iny  own  ^ine,  and  contemplate  the  growth  of  vegetable 
tiature.  I  can  now  undei-stand  in  what  sense  they  speak  of 
Father  Ai>.^m,  I  recognise  the  paternity,  while  f  watch  my 
tuHps.  I  a!mofit  Fkll  with  him,  for  the  first  day  I  turned  a 
drunken  gard'ner  (as  he  let  in  the  serj^ent)  into  my  Eden^  and  he 
laid  about  him,  lopping  off  some  choice  boughs,  ^c^  which  hung 
over  from  a  neighbor's  garden,  and  in  hi.s  blind  zeal  laid  waste  a 
shade^  which  had  sheltered  their  window  from  the  gaze  of  passers 
by.  The  old  gentlewoman  (fury  made  her  not  handsome)  could 
scaireJy  be  reconciled  by  all  my  fine  wordtj.  There  was  no  buttering 
her  parsnips*  She  talkM  of  the  Law.  What  a  lapse  to  commit 
on  the  tirst  day  of  my  happy  ^'  garden-state." 

[  hope  you  trammittecf  the  Fox-Journal  to  its  Owner  with 
suitable  thanks. 

Mr.  C«kry,  the  Dante-man,  dines  with  me  to-day.  He  is  a  model 
of  a  country  Parson,  lean  (as  a  Curate  ought  to  be),  modest,  sensible^ 
DO  obtruder  of  church  dogmas,  quite  a  different  man  from  Southey, 
— you  would  like  him* 

Pray  accept  this  for  a  Letter,  and  believe  me  with  sincere  regards 

Yours  C.  L. 

Note 

["  Your  kind  sonnet/'  Barton's  well-known  sonnet  to  Elia 
(qnoted  on  page  645)  had  been  printed  in  the  London  Magazine 
long  before — in  the  previous  February.  I  do  not  identify  this  one 
among  his  writings. 

«  I  have  a  Cottage,"    This  cottage  still  stands  (1904).     Within  it 

Buch  as  in  Lamb's  day,  but  outwardly  changed,  for  a  new  house 
been  built  on  one  side  and  it  in  thus  no  longer  detached.  The 
New  Biver  still  runs  before  it,  but  subt^rraneously*  There  is  no 
tablet  on  the  house ;  there  is  no  tablet  on  any  of  Lamh^s  houses^ 

Barton  was  so  attracted  by  one  at  least  of  Lamb's  similes  that, 
1  fancy,  he  borrowed  it  for  an  account  of  his  grandfather's  house 
at  Tottenham  which  he  wrote  some  time  later  ;  for  I  find  that 
gentleman '»  garden  de^ribed  as  "equal  to  that  of  old  Alcinous." 

''Kind  light  hearted  Wainwright,"  Lamb  has  caused  much 
ntrprise  by  using  such  words  of  one  who  was  destined  to 
becx>me  almost  the  most  cold-blooded  criminal  in  English  history; 
but,  as  Hartley  Coleridge  wrote  in  another  connection,  it  was 
lamb's  way  to  take  things  by  the  better  handle,  and  Wainewright's 
woi^e  faults  in  those  days  seem  to  have  been  extravagance  and 
affectation.     Lamb  at  any  rate  hked  him  and  Wainewright  was 
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Eroud  to  be  on  a  footing  with  Elia  and  his  sister^  as  we  know  fron 
ia  writings*     Wainewright  at  this  time  was  not  quite  twenty-nine  ;1 
he  had  painted  several  pictures,  some  of  which  were  accepted  by 
the  academy,  and  he  had  written  a  number  of  essays  over  severa' 
different  pseudonyms,  chief  of  which  was  Janus  Weathercock.     Hi 
lived  in  Great  Marlborough  Street  in  some  style  and  there  enter-, 
tained  many  literary  men,  among  them  Lamb.     It  was  not  untill 
18^  that  his  criminal  career  b^an. 

**  Mr.  Pulham  " — Brook  Fulham  of  the  India  House,  who  mad« 
the  caricature  etching  of  Elia. 

**  While  I  watch  my  tulips."  Lamb  is,  of  course,  embroiderir^ 
here^  but  we  have  it  on  the  authority  of  George  Daniel,  the  antiquary^  J 
that  with  his  removal  to  Colebroote  Cottage  began  an  interest  inl 
horticulture,  particularly  in  roses. 

"  Garden-state*"     From  Marvell's  "  Garden,"  verse  8,  line  1 : — 

Such  w^s  that  h^ppy  garden -state. 

«Mr.  Cary."    The  Rev.  Henry  Francis  Cary  (177^-1844),  the 
translator  of   Dante    and    afterwards,    18^,    Assbtant-Keeper 
the  Printed  Books  in  the  British  Museum.     A  regular  contributorl 
to  the  London  Magazine.] 

LETTERS  307  TO  310 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[Dated  at  end :  Sept.  6  [1S23].] 

DEAR  Alsop — I  am  snugly  seated  at  the  cottage;    Mary  ti 
well  but  weak,  imd  comes  home  on  Monday ;  she  will  soonj 
be  strong  enough  to  see  her  friends  here*     In  the  mean  time  will] 
you  dine  with  me  at  |  past  four  to-morrow  ?     Ayrton  and   Mr.| 
Bumey  are  coming. 

Cblebrook  Cottage,  left  hand  side^  end  of  Colebrook  Row  on  tfa«| 
western  brink  of  the  New  River,  a  detach'd  whitish  house. 

No  answer  i^  required  but  come  if  you  can.  C*  Lamb, 

Saturday  6th  Sep. 

I  called  on  you  on  Sunday.     Respcts  to  Mrs,  A,  &  boy* 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[F*M. :  Sept.  9,  i8z3.] 

Ti  yT  Y  dear  A. — I  am  going  to  ask  you  to  do  me  the  greatest] 
IVX      favour  which  a  man  can  do  to  another.     I  want  to  make 
my  will,  and  to  leave  my  property  in  trust  for  my  sister.     N.B* 
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I  am  not  therefore  going  to  die, — Would  it  be  unpleasant  for  you  to 
be  named  for  one  ?  The  other  two  I  shall  b^  the  same  favor  of  are 
Talfourd  and  Proctor.  If  you  feel  reluctant,  tell  me^  and  it  sha*n't 
abate  one  jot  of  ray  friendly  feeling  toward  you. 

Yours  ever,  C.  Lamb. 

E,  L  Hoasc,  Aug.  [i.*.,  Sept*]  g,  1833* 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[¥M,  September  lo^  1823.] 

MY  dear  A. — Your  kindness  in  accepting  my  request  no  words 
of  mine  can  repay.  It  has  made  you  overflow  into  some 
romance  which  I  should  have  checked  at  another  time.  I  hope  it 
may  be  in  the  scheme  of  Providence  that  my  sister  may  go  first 
(if  ever  so  little  a  precedence),  niy:^lf  next,  and  my  good  Ex^s 
survive  to  rememb^  us  with  kindness  many  years.  God  bless  you. 
I  will  set  Proctor  about  the  will  forthwith.  C.  Lam&. 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[September  I  18^3.] 

DEAR  A. — Your  Cheese  k  the  best  I  ever  tasted ;  Mary  will 
tell  you  so  hereafter.  She  k  at  home,  but  has  disappointed 
tne.  She  has  gone  back  rather  than  improved ,  However,  she  has  sense 
eooiigb  to  value  tlie  present,  for  she  is  greatly  fond  of  Stilton. 
Yours  is  the  delicatest  rain-bow-hued  melting  piece  I  ever  flavoured* 
Believe  me.  I  took  it  the  more  kindly,  following  so  great  a  kindne^. 
Depend  upon^t,  youra  shall  be  one  of  the  first  nouses  we  shall 
pr^ent  ourselves  at>  when  we  have  got  our  Bill  of  Health. 
Being  both  yours  and  Mm.  Allsop^s  truly,  C.  L.  &  M,  L* 

Note 

[AJlsop  and  Procter  may  have  been  named  as  executors  of  Lamb's 
^1  at  one  time,  but  when  it  came  to  be  proved  the  executozB  were 
Ifourd  and  Ryle,  a  fellow-clerk  in  the  India  House.] 


LETTER  311 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[p.m.  September  17,  1823*] 

DEAR  Sir^ — I  have  again  been  reading  your  stanzas  on  Bloom- 
fleld,  which  are  the  most  appropriate  that  can  be  imagined^ 
»»eet  with  Doric  delicacy.     I  like  that 
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0 

just  hinting  at  the  fault  of  the  Grecian,     I  love  that  stanza  ending 

with  ^^ 

Words  phrases  fashions  pass  away  ;  ^^H 

But  Truth  and  nature  live  through  all*  ^^B 

But  I  shall  omit  in  my  own  copy  the  one  stanza  which  alludes  to 
Lord  B,— r  suppose.  It  s<poils  tbe  sweetnea^  and  oneness  of  the 
feeling.  Cannot  we  think  of  Burns,  or  Thompson,  without  sullying 
the  thought  with  a  reflection  out  of  place  upon  Lord  Rochester? 
These  verses  might  have  been  inscribed  upon  a  tomb ;  are  in  fact 
an  epitaph  ;  satire  does  not  look  pretty  upon  a  tombstone.  Besides, 
there  is  a  quotation  in  it,  always  bad  in  verse ;  seldom  advisable  in 
prone. 

I  doubt  if  their  having  been  in  a  Paper  will  not  prevent  T.  and 
H,  from  ia'^rtion,  but  I  shall  have  a  thing  to  send  in  a  day  or  two, 
and  shall  try  them.  Omitting  that  stan^  a  very  littU  alteration 
is  wantg  in  the  beginns  of  the  next.  You  see,  I  use  freedom. 
How  happily  (I  flatter  not  f)  you  have  bro*  in  his  subjects;  and, 
{I  mippose)  his  favorite  measure,  though  1  am  not  act[uainted  with 
any  of  his  writings  but  the  Farmer's  Boy.  He  dined  witli  me  once, 
and  his  manners  took  me  exceedingly. 

I  rejoyce  that  you  forgive  my  long  silence.  I  continue  to  estimate 
my  own-roof  comforLs  highly.  How  could  I  remain  all  my  life  a 
lodger!  My  garden  thrives  (I  am  told)  tho'  I  have  yet  reaped 
nothing  but  some  tiny  sallad,  and  withered  carrots.  But  a  garden's 
a  garden  anywhere,  and  twice  a  garden  in  London. 

Somehow  I  cannot  relish  that  word  Horkey.  Cannot  you  supply 
it  by  circumlocution,  and  direct  the  reader'  by  a  note  to  explain 
that  it  means  tlie  Horkey.      But  Hotkey  choaks  me  in  the  Text. 

It  raises  cto^vlLs  of  mean  associations,  Hawking  and  sp ^g,  Gauky, 

Stalky,  Maukin.  ITie  sound  is  every  thing,  in  such  dulcet  modula- 
tions 'specially.     I  like 

GObert  Mcldrtim^s  sterner  toneSf 

without  knowing  who  Gilliert  Meldrum  is.  You  have  slipt  in  your 
rhvTues  as  if  they  grew  there,  so  natural -artificially,  or  artificial- 
naturally.     There's  a  >nle  phrase. 

Do  you  go  on  with  your  Quaker  Sotmets — [to]  have  'em  ready 
with  Southey's  Book  of  the  Church  ?  I  meditate  a  letter  to  S.  in 
tbe  London,  which  jjerhaps  will  meet  the  fate  of  the  Sonnet. 

Excuse  my  brevity,  for  I  write  painfully  at  office,  liable  to  100 
<mLlings  off  And  1  can  never  sit  down  to  an  epistle  elsewhere.  I 
read  or  walk.  If  you  return  this  letter  to  the  Post  Office,  I  think 
they  will  return  4^,  seeing  it  is  but  half  a  one.  Believe  me  tho' 
entirely  youi^  C.  Lj| 
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Note 
[Barton's   *'  V^'ses  to  the  Memoiy  of  Bloomfield,  the  Suffolk 
Poet"  (who  died  in  August,  1828),  were  printed  in  book  form  in 
his  Poetic  VigUSy  1834.    This  is  the  stanza  that  Lamb  most 
Uked :— 

It  is  Qoi  <]uamt  ajid  local  terms 

Bcsprmlcled  o'er  tby  rustic  lay, 
Though  well  Buch  dialect  confirms 

Ita  power  tinlctter'd  itiinds  to  sway« 
It  is  not  tktie  that  most  dispUy 

Thy  sweetest  charms,  thy  gentlest  thrail, — 
Wor^s,  phrase&t  fashions,  pass  away, 

Bui  Truth  and  Nature  Uvc  through  all. 

The  stanza  refeiTing  to  B\Tan  was  not  reprinted,  nor  vtm  the  word 
Horkey,  which  means  Harvest  Home  in  Suffolk.  Gilbo-t  Meldrmn 
i»  a  character  in  one  of  BIoonifield*>j  RuraX  Tides. 

"Seldom  advii^ble  in  prose,"  Ijamb's  editors  would  have  a 
lighter  task  had  he  practised  this  precept, 

"  Quaker    Sonnets.*'      Barton   did    not  carry  ont   this  project 
^Ayutbev's  Book  of  the  Church  was  published  in  18£4. 
■F**  I  m^itate  a  letter  to  S,"     The  *'  Letter  of  Elia  to  Mr.  Southey  " 
f    was  published  in  the  London  Magazine  for  October*  1823,] 

I  LETTER  S12 

^H  (Fragment) 

^^^-  CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  LLOYD 

^^^^^P  [No  date,    Aiiturorv  tB^y] 

"VrOUR  lines  are  not  to  be  understood  reading  on  one  leg.     They 
X       are  s^iauous^  and  to  be  won  with  wrestling,     I  assure  you 
m  sincerity  that  nothing  you   have  done  has  given   me  greater 
sati^action.     Your  obscurity,  where  you  are  dark^  which  k  seldom, 
tt  that  of  too  much  meanings  not  the  jminfu!  olsscurity  which  no 
toil  of  the  reader  can  dissipate  ;  not  the  dead  vacuum  and  flounder- 
ing place  in  which   imagination    finds    no   footing;    it  is  not  the 
dimness  of  positive  darkness,  but  of  distance ;   and  he  that  reads 
Mid  not  diacemi*  must  get  a  better  pair  of  spectacles*     I  admire 
fcTer)  piece  in  the  collection ;  I  cannot  say  the  first  is  best ;   when 
I  do  50,  the  last  read  rises  up  in  judgment.     To  your  Mother — to 
your  Sister — to  Mary  dead — they  are  all  weighty  with  thought  and 
tmder  with  sentiment.     Your  poetry  is  like  no  other  : — those  cursed 
Drjadft  and  Pagan  trumperiesi  of  modem  verse  have  put  me  out  of 
conceit  of  the  very  name  of  poetry.     Your  versai  are  as  good  and 
M  wholesome  as  prose ;  and  I  have  made  a  sad  blunder  if  I  do  not 
leave  you  with  an  impression  that  your  present  is  rarely  valued. 

Chaeles  Lamb. 
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Note 

[Thi«  scmp  is  in  Selections  from  the  Poems  and  Letisrs  o/l 
Bernard  Barton^  1849,  edited  by  EdwM*d  FitzGterald  and  Lucyf 
Barton.      Lloyd  says :    **  I  had  a  very  ample   t^tiraoDy  from  C. 
Lamb   to   the  character  of  my  last  little  volume.      I    will    tran- 
scribe to  you  what  he  says>  as  it  is  but  a  note^  and  his  manner  is 
always  so  original,  that  I  am  sure  the  introduction  of  the  merest 
trifle  from  his  pen  will  well  compensate  for  the  aljaence  of  anv-thing 
of  mine,"     The  volume  was  Poema^  1823>  one  of  the  chief  o^  which 
was  *'  Stanzas  on  the  Difficulty  with  which,  in  Youth,  we  Bring  Home  i 
to  our  Habitual  Consciousness^  the  Idea  of  Death,"  to  which  Lloyd 
appended  the  following  sentence  from  Elia's  essay  on  "  New  Year's 
Eve,"  as  motto :  **  Not  childhood  alone,  but  tne  young  man  till 
thirty,  never   feels  practically  that  be  is  mortal.     He  knows  it 
indeed,  and,  if  need  were,  he  could  preach  a  homily  on  the  fragility 
of  life ;  hut  he  brings  it  not  home  to  himself,  any  more  than  in  a  I 
hot  June,  we  can  appropriate  to  our  imagination  the  freezing  day*  j 
of  December."] 

LETTER  313 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  REV,  H,  F,  GARY 

India  Office,  I4lh  Oct,  tSzj. 

DEAR  Sir,— If  convenient,  will  you  give  us  house  room  on 
Saturday  next  ?     I  can  sleep  anywhere.     If  another  Sunday 
suit  you  better,  pray  let  me  know.     We  were  talking  of  Roast 
Shoiuder  of  Mutton  with  onion  sauce ;  but  I  scorn  to  prescribe  toj 
the  hospitalities  of  mine  host. 

With  respects  to  Mrs.  C,  yours  ^uly^  C.  Lamb« 


LETTER  614 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[No  date.    ?Oct,»  t8^3,] 

DEAR  Sir — Mary  has  eot  a  cold,  and  the  nights  are  dreadfiil  |1 
but  at  the  first  indication  of  Spring  {(Uiaa  the  first  dry 
weather  in  Nov^  early)  it  is  our  intention  to  surprise  you  early  sor 
evens. 

Believe  me,  most  truly  yours, 

C.  L. 
Tbe  Cottage,  Saturday  night. 
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Msaj  regreta  very  much  Mrs.  Allsop's  fruitl^s  visit.  It  made 
her  swear  1     She  was  gone  to  visit  Miss  Hutchinsti,  whom  she  found 

OtJT, 

LETTEE  S15 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  X  B.  DIBDIN 

Y  dear  Sir — Your  Pig  wmekpieture  of  a  pig,  and  your  Picture 
a  pig  of  a  picture.  The  former  was  delicious  but  evanescent, 
like  a  hearty  fit  of  mirth,  or  the  crackling  of  thoms  under  a  pot ;  but 
the  latter  is  an  idea^  and  abideth,  I  never  before  saw  swine  upon 
sattin.  And  then  that  pretty  strawy  canopy  about  him  1  he  seems 
to  purr  (rather  than  grant)  his  satinfaction.  Such  a  gentlemanlike 
porker  too  !  Morland's  are  absolutely  clowns  to  it.  Who  the  deuce 
painted  it  ? 

I  have  ordered  a  little  gilt  shrine  for  it,  and  n^an  to  wear  it  for 
a  locket  i  a  shirt-pig. 

I  admire  the  petty- toes  shrouded  in  a  veil  of  something,,  not  mtwJ, 
but  that  warm  soft  consistency  with  [?  which]  the  dust  takes  in 
Elysium  after  a  spring  eliower— it  perfectly  engloves  them. 

1  cannot  enough  thaiik  you  and  your  country  friend  for  the  deli- 
cate double  present^the  Utile  et  Decorum — three  times  have  I 
attempted  to  write  this  sentence  and  failed ;  which  shows  that  I  am 
not  cut  out  for  a  pedant. 

Svr 

(as  I  say  to  Soutbey)  wilt  you  come  and  see  us  at  our  poor 
cottage  of  Colebrook  to  tea  tomorrow  evening,  as  early  as  six  ?  I 
have  some  friends  coming  at  that  hour^ — 

The  panoply  which  covered  j^our  material  pig  shall  be  forth- 
coming— The  pig  pictorial,  with  its  trappingSj  aom^ticate  with  me. 

Your  greatly  obliged 

Elia. 


Tuesdy, 


Note 


[**The  crackling  of  thoms  "  (Eccles.  vii.  6). 
**  Morland*s  " — George  Morland,  the  painter. 
**  Utile  et  DecorwnL"    A  very  common  tag.     But  Lamb  may 
have  been  thinking  of — 

Duke  et  decorum  eit  pro  p&tri^  mori* 

Horace,  0d4i,  III,,  il,  13. 

"  Svr  (aa  I  say  to  Southey),"    Elia'a  Letter  in  the  London  Maga- 
mM  begins  thus.] 
VOL-  vu- — 42 
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LETTER  316 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SARAH  HAZLITT 


[No  date     £»ly  November,  iSai>] 

DEAR  Mrs*  H.,— Sitting  down  to  write  a  letter  is  such  a  painful 
operatioD  to  Mary^  txiat  you  muist  accept  me  as  her  prosy. 
You  have  seen  our  house.  What  I  now  tell  you  is  literally  true. 
Yesterday  week  George  Dyer  called  upon  us^  at  one  o'clock  (bright 
noon  day)  on  his  way  to  dtne  with  Mr^.  Barbauld  at  Newington. 
He  sat  with  Mary  about  half  an  hour,  and  took  leave.  The  maid 
saw  him  go  out  from  her  kitchen  window;  but  suddenly  losing 
sight  of  him,  ran  up  in  a  fright  to  Mary.  G.  D,,  instead  of  keeping 
the  slip  that  leads  to  the  gate,  had  aeliberately,  staff  in  hand,  in 
broad  open  day,  marched  into  the  New  River.  He  had  not  hii 
spectacles  on^  and  you  know  his  absence.  Who  helped  him  out, 
tney  can  hardty  tell ;  but  between  'era  they  got  him  out,  drenched 
thro'  and  thro.  A  mob  collected  by  that  time,  and  accompanied 
him  in.  "  Send  for  the  Doctor  \ "  they  said  :  and  a  one-eyed  fellow, 
dirty  and  drunk,  was  fetched  from  the  Public  House  at  the  end, 
where  it  seems  he  lurks,  for  the  sake  of  picking  up  water  practice, 
having  formerly  had  a  medal  from  the  Humane  Society  for  some 
rescue.  By  his  advice,  the  patient  was  put  between  blankets ;  and 
when  I  came  home  atfour  to  dinner,  I  found  G,  D.  a-bed,  and  raving, 
li^ht-headed  with  the  brandy-and-water  which  the  doctor  had  ad- 
ministered. He  sung,  laughed,  whimpered,  screamed,  babbled  of 
guardian  angels,  would  get  up  and  go  home;  but  we  kept  him 
there  by  force ;  and  by  nest  morning  he  departed  sobered,  and  seems 
to  have  received  no  injury.  All  my  friends  ai^  open-mouthed  about 
having  paling  before  the  river,  but  I  cannot  see  that,  because  a 
,  .  ,  lunatic  chooses  to  walk  into  a  river  with  his  eves  open  at  raid- 
day^  I  am  any  the  more  Hkely  to  be  drowned  in  it,  coming  home 
at  midnight 

I  had  the  honour  of  dining  at  the  Mansion  House  on  Thursday 
last,  by  special  card  from  the  Lord  Mayor,  who  never  saw  my  face, 
nor  I  his ;  and  all  from  being  a  writer  in  a  magazine  1  The  dinner 
costly,  served  on  massy  plate,  champagne,  pines,  &c. ;  forty -seven 
present,  among  whom  the  Chairman  and  two  other  directors  of  the 
India  Company.  There's  for  yoiil  and  got  away  pretty  sober! 
Quite  saved  my  credit! 

We  continue  to  like  our  house  prodigiously.  Does  Mary  Hazlitt 
go  on  with  her  novel,  or  has  she  b^un  another  ?     1  would  not  dis- 
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eourmge  her,  tho'  we  continue  to  think  it  (so  far)  io  its  present  state 
not  saleable. 
Our  kind  remembrances  to  her  and  hers  and  you  and  yours. — 

Yours  truiy^  C.  Lamb. 

I  am  pleased  that  H.  liked  my  letter  to  the  Laureate. 

Note 

[Addressed  to  *'  Mrs.  Hazlitt,  Alphiiigton,  near  Exeter." 

This  letter  is  the  first  draft  of  the  Elia  essay  **  Amicus  RedU 
vivus,"  which  was  printed  in  the  London  Magazine  in  December, 
18^.  George  Dyer,  who  was  then  sixty-eight,  had  been  getting 
blind  steadily  for  some  yearn,  A  visit  to  Lamb^s  cottage  to-day 
(the  little  end  white  house  in  the  accompanying  picture) »  bearing 
in  mind  that  the  ribbon  of  green  between  iron  railings  that  exteiwS 
along  Colebrooke  How  was  at  that  time  an  open  stream,  will  make 
the  nature  of  G*  D.'s  misadventure  quite  plain, 

"  Mary  Hazlitt " — the  daughter  of  John  Hazlitt,  the  essayist's 
brother.     See  Letter  S27, 

**  I  am  pleased  that  H.  liked  my  letter  to  the  Laureate."  Hazlitt 
wrote,  in  the  essay  "  On  the  Pleasures  of  Hating/*  *'  I  think  I  must 
be  friends  with  Lamb  again,  since  he  has  written  that  magnanimous 
Letter  to  Southey,  and  told  him  a  piece  of  hb  mind  I  "  Coleridge 
also  approved  of  it,  and  Crabb  Robinson's  praise  was  excessive.] 


LETTER  SI  7 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  ROBERT  SOUTHEY 

E.  L  H.,  ai*t  November,  iSaj. 


E\EAR  Southey, — ^The  kindness  of  your  note  has  melted  away  the 
/  mist  which  was  upon  me.  I  have  been  fighting  against  a 
dow.  That  accursed  "Quarterly  Review"  haa  vexal  me  by  a 
tuitous  speaking,  of  its  own  knowledge,  that  the  **  Confessions 
of  a  Drunkard  "  was  a  genuine  description  of  the  state  of  the  writer. 
Little  things,  that  are  not  ill  meant,  may  produce  much  ilL  That 
might  have  injured  me  alive  and  dead*  I  am  in  a  public  office,  and 
my  life  is  insured.  I  was  prepared  for  anger,  and  I  thought  I  saw, 
in  a  few  obnoxious  words,  a  hard  case  of  repetition  directed  against 
me.  I  wished  both  magaxine  and  review  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
1  shall  be  ashamed  to  see  you,  and  my  sister  (though  innocent)  will 
be  still  more  so ;  for  the  follj  was  done  without  her  knowledge^  and 
has  made  her  uneasy  ever  since.  My  guardian  angel  wa^  absent  at 
that  time. 
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I  will  muster  up  courage  to  see  jou^  however^  any  day  next  week 
(Wedn^day  excepted)-  We  shall  hope  that  you  will  bring  Edith 
with  you*  That  will  be  a  second  mortifiGation*  She  will  hate  to 
see  us  *  but  come  and  heap  embers.  We  deserve  it,  I  for  what  Vve 
done,  and  she  for  being  my  sister. 

Do  come  early  in  the  day^  by  sun-light,  that  you  may  see  my 
Milton. 

I  am  at  Colebrook  Cottage,  Colebrook  Row,  Islington.  A  de- 
tached whitish  house^  close  to  the  New  River,  end  of  Colebrook 
Terrace,  left  hand  from  Sadler's  Welb. 

Will  you  let  me  know  the  day  before  ? 

Your  penitent  C*  Lamb. 

P.S. — I  do  not  think  yoar  handwriting  at  all  like  Hunt*s*  I  do 
not  think  many  things  I  did  think. 

Note 

[For  the  right  appreciation  of  this  letter  Elia'a  Letter  to  Southey 
must  he  read  (see  Vol.  L  of  the  present  edition,  page  ^26),  It  was 
hani  hitting,  and  though  Lamb  would  perhaps  have  been  wiser  had 
he  held  his  hand,  yet  Southey  had  taken  an  offensive  line  of  moral 
superiority  and  rebuke,  and  much  that  wa^  said  by  Lamb  was 
justified. 

Southey*s  reply,  which  1  am  permitted  by  Miss  Warter  to  print, 
i-an  thus:— 

My  Dear  Lamb — On  Monday  I  saw  your  letter  in  the  Londott  Magazine ,  which 
I  hp^d  not  before  had  ^n  opportunity  of  i^eeing,  und  I  now  taJce  the  lirst  interval  of 
leisure  for  replying  to  it 

Nothing  could  be  further  from  my  mind  Ihati  any  intention  or  Apprehension  of 
any  way  offending  or  injurmg  a  man  concerning  whom  I  have  never  spoken,  thought, 
or  felt  otherwise  than  with  affection,  esteem,  and  admiration. 

If  you  had  let  me  know  in  any  private  or  friendly  manner  that  you  felt  wounded 
by  a  sentence  in  which  nothing  but  kindne^a  was  intended — or  that  you  found  h 
might  injure  the  fsale  of  your  book — I  would  most  readily  and  gladly  have  inserted 
a  note  in  the  ne^ct  Review  to  qualify  and  expUin  what  had  hurt  you. 

You  have  made  this  impossible,  and  I  am  sorry  for  it^  But  I  will  not  engage  in 
controversy  with  you  to  make  sport  for  the  Philistine&. 

The  provocation  must  be  strong  indeed  that  can  rouse  me  to  da  thh,  even  with  an 
enemy.  And  if  you  can  forgive  an  unintended  offence  as  heartily  as  I  do  the  way  in 
which  you  have  resented  it,  there  will  be  nothing  to  prevent  our  meeting  a$  we  have 
heretofore  done,  and  feeling  towards  each  other  as  we  have  always  been  wont  to  do. 

Only  signify  a  correspondent  willingness  on  your  part,  and  send  me  your  address, 
and  my  first  business  next  week  shall  be  to  reach  your  door,  and  shake  handa  with 
you  ind  your  sister.  Remember  me  to  her  most  kindly  and  believe  me — Youcs, 
with  unabated  esteem  and  regardis,  Robert  Souths y. 

The  matter  clewed  with  this  exchange  of  letters,  and  no  hostility 
remained  on  either  side. 

Lamh's  quan^el  with  the  Quarterly  began  in  1811,  when  id  & 
review  of  Weber's  edition  of  Ford  Lamb  was  describe  as  a  *'  poca* 
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maniac."  It  was  renewed  in  1814,  when  his  article  on  Woitisworth's 
Sxeu/raion  was  mutilated.  It  broke  out  aj^ain  in  18^,  as  Lamb 
savs  here,  when  a  reviewer  of  Reid'a  treatise  on  HypockondriaMa 
and  other  Nervous  Affections  (suppofied  to  be  Dr.  Gooch,  a  friend 
of  Dr.  Henry  Soutbe/s)  referred  to  Lamb's  ''Confessions  of  a  Drunk- 
aitl*'  (see  Vol.  L  of  the  present  edition,  page  ISS)  as  being,  from 
his  own  knowledge,  true.  Thus  Lamb's  patience  was  naturally  at 
breaking  point  when  his  own  friend  Sonthey  attacked  Elia  a  few 
numbers  later, 

"  I  do  not  think  j^ur  handwriting  at  all  like  Hunt's/*  l^mb 
had  said,  in  the  Letter,  of  Leigh  Himt;  "His  hand-writing  is  so  much 
the  same  with  your  own,  that  I  have  opened  more  than  one  letter  of 
hi%  hoping,  nay,  not  doubting,  but  it  was  from  you,  and  have  been 
disappointed  (he  will  bear  with  my  saying  so)  at  the  discovery  of  my 
error*  ] 


LETTER  318 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[f.m.  November  33,  tSaj,] 

DEAR  B.  B, — I  am  ashamed  at  not  acknowledging  your  kind 
little  poem^  which  I  must  needs  like  much,  but  I  protest  I 
thought  I  had  done  it  at  the  moment.  Is  it  possible  a  letter  has 
miM^rried  ?  Did  you  ^t  one  in  which  I  sent  you  an  extract  from 
tbe  poems  of  Lord  Sterling  ?  I  should  wonder  if  jou  did,  for  I  sent 
you  none  such. — There  was  an  incipient  lye  strangled  in  the  birth. 
Some  people's  conscience  is  so  tender !  But  in  plain  truth  I  thank 
YOU  very  much  for  the  verges.  I  have  a  very  kind  letter  from  the 
Laureat,  with  a  self-invitation  to  come  and  shake  hands  with  me. 
This  i»  truly  handsome  and  noble,  Tis  worthy  of  my  old  idea  of 
Sonthey.     ShaH  not  I^  think  you,  be  covered  with  a  red  suffusion  ? 

You  are  too  much  apprehensive  of  your  complaint.  I  know  many 
that  are  always  ailing  of  it,  and  live  on  to  a  good  old  age.  1  know  a 
merry  fellow  (you  partly  know  him)  who  when  his  Medical  Adviser 
totd  him  be  had  orunk  away  all  that  po/rt^  congratulated  himself 
(now  his  liver  was  gone)  that  he  should  be  the  longest  liver  of 
the  two.  The  best  way  in  these  cases  is  to  keep  yourself  as  ignorant 
as  you  can — ^as  ignorant  as  the  world  was  before  Galen ^-of  the 
entire  inner  construction  of  the  Animal  Man — not  to  be  conscious 
of  a  midrifT— to  hold  kidneys  (mve  of  sheep  and  swine)  to  lie  an 
agr^^ble  Action — not  to  Icnow  whereabout  the  gall  grows — to 
account  the  ciiculation  of  the  blood  an  idle  whimsey  of  Harvey's — 
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to  acknowledge  do  mechanisoi  not  Tisible.  For,  once  fix  the  seat 
of  your  disorder^  and  your  fancies  flux  into  it  like  bad  humours. 
Tliose  medical  gentries  chuse  each  his  favourite  part — one  takes  the 
Iimgs— another  the  aforesaid  liver — Mid  refer  to  that  whatever  in 
the  animal  economy  is  amiss.  Above  all,  use  exercise,  take  a  little 
more  spirituous  liquors,  leam  to  smoke,  continue  to  keep  a  good 
conscience,  and  avoid  tampering  with  hard  terms  of  art — viscosity, 
scliiroasity*  and  those  bagbears,  by  which  simple  patienb  are  seared 
into  their  grave.  Believe  the  general  sense  or  the  mercantile  world, 
which  holds  that  desks  are  not  deadly.  It  is  the  mind,  good  B.  B*» 
and  not  the  limbs,  that  taints  by  long  sitting.  Think  of  the 
patience  of  taylors — think  how  long  the  Chancellor  sits — think  of 
the  Brooding  Hen. 

I  protest  i  cannot  answer  thy  Sister*s  kind  enquiry,  but  I  judge 
I  ahall  put  forth  no  second  volume.  More  praise  than  buy,  and  T, 
and  H.  are  not  particularly  disposed  for  Martyrs, 

Thou  wilt  see  a  funny  passage,  and  yet  a  true  History,  of  G^>i:^ 
Dyer's  Aquatic  Incursion,  in  the  next  **  London,"  Beware  his  fate, 
when  thou  comes t  to  see  me  at  my  Colebrook  Cottage.  I  have 
filled  my  little  space  with  my  little  thoughts.  I  wish  thee  ease 
on  thy  sofa,  but  not  too  much  indulgence  on  it.  From  my  poor 
desk,  thy  fellow*sufFemr  this  bright  November,  C.  L. 

Note 

[Again  I  do  not  identify  the  kind  little  poem.  It  may  have  been 
a  trifle  enclosed  in  %  letter,  which  Barton  did  not  print  and  Lamb 
destroyed.] 


LETTER  319 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  W.  HARRISON  AINSWORTH 

India- House,  9th  DeCt,  iS2>j| 
(If  I  had  time  I  would  go  over  this  letter  again,  and  dot  all  my  i'i^ 

DEAR  Sir,^^I  should  have  thi^ked  you  for  your  Books  and 
Compliments  sooner,  but  have  been  waiting  for  a  rei-Tse  to 
be  sent,  which  does  not  come,  tho'  I  returned  tlie  proof  on  the 
rec^it  of  your  letter,  I  have  read  Warner  with  great  pleasure. 
What  an  elaborate  piece  of  alliteration  and  antithesis  i  why  it  must 
have  been  a  labour  far  above  the  most  difficult  versification.  There 
is  a  fine  simile  of  or  picture  of  Semiramis  arming  to  i-epel  a  siege, 
I  do  not  mean  to  k^p  the  Book,  for  I  suspect  you  are  formmg  a 
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curious  collectioo,  and  I  do  not  pretend  to  any  thing  of  the  kind, 
I  have  not  a  Blackletter  Book  among  mine»  old  Chaucer  excepted, 
.and  am  not  Bibliomanist  enough  to  like  Blackletter,     It  is  painful 
[to  read.      Therefore  I  must  insi'5t  on  returning  it  at  opportunity! 
not  from  contumacity  and  reluctance  to  be  oblig'd,  but  because  it 
'must  suit  jon  better  than  me.     The  loss  of  a  present  from  should 
never  exceed  the  gain  of  a  present  to.     I  hold  this  maxim  infallible 
in  the  accepting  Line.      I  read  your  Magazines  with  satisfaction, 
1 1  throughly  agree  with  you  as  to  the  German  Faust,  as  far  [as]  I 
[can  do  justice  to  it  from  an  English  translation.     "Tis  a  disagree- 
^able  canting  tale  of  Seduction,  which  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
Spirit  of  Faustus — Curiosity*     Was  the  dark  secret  to  be  explored 
to  end  in  the  seducing  of  a  weak  girU  which  might  have  been  accom- 
plished bv  earthly  agency?      Wneii  Marlow  gives  his  Faustus  a 
mistress,  he  flies  nim  at  Helen,  flower  of  Greece,  to  be  sure^  and 
not  at  Miss  Betsy,  or  Mm  Sally  Thoughtless. 

"  Cut  IB  the  branch  that  bore  the  goodly  fhiitt 
And  withered  is  Apollo's  Uuret  tree: 
Faustus  IS  dead/* 

What  a  noble  natural  transition  from  metaphor  to  plain  speaking  I 
as  if  the  figurative  had  flagged  in  de^ription  of  such  a  Less,  and 
was  reduced  to  tell  the  fact  simply. — 

I  must  now  thank  you  for  your  very  kind  invitation.  It  is  not 
out  of  prospect  that  I  may  see  Manchester  some  day,  and  then  I 
will  avail  myself  of  your  kindness.  But  Holyd^fs  ai'e  scarce  things 
with  me,  and  the  Laws  of  attendance  are  getting  stronger  and 
stronger  at  LeadenbalL  But  I  shall  bear  it  in  mind.  Meantime 
something  may  (more  probably)  bring  you  to  town,  where  I  shall 
be  happy  to  see  you.  I  am  always  to  be  found  (alas  1)  at  my  desk 
in  the  forepart  of  the  day. 

I  wonder  why  they  do  not  send  the  revise-  I  leave  late  at  office, 
and  my  abode  lies  out  of  the  way,  or  I  should  have  seen  about  it. 
If  you  are  impatient,  Perhaps  a  Line  to  the  Printer,  directing  him 
to  send  it  me,  at  Accountant's  Office,  may  answer.  You  will  see 
by  the  scrawl  that  I  only  snatch  a  few  minutes  from  intermitting 
Busings. 

Your  oblig,  Ser.,  C.  Lamb. 

Note 

[  Ainsworth  had  sent  Lamb  William  Wamer^s  Syrinx ;  or,  A 
Sevenfold  History,  1597.  The  book  was  a  gift,  and  is  now  in 
the  Dyce  and  Foster  library  at  South  Kensington. 

Goethe*s  Faust  Lamb,  as  we  have  seen,  had  read  the  account 
of  the  play  in  Madame  de  Stael's  Oermwuy.     He  might  also  have 
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read  the  translation  by  Lord  Firaiicia  Leveson-Gower,  18^.  Hay- 
ward  *s  translatiou  was  not  published  till  1^4.  Lamb  misquotes 
Marlowe's  **  Faostus  "    The  passage  runs  (Scene  xvi,  (a))  : — 

Cut  (s  the  branch  that  mig:ht  have  grown  full  straight, 
And  burned  h  Apollo's  lagrd  bough 
That  sometime  grew  within  this  learned  man : 
FauBtiia  is  gone. 


in  hi§  Dramatic  SpecimeTia.    Goethe  admired 
on  his  family  name. 


Lamb  gives  it 
LamVs  sonnet 

**  Manchester."     Ainsworth  was  still  a  solicitor's  pupil  at  Man 
Chester.     The  letter  is  addressed  to  him  at  10  King's  Street  in  that 
cityO 


LETTER  330 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  W,  HAERISON  AINSWORTH 


[Dated  at  end;  Oecembet  ^  (iSaj)*] 

MY  dear  Sir — You  talk  of  months  at  a  time  and  I  know  not 
what  inducement  to  visit  Manchefster^  Heaven  knows  how 
gratifying!  but  I  have  had  my  little  month  of  1833  already.  It  is 
all  oveij  and  without  incurring  a  disagreeable  favor  I  cannot  so 
much  as  get  a  single  holyday  till  the  season  returns  with  the  next 
year.  Even  our  half-hour's  absences  from  office  are  set  down  in  a 
Book !  Next  year,  if  I  can  spare  a  day  or  two  of  it,  I  will  come  to 
Manchester,  but  I  have  reasons  at  home  against  longer  absences, — 

I  am  so  ill  just  at  present — (an  illness  of  my  own  procuring  last 
night;  who  is  Perfect?) — that  nothing  but  your  very  great Itind- 
itess  could  make  me  write*  I  will  bear  in  mind  the  letter  to  W.  W., 
you  shall  have  it  quite  in  time,  before  the  13, 

My  aking  and  confused  Head  warns  me  to  leave  off — With  a 
muddled  sense  of  gratefulness j  which  I  shall  apprehend  more  clearly 
to-morrow,  I  remain,  your  friend  unseen,  C.  L» 

Will  your  occasions  or  inclination  bring  you  to  London  ?  It  will 
give  me  great  pleasure  to  show  you  every  thing  that  Islington  can 
boastj  if  you  know  the  meaning  of  that  veiy  Cockney  sound.  We 
have  the  New  River  \ 

I  am  asham'd  of  this  scrawl :  but  I  beg  you  to  accept  it  for  the 
present.     I  am  full  of  qualms. 

A  fool  at  50  is  a  fool  indeed. 


[Janiiary  9,  1834.} 


DEAR  B,  B. — Do  you  know  what  it  is  to  succumb  under  as 
inBurmoun table  day  mare — a  whoreson  lethai^y,  Falstaff  call* 
it — ^an  indisposition  to  do  any  thing,  or  to  be  any  thing — a  total 
deadness  and  distaste — a  suspension  of  vitality — an  indifference  to 
locality — ^a  numb  soportficsl  goodfomothingness^'aii  oesificatiop  all 
over — an  opter-like  ]n;sensibility  to  the  paaaing  events — a  mind- 
stupor, — a  brawny  deHance  to  the  needles  of  a  thrusting-in  conscience 
— Old  you  ever  have  a  very  bad  cold,  with  a  total  involution  to 
submit  to  water  gruel  processes  ?™this  has  been  for  many  weeks  my 
lotj  and  my  excuse — my  fingers  drag  heavily  over  this  paper,  and  to 
my  thinking  it  is  three  and  twenty  furlongs  from  here  to  the  end 
of  this  demi-sheet— I  have  not  a  thing  to  say — ^nothing  is  of  more 
importance  than  another — ^I  am  flatter  than  a  denial  or  a  pancake 
— emptier  than  Judge  Park's  wig  when  the  head  is  in  it — duller  than 
a  countr}^  stage  when  the  actors  are  off  it — a  cjrpher — an  O — I 
acknowledge  life  at  all,  only  by  an  occasional  convulsional  cough,  and 
a  permanent  phlegmatic  pain  in  the  chest — I  am  weary  of  the  world 
— Life  is  weaiy^  of  me — My  day  is  gone  into  Twilight  and  I  don^t 
think  it  worth  the  expence  of  candles— my  wick  hath  a  thief  in  it, 
but  I  can't  mmter  courage  to  snuff  it — I  inhale  suffoc^tion^ — I  can't 
distinguish  veal  from  mutton— nothing  interest's  me — 'tis  Ig  o'clock 
and  Thurtell  is  just  now  coming  out  upon  the  New  Drop — Jack 
Ketch  alertly  tucking  up  his  greasy  sleeves  to  do  the  last  office  of 
mortality,  yet  cannot  I  elicit  a  gnian  or  a  moral  reflection — if  you 
told  me  tiie  world  will  be  at  end  tomorrow,  I  should  just  say,  **  will 
it  ?  ** — I  have  not  volition  enough  to  dot  my  i's^ — much  less  to  comb 
my  EVEBHOws — my  eyes  are  set  in  my  head — my  brains  are  gone  out 
to  ftee  a  poor  relation  in  Moorfields,  and  they  did  not  say  when  they'd 
come  back  again — my  scull  is  a  Grub  street  Attic,  to  let — not  so 
much  as  a  joint  stool  or  a  crackd  Jordan  left  in  it— my  hand  writes^ 
n^  I,  from  habit,  B3  chickens  run  about  a  little  when  their  heads 


634 


LETTERS  OF  C.  AND  M.  LAMB 


Jan. 


are  off — O  for  a  vigorous  fit  of  gout,  cbolic,  tooth  ache — an  earwig 
in  my  auditory,  a  ny  in  my  visual  otgans — pain  is  life — the  sharper, 
the  more  evidence  of  life — but  this  apathy^  this  death — did  you 
ever  have  ao  obstinate  coldy  a  six  or  seven  weeks'  unmtemiitting 
chill  and  suspension  of  hope,  fear,  conscience,  and  every  thing — yet 
do  I  try  all  I  can  to  cure  it,  I  try  wine,  and  spirits,  and  smoking, 
and  snuft*  in  unsparing  quantities,  but  they  all  only  seem  to  make 
me  woree^  insteao  of  better — ^I  sleep  in  a  damp  room,  but  it  does  me 
no  good ;  I  come  home  late  o'  nights,  but  do  not  find  any  visible 
amendment. 

Who  shall  deliver  me  from  the  body  of  this  death  ? 

It  is  just  15  minutes  after  12.  Thurtell  is  by  this  time  a  good 
way  on  his  journey,  baiting  at  Scorpion  perhap?^  Ketch  is  bargaining 
for  his  cast  coat  and  waistcoatj  the  Jew  demurs  at  first  at  three  half 
crownsj  but  on  consideration  that  he  may  get  somewhat  by  showing 
'em  in  the  Town,  finally  closes. —  C*  L. 

Note 

[*'  A  whoreson  lethai^,"  A  "  whoreson  apoplexy  "  is  Falstaff  ^s 
phroae  (S  /' Henry  iv/  L,  %  1^8),  but  he  adds  (U6),  "  Thii 
apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethargy," 

'^  Judge  Park's  wig,"  Sir  James  Alan  Park,  of  the  Bench  of 
Common  Pleas,  who  tried  Thurtell,  the  murderer  of  Mr.  William 
Weare  of  Lyon's  Inn,  in  Gill's  Hill  Lane^  Kadlett,  on  October  24, 

"  Who  shall  deliver  me  from  the  body  of  this  death  ?  "  (Romani 


LETTER  3W 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[PM.  January  23,  1814.'} 

MY  dear  Sir— That  peevish  letter  of  mine,  which  was  meant 
to  convey  an  apology  for  my  incapacity  to  write,  seems  to 
have  been  taken  by  you  in  k>o  serious  a  light.  It  was  only  my  way 
of  telling  you  I  had  a  severe  cold.  The  fact  is  I  have  been  iosupepT- 
ably  dull  and  lethargic  for  many  weeks,  And  cannot  rise  to  the 
vigour  of  a  Letter,  much  less  an  ^say/  The  London  must  do 
without  me  for  a  time,  a  time,  and  half  a  time,  for  I  have  lost  all 
interest  about  it,  and  whether  I  shall  recover  it  again  I  know  not. 
i  will  bridle  my  pen  another  time,  &  not  teaze  and  puzzle  you 
with  my  aridities,     I  shall  begin  to  feel  a  little  more  aUve  with  the 
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spring.  Winter  is  to  me  (mild  or  harsh)  always  a  great  trial  of 
toe  spirits.  I  am  ashamed  not  to  have  noticed  your  tribute  to 
Wooiman,  whom  we  love  so  much.  It  is  done  in  your  good  manner. 
Your  friend  Taylor  called  upon  me  some  time  since,  and  seems  a 
very  amiable  man.  His  last  story  is  painfully  fine.  HL^  Book  I 
'*liKe/*  It  is  only  too  stuft  with  scripture,  too  Parsonish,  The 
best  thing  in  it  i§  the  Boy's  own  story.  When  I  say  it  is  too  full 
of  Scripture,  I  mean  it  is  too  full  of  direct  quotations ;  no  book  can 
have  too  much  of  silent  scripture  in  it.  But  the  natural  power 
of  a  story  b  diminisbed  when  the  uppermost  purpose  in  the  writer 
seems  to  be  to  recommend  something  else^  viz  Religion.  You 
know  what  Horace  says  of  the  Deits  iNTEasrr.  I  am  not  able  to 
explain  mvself,  you  must  do  it  for  me, — 

My  Sister's  part  in  the  Leicester  School  (about  two  thirds)  was 
purely  her  own ;  as  it  was  (to  the  same  quantity)  in  the  Shakspeare 
Tales  which  bear  my  name.  I  wrote  only  the  Witch  Aunt,  the 
first  going  to  Church,  and  the  final  Story  about  a  littie  Indian  girl 
m  a  Ship. 

Your  account  of  my  Black  Balling  amused  me,  /  tkink^  as 
Qimk^Ts^  they  did  rigfiL  There  are  some  things  hard  to  be  under- 
itood. 

The  more  I  think  the  more  I  am  vexed  at  having  puzzled  you 
with  that  Letter^  but  1  have  been  so  out  of  Letter  writing  of  late 
yeara,  that  it  is  a  sore  effort  to  sit  down  to  it,  &  I  felt  in  your 
debt,  and  sat  down  waywardly  to  pay  you  in  bad  money.  Kever 
mind  my  dulness,  I  am  used  to  long  intervals  of  it.  The  heavens 
geem  brass  to  me — then  a^in  comes  the  refreshing  shower*  **I 
have  been  merry  once  or  twice  ere  now.'* 

You  said  something  about  Mr.  Mitford  in  a  late  letter,  which  I 
believe  I  did  not  advert  to,  I  shall  be  happy  to  show  him  my 
Milton  (it  is  all  the  show  things  I  have)  at  any  time  he  will  take 
the  Irouble  of  a  jaunt  to  Islington.  I  do  also  hope  to  see  Mr. 
Taylor  there  some  day.     Pray  say  so  to  both* 

Coleridge's  book  is  good  part  printed,  but  sticks  a  little  for 
mm^  copy.  It  bears  an  unsaleable  Title — Extracts  from  Bishop 
Ldghton— but  I  am  confident  there  will  be  plenty  of  good  notes  in 
it,  more  of  Bishop  Coleridge  than  Leighton^  I  hope ;  for  what  is 
Leighton  ? 

Do  you  trouble  yourself  about  Libel  cases  ?  The  Decision  against 
Hunt  for  the  *' Vision  of  Judgment"  made  me  sick.  What  is  to 
become  of  the  old  talk  about  oun  good  old  Kmc — his  personal 
virtues  saving  us  from  a  revolution  &c,  &c.  Why,  none  that  think 
it  can  utter  it  now.  It  must  stink.  And  the  Vision  is  really,  as 
to  Him-ward,  such  a  tolerant  good  bumour'd  thing.  What  a 
wretched  thing  a  Lord  Chief  Justice  is,  always  was,  &  will  be  I 
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Keep  yotir  good  spirits  up*  dear  B  B — mine  will  return — ^They 
ai^  at  present  in  abeyance.  But  I  am  rather  lethargic  than 
miserable,  I  don't  know  but  a  good  horse  whip  would  be  more 
beneficial  to  me  than  Ph}'sic,  My  headj  without  aching,  will  teach 
youra  to  ache.  It  k  well  I  am  getting  to  the  conclusion,  I  will 
send  a  better  letter  when  I  am  a  better  man.  Let  me  thank  you 
for  your  kind  concern  for  me  (which  I  trust  will  haiire  reason  soon 
to  be  dissipated)  &  assure  you  that  it  gives  me  pleasure  to  hear 
from  you, — 

Your  truly  C.  L. 

Note 

["The  London  must  do  without  me,"  Lamb  contributed  nothing 
between  December,  18^3  ("Amicus  Redivivus"),  and  September, 
ISm  ("Blakcsmoor  in  H shh*"). 

Barton's  tribute  to  Woolman  was  the  poem  "  A  Memorial  to  John 
Woolman/'  printed  in  Poetic  Vigils. 

Taylor  was  Charles  Benjamin  Tayler  (1797-1875),  the  curate  of 
Hadleigh,  in  Suffolk,  and  the  author  of  many  religious  books.  Lamb 
refera  to  May  You  Like  It^  1828. 

"  What  Horace  says  " : — 

Nee  deus  intersit  nisi  dignoB  vindlce  nodus 
Inciderit. 

An  Puiika^  191, 19a. 

Neither  let  a  god  inteffere,  unless  a  difficulty  worth  a  god's  an  ravelling  ihould 
happen  (Smarts  tranijlation), 

"  My  Black  Hailing/'  Elia  had  been  rejected  by  a  Book  Club  in 
Woodbridge. 

*'  I  have  been  merry  once  or  twice,"  Master  Silence  in  % 
'* Henry  IV.,"  V.,  3»  42,  confesses  to  having  ''been  merry  twice 
and  once  ere  now." 

"Coleridge*s  book  "—the  Aids  to  Refiection^  18£6.  The  firat 
intention  had  l>een  a  selection  of  "  Beauties  "  from  Bishop  Leighton 
(1611-1 684),  Archbishop  of  Glasgow,  and  author,  among  other 
works,  of  Rules  and  Instructions  for  a  Holy  Life. 

''The  Decision  against  Hunt"  John  Hunt,  the  publisher  of  TAi 
Liberal^  in  which  Byron's  "  Vision  of  Judgment "  had  been  prints 
in  182^,  had  just  been  Hned  ^^100  for  the  libel  therein  contained  on 
George  II L 

**  My  head,  without  aching/'     An  adaptation  of  Pope's 

And  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer, 

Pfol,  to  S&Hftu  »ot* 

Here  should  come  a  note  from  Lamb  to  Charles  Oilier,  thanking 
him  for  a  copy  of  his  Inemlla  ;  or^  The  Tempter :  A  Romance, 
with  Other  Tides.] 
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LETTER  383 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 


I 


[p.K .  FebroMy  25^  1834.] 

MY  dear  Sir — ^Yotir  title  of  Poetic  Vigils  arrides  me  much 
more  than  A  Volume  of  Verse,  which  k  no  meaning*  The 
motto  says  nothing,  but  I  cannot  suggest  a  better.  I  do  not  Jike 
mottoes  but  where  they  are  singulaiw  felicitous ;  there  is  foppery 
in  them.  They  are  unplain,  un-QuaKerish.  They  ai'e  good  only 
where  they  flow  from  the  Title  and  are  a  kind  of  justification  of  it. 
There  k  nothing  alwut  watchings  or  lucubrations  m  the  one  you 
suggest,  no  commentary  on  Vigib,  By  the  way,  a  wag  would  re- 
commend you  to  the  Line  of  Pope 

SlecpJcsi  himself— to  give  his  readers  alcep — 

I  by  no  means  wish  it.     But  it  may  explain  what  I  uiean,  that  a 
neat  motto  is  child  of  the  Title.     I  thmk  Poetic  Vigils  as  short 
and  sweet  as  can  be  desired ;  only  have  an  eye  on  the  Proof,  that 
the  Printer  do  not  substitute  Virgils,  which  would  ill  accord  with 
your  modesty  or  meaning*     Your  suggested  motto  is  antique  enough 
m  spelling,  and  modem  enough  in  phra^se^^  ;  a  good  modem  antique : 
but  the  matter  of  it  is  germane  to  the  purpose  only  supposing  the 
title  proposed  a  vindication  of  yourself  from  the  presumption  of 
authorship.     The  1st  title  was  liable  to  this  objection,  that  if  yon 
were  disposed  to  enlarge  it,  and  the  bookseller  insisted  on  its  appear- 
ance in  Two  Tomes,  how  oddly  it  would  sound — 
A  Volume  of  Verse 
in  Two  Volumes 
gd  edition  &c — 

You  see  thro'  my  wicked  intention  of  curtailing  this  Epistolet  by 
the  above  device  of  large  margin.  But  in  truth  the  idea  of  letter- 
ising  has  been  oppressive  to  me  of  late  above  your  candour  to  give 
me  credit  for.  There  is  Southey,  whom  I  ought  to  have  thank'd  a 
fortnight  ago  for  a  present  of  the  Church  Book,  I  have  never  had 
courage  to  buckle  myself  in  earnest  even  to  acknowledge  it  by  six 
words.  And  yet  I  am  accounted  by  some  people  a  good  man*  How 
cheap  that  character  is  acquired  I  Pay  your  debts,  don't  borrow 
money,  nor  twist  your  kittens  neck  off,  or  disturb  a  congregation, 
&c. — your  business  is  done,  I  know  things  (thoughts  or  things, 
thoughts  are  things)  of  myself  which  would  make  every  friend  I 
have  fly  me  as  a  plague  patient*  I  once  *  *  *,  and  set  a  dog  upon 
a  crab's  leg  that  was  shoved  out  under  a  moss  of  sea  weeds,  a  pretty 
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tittle  feeler. — Oh  J  pah  I  how  sick  I  am  of  that ;  and  a  tie,  a  tneaii 
one,  I  oiw^  told  I — 

I  stink  in  the  midst  of  respect* 

I  am  much  hjrpt ;  the  fact  is,  my  head  is  heavy,  but  there  is  hope,  I 
or  if  not,  I  am  litter  than  a  poor  shell  fish^not  morally  when  I 
set  the  whelp  upon  it,  but  have  more  blood  and  spirits ;  things 
may  turn  up,  anti  I  may  creep  again  into  a  decent  opinion  of  myself. 
Vanity  will  return  with  sunshine.  Till  when,  pardon  my  n^leets 
and  impute  it  to  the  wintry  sobtice*  C.  LA*tB, 

Note 

[The  motto  eventually  adopted  for  Barton's  Poetic  Vigils  was 
from  Vaughau's  Sil^  Sdntiltans  : — 

Dear  night  t  this  world's  defeat  ; 
The  stop  to  busie  fools  ;  carets  check  and  curb  : 
The  day  of  spirltB  ;  my  soul's  calm  retreat 

Which  none  disturb  t 

«  The  line  of  Pope/'    The  Dwnciad,  Book  L,  line  94.] 


LETTER  SM 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[f.m.  24  March,  tS34«] 

DEAR  B.  B.^I  ha<iten  to  say  that  if  my  opinion  cim  strengthen 
you  in  your  choice,  it  k  decisive  for  your  acceptance  of  what 
has  been  so  handsomely  offered,  I  can  see  nothing  injurious  to  your 
most  honourable  sense.  Think  that  you  are  called  to  a  poetical 
Ministry — nothing  worse — the  Ministei*  is  worthy  of  the  hire* — 
The  only  objection  I  feel  is  founded  on  a  fear  that  the  acceptance 
may  be  a  temptation  to  you  to  let  fall  the  bone  (hard  as  it  is)  which 
is  in  your  mouth  and  must  afford  tolerable  pickings,  for  the  shadow 
of  independence.  You  cannot  propose  to  become  independent  on 
what  the  low  state  of  interest  could  affoi-d  you  from  such  a  principal 
as  you  mention  ;  and  the  most  graceful  excuse  for  the  acceptance, 
would  be,  that  it  left  you  free  to  your  voluntary  functions.  That 
is  the  less  light  part  of  the  scruple.  It  has  no  darker  shade.  E  put 
in  darker^  because  of  the  ambiguity  of  the  word  light,  which  Donne 
in  his  admirable  poem  on  the  Metempychosis,  has  so  ingeniously  , 
illustrated  in  his  invocation 

Make  my  dark  heavy  poem,  light  and  lighi^^ 

where  the  two  senses  uf  light  are  opposed  to  different  opposites.    A 
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trifling  criticbm- — 1  can  see  no  reason  for  any  scruple  then  but  what 
arises  froEi  your  own  interest ;  which  is  in  yoiu-  own  power  of  course 
to  solve*  If  you  still  have  doubts^  read  over  Sander^n^s  C£u*es  of 
Conscience,  and  Jeremy  Taylor^s  Ductor  Dubitantiuni,  the  first  a 
moderate  Octavo,  the  latter  a  folio  of  900  close  pages,  and  when 
you  have  thoroughly  digested  the  admirable  reasom  pro  and  con 

which  they  give  for  every  possible  Case,  you  will  be ^  just  a«  wise 

as  when  you  began.  Ever}^  man  is  his  own  \y^  Casuist ;  and  after 
all^  as  Ephiaim  Smooth,  in  the  pleasant  comedy  of  Wild  Oats,  has 
it,  "there  is  no  harm  in  a  Guinea"  A  fortiori  there  is  less  in 
3000. 

I  thCTefore  most  sincerely  congratulate  with  you,  excepting  so  far 
as  excepted  above.  If  you  have  fair  l*rospects  of  adding  to  the 
Principal,  cut  the  Bank  ;  hut  in  either  case  do  not  refuse  an  honest 
Seryjce-  Your  heart  teUs  you  it  is  not  offered  to  bribe  you  from 
any  duty*  but  to  a  duty  which  you  feel  to  be  your  vocation.  B'are- 
well  heeuiily  C*  L, 

Note 

[In  the  memoir  of  Barton  by  Edward  FitzGerald,  prefixed  to  the 
Pomns  and  Letters^  it  ia  stated  that  in  this  year  Barton  received 
a  handsome  addition  to  his  income,  "  A  few  memljere  of  his 
Society^  including  some  of  the  wealthier  of  his  own  family,  raised 
^SOO  auiong  them  for  his  benefit  [not  2000  guineas,  as  Lamb 
says].  It  seems  that  he  felt  some  delicacy  at  first  in  accepting  this 
munificent  testimony  which  his  own  people  offered  to  his  talents/' 
Barton  had  written  to  Lamb  on  the  subject. 

**  Donne^s  *  .  .  P^^^  ^^^  ^^e  Metempsychosis,"  "  Metempsy- 
cbods^'"  August  16^  1601,  verse  6,  line  5. 

**  Wyd  Oats  "  was  by  John  0*Keeffe.] 


LETTER  325 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[(Early  spring),  1824.] 

T  AM  sure  I  cannot  fill  a  letter,  though  I  should  disfumish  my  sciill 
1  to  fill  it*  But  you  expect  something,  and  shall  baire  a  Note-let- 
b  Sunday,  not  divinely  speaking,  hut  humanly  and  holydaysically,  a 
Uanng  }  Without  its  institution,  would  our  rugged  taskmasters 
havf  given  ns  a  leisure  day,  so  often,  think  you,  as  once  in  a  month? 
—or,  if  it  had  not  been  instituted,  might  they  not  have  given  us 
e^ery  6th  day  ?     Solve  me  thi^  problem.     If  we  are  to  go  S  tinuei 
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&  da^  to  church,  why  has  Suaday  slipped  into  the  notion  of  si 
Hollida.y?  A  Holydaj  I  grant  it*  The  puritans,  I  have  readJ 
in  Southev's  Book,  knew  the  distinctioa  They  made  people  oW 
serve  Sunday  rigorously,  would  not  let  a  nursery  maid  walk  out  inj 
the  fields  with  children  for  recreation  on  that  day.  But 
they  gave  the  people  a  hoUiday  from  all  sorts  of  work  every  second  I 
Tuesday.  This  was  giving  to  the  Two  Caesars  that  which  wa»i 
h%9  respective*  Wbe,  beautiful,  thoughtful,  generous  Legislators  !| 
Would  Wilberforce  give  us  our  Tuesdays?  No,  d — n  him,  H©| 
would  turn  the  six  days  into  sevenths. 

And  those  5  smiliiig  season^  of  the  yeaf 
Into  a  Russian  wintei^. 

Old  Play. 

I  am  sitting  opposite  a  person  who  is  making  strange  distortions] 
with  the  gout,  which  w  not  unpleasant — to  me  at  least*     What  iai 
the  reason  we  do  not  sympathise  with  pain,  short  of  some  terrible] 
Surgical  operation  ?      Hazlitt,  who  boldly  says  all  he  feels,  avowgl 
that  not  only  he  does  not  pity  sick  people,  but  he  hates  them.     l| 
obscurely  recognise  his  meaning.     Pain  is  probably  too  seliiah 
eonsideratioUf  too  simply  a  consideration  of  self-attention.      Wfl 
pity  poverty,  loss  of  friends  etc,  more  complex  things,  in  whic 
the  Sufferers  feelings  are  associated  with  others.     This  is  a  rougl: 
thought  suggested  by  the  presence  of  gout ;  I  want  head  to  extri-* 
cate  it  and  plane  it.     What  is  all  this  to  your  Letter?     I  felt  it 
be  a  good  one^  but  my  tum»  when  I  write  at  aU>  is  perversely 
travel  out  of  the  record,  so  that  my  letters  are  any  thing  but 
answers.     So  you  still  want  a  motto  ?     You   must  not  take  my 
ironical  one,  because  your  book,  I  take  it,  is  too  serious  for  it. 
Bickerstaff  might  have  used  it  for  his  lucubrations.     What  do  you 
think  of  (for  a  Title) 

RELIGIO   TREMULI 
OR  TREMEBUNDI 

lliere  is  Religio-Medici  and  Laici. — But  perhaps  the  'volume  lil 
not  quite  Quakerish  enough  or  exclusively  for  it — but  your  own 
VIGILS  is  perhaps  the  Best.  While  I  (lave  space,  let  me  con- 
gratulate with  you  the  return  of  Spring— what  a  Summery  Spring 
tool  all  those  qualms  about  the  dog  and  cray-fish  melt  before  it, J 
I  am  going  to  be  happy  and  vain  again* 

A  l^ty  farewell  C.  Lamb. 

Note 

[«  Southev's  Book  ''—The  Book  of  the  Church, 
**  Would  Wilberforce  give  us  our  Tuesdays  ?  "—William  Wilbo^ , 
forc«,  the  abolitionist  and  the  principal  *^  Puritan  "  of  that  day. 
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"  And  those  3  smiling  seasons  ,  *  .  "     From  Webster^s  "  Duchess 
of  Malfy."     Quoted  bj  L^mb  in  the  Specvm^ns, 

erataff** — Isaac  BickerstafF,   Steele's  pgeudonym   in    The 


^'^  ReligiQ  Tremuli   or    TreTnebundi" — "The   Religion    of  a 
Quaker/^] 


LETTER  326 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[F,iff*  April  15 1  1824.] 

DEAR  Mra  A.^ — Mary  begfi  me  to  say  how  much  she  r^^^ts  we 
can  not  join  you  to  Reigate.  Our  rea^sons  are — l«t  T  have 
but  one  holyday  namely  Good  Friday,  and  it  is  not  pleasant  to 
solicit  for  anotner,  but  that  might  have  been  got  over,  gdly 
Manning  is  with  us^  soon  to  go  away  and  we  shonld  not  be  easy 
in  leaving  hinL  S^h  Our  school  girl  Emma  comes  to  us  for  a 
few  days  on  Thursday.  4thly  and  lastly,  Wordsworth  is  returning 
home  in  about  a  week,  and  out  of  i-espect  to  them  we  should  not 
like  to  absent  ourselv^  just  now*  In  summer  I  shall  have  a  month, 
and  if  it  shall  suit,  should  like  to  go  for  a  few  dayis  of  it  out  with 
you  both  any  where^  In  the  mean  time,  with  many  acknowledg- 
ments etc,  etc^  I  remain  yours  (both)  truly,  C,  Lamb. 
India  Ho.  15  Apr^ 

Remember  Sundays, 


LETTER  3S7 
<!HARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 

(No  date,     April ^  18^4,] 

DEAR  Sir, — Miss  Hazlitt  (niece  to  Pygmalion)  begs  us  to  send 
to  yon  for  Mr,  Hardy  a  parcel,  I  have  not  thank'd  you 
for  your  Pamphlet,  but  I  assure  you  I  approve  of  it  in  all  parts, 
only  that  1  would  have  seen  my  Calumniators  at  hell,  before  I 
would  have  told  them  I  was  a  Xtian,  iho^  I  ain  one^  I  thmk  as 
much  BS  you,  I  hope  to  see  you  here,  some  day  80on.  The  parcel 
ii  a  novel  which  I  hope  Mr.  H.  may  sell  for  her*  I  am  with 
greatest  friendlinest*  Youra  C*  Lamb. 

Sunday* 
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lnd  m.  lamb 


May 


Note 

[**  Pygmalion/'  A  reterence  to  Hazlitt's  Lih&r  Amoria ;  or^  The 
New  Pygmalion^  1823* 

Hone*s  pamphlet  would  be  his  AspETsions  Answered:  an 
Explanatory  Stateraent  to  the  Public  at  Large  and  Every 
Reader  of  the  ^^  Quarterly  Remew"  18^4. 

Here  should  come  a  note  from  Lamb  to  Thomas  Hardy,  dated 
April  ^4,  1824  (printed  by  Mr.  W.  C.  Hazlitt  in  The  Lambs),  in 
which  Lamb  says  that  Miss  Hazlitt's  novel,  which  Mr.  Hardy 
promised  to  introduce  to  Mr.  Rid^ay,  the  publisher,  is  lying  at 
Mr.  Honeys,     Hardy  was  a  bootmaker  in  Fleet  Street,] 


LETTER  328 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

May  15,  1824* 

DEAR  B*  B, — I  am  oppr^sed  with  business  all  day,  and  Com- 
pany all  night.  Bot  I  will  snatch  a  quarter  of  an  hoar. 
Your  recent  acquisitions  of  the  Picture  and  the  Letter  are  greatly 
to  be  congratulated.  I  too  have  a  picture  of  my  father  and  the 
copy  of  his  firat  love  verses ;  but  they  have  been  mine  long.  Blake 
is  a  real  name,  I  assure  yon^  and  a  most  extraordinary  man,  if  he  be 
still  living.  He  is  the  Robert  [William]  Blake,  whose  wild  designs 
aecompanv  a  splendid  folio  edition  of  the  *'  Night  Thoughts,"  which 
you  may  have  seen,  in  one  of  which  he  pictures  the  parting  of  aoul 
and  bcnly  by  a  solid  mass  of  human  form  floating  off,  God  know^ 
bow,  from  a  lumpish  mass  (fac  Simile  to  itself)  left  behind  on  the 
dving  lied.  He  paints  in  water  colours  marvellous  strange  pictureSj 
visions  of  his  brain,  which  he  asserts  that  he  ha.s  seen.  They  have 
great  merit.  He  has  seen  the  old  Welsh  bards  on  Snowdon — he 
has  seen  the  Beautifullest,  the  strongest,  and  the  Ugliest  Man,  left 
atone  from  the  Massairre  of  the  Britons  by  the  Romans,  and  has 
painted  them  from  memory  (I  have  seen  his  paintings)^  and  asserts 
them  to  be  as  good  as  the  figures  of  Raphael  and  Angelo^  but  not 
better,  as  they  had  preciselv  the  same  retro- visions  and  prophetic 
viiiions  with  themself  [himself]*  The  paintera  in  oil  (which  he  will 
have  it  that  neither  of  them  practised)  he  affirms  to  have  been  the 
ruin  of  art^  and  affirms  that  all  the  while  he  was  engaged  in  his 
Water  paintings,  Titian  was  disturbing  him,  Titian  the  III  Genius 
of  Oil  Painting.     His  Pictures — one  in  particglaj-,  the  Canterbury 
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I^lgrims  (far  above  Stothard's) — have  ^reat  merit,  but  bard,  dry, 
yet  with  gmce.  He  has  written  a  Catalogue  of  them  with  a  most 
spirited  criticisni  on  Chauceiv  but  mystical  and  full  of  Vision*  His 
poems  have  been  sold  hitherto  only  in  ManuBcript.  I  never  read 
them  ;  but  a  friend  at  my  desire  procured  the  '*  Sweep  Song/'  There 
is  one  to  a  tiger,  which  I  have  heard  I'ecited,  beginning — 

•*  Tiger,  Tiger*  burning  bright, 
Thfo'  the  £ijarts  of  the  oight." 

which  is  gloriousj  but,  alas  I  I  have  not  the  book  ;  for  the  man  is 
flown,  whither  I  know  not— to  Hade^  or  a  Mad  House,  But  I 
must  look  on  him  as  one  of  the  most  extraoitlinary  persons  of  the 
age,  Montgomery's  book  I  have  not  much  hope  from.  The  Society, 
with  the  affected  name,  ha%  been  labouring  at  it  for  these  SO  years, 
and  made  few  converts.  I  think  it  was  injudicious  to  mix  stories 
avowedly  coloured  by  fiction  with  the  sad  true  statements  from  the 
paryamentary  records,  etc,  but  I  wish  the  little  Negroes  all  the 
good  that  can  come  from  it.  I  batter'd  my  brains  (not  buttered 
them — but  it  is  a  bad  a)  for  a  few  verses  for  them,  but  I  could  make 
notbing  of  it.  You  have  been  luckier.  But  Blake's  are  the  flower 
of  the  set,  you  wUl,  I  am  sure,  agree^  tbo'  some  of  Montgomery's  at 
the  end  are  pretty  ;  but  the  Diieam  awkwardly  paraphras'd  from  B. 

With  the  exception  of  an  Epilogue  for  a  Private  Theatrical,  I 
have  written  nothing  now  for  near  6  months.  It  is  in  vain  to  spur 
me  on.  I  must  wait.  I  cannot  write  without  a  genial  impulse,  and 
I  have  none.  ^Tis  baiTen  all  and  dearth.  No  matter ;  life  is  some- 
thing without  scribbling,  I  have  got  rid  of  my  bad  spirits^  and 
hold  up  pretty  well  thi.^  rain-damn'd  May. 

So  we  have  lost  another  Poet.  I  never  much  relished  his  Lord- 
ship's mind,  and  sliall  be  sony  if  the  Greeks  have  cause  to  mi^  him. 
He  was  to  me  offensive,  and  I  never  can  make  out  his  great  poweT^ 
which  his  admirers  taJk  of.  Why,  a  Ime  of  Wordsworth's  is  a  lever 
to  lift  the  immortal  spirit !  Byron  can  only  move  the  Spleen.  He 
wa*  at  best  a  Satyrist,— in  any  other  way  fie  was  mean  enough.  I 
dare  say  I  do  him  injusti^^;  but  I  cannot  love  him,  nor  squeeze  a 
tear  to  tus  memory.  He  did  not  like  the  world,  and  he  has  left  it, 
u  Aldennan  Curtis  advised  the  Radicals,  "  If  they  don't  like  their 
country,  damn  'em,  let  *em  leave  it,"  they  possessing  no  rood  of 
pt>tnia  in  England,  and  he  10,000  acres.  Byron  was  better  than 
many  Curtises* 

Farewell,  and  accept  this  apology  for  a  letter  from  one  who  owes 
you  so  much  in  that  Icind* 

Youm  ever  truly,  C.  L. 
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Note 

[Lamb's  portrait  of  his  father  is  reproduced  in  Vol  11.  of  this] 
editioiv  opposite  page  868,     The  first  love  verses  are  no  more, 

WiUiani  Blake  was  at  this  time  sixty-six  years  of  a^e.     He  wa«  I 
living  in  poverty  and  neglect  at  3  Fountain  "Court,  Strand*     Blake 
made  557  illustrations  to  Young's  Nigkt  Thoughts^  of  which  only 
forty-seven    were   published.     Lamb   is,  however,  thinking  of  his 
edition  of  Blair's  Grave,     I  give  the  picture  on  the  opposite  page. 
The  exhibition  of  his  works  was  held  in  1809,  and  it  was  for  t£is 
that  Blake  wrote  the  descriptive  catalogue.     Lamb  had  sent  Blake'i 
**  Sweep  Song,"  which,  like  "Tiger^  Tiger/*  is  in  the  Songs  of  /n-| 
nocence^  to  James  Montgomery  for  bLs  Chimney-Swe&perB^  Friend  J 
and  Climbing   Boys^  Albuin^  1824,  a  little  book  deigned  tal 
ameliorate  the  lot  of  those  children,  in  whose  interest  a  society  j 
existed.     Barton  also  contributed  ^mething.     It  was  Blake^s  poem] 
which  had  excited  Barton's  curiosity.     Probably  he  thought  that] 
Lamb  wrote  it.    Lamb's  mistake  concerning  Blalice^s  name  is  curious, 
in  so  far  tv^  that  it  was  Blake^s  brother  Hobert^  who  died  in  1787,  | 
who  in  a  vision  revealed  to  the  poet  the  method  by  which  thej 
Songs  of  Innocence  were  to  be  reproduced*  j 

"  The  Dream  awkwardly  paraphrased  from  B."  The  book  ended  i 
with  three  "Climbing-Boys  Soliloquies*'  by  Montgomery,  Thej 
second  was  a  dream  in  which  the  dream  in  Blake^s  song  wai| 
extended  and  prosified, 

**  An  Epilogue  for  a  Private  Theatrical"     Probably  the  epilogue  | 
for  the  amateur  performance  of  *'  Richard  IL,"  given  by  the  family 
of  Henry  Field,  Barron  Field's  father  (see  VoL  V,  of  the  present 
edition,  page  1^). 

'^  Another  great  Poet/*     Byron  died  on  April  1%  1824. 

**  Alderman  Curtis/'     See  note  on  page  430 J 


LETTER  329 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

July  7th,  1834, 

DEAR  B.  B* — I  have  been  suffering  under  a  severe  inflamma* 
tion  of  the  eyes,  notwithstanding  which  I  resolutely  went! 
through  your  very  pretty  volume  at  once,  which  I  dare  pronounce" 
in   no   ways   inferior   to  former   lucubrations.       **  Abroad "    and 
**  lord  "  are  vile  rhymes  notwithstanding,  and  if  you  count  you  willj 
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^wonder  how  many  times  you  have  repeated  the  word  unearthly — 
thrice  in  one  poem.     It  is  become  a  ^lang  word  with  the  bm-d^ ; 
&void  it  in  future  lustily.     **  Time  "  is  fine ;  but  there  are  better  a 
good  d^,  I  think,     'Hie  volume  does  not  lie  by  me  j  and,  after  a 
long  da/s  smarting  fatigue,  which  has  almost  put  out  mv  eyes  (not 
blind  however  to  your  meritsX  I  dare  not  trust  myself  with  long 
writing*     The  vensen  to  Hloomfield  are  the  sweetest  in  the  collec- 
tion.   Religion    is   sometime^    '"Jg!?^    in»  ^  ^f  it   did    not   come 
imtuTftUv,     I   will  go  over  carefully   when   I  get  my  seeing,  attd 
«iemp!ify*     You   have  aLso  too   much    of  singing  metre^  such  aa 
requires  no  deep  ear  to  make ;  lilting  measure,  in  which  vou  have 
done  Woolman  injustice.     Strike  at  less  superficial  melodies.     The 
piece  on  Nayler  Is  more  to  my  fancy. 

My  eye  runs  waters.     But  I  will  ^ive  you  a  fuller  account  Home 
day.    Tlie  book  is  a  very  pretty  one  m  more  than  one  sense,     ITie 
dtoorative  harp,  perhap^  too  ostentatious ;  a  simple  pipe  preferable. 
Farewell,  and  luemy  thanks,  C.  Lamb. 


Note 

[Barton's  new  book  was  Poetic  Vigils^  1834.  It  contained 
among  other  poems  "  An  Ode  to  Time,"  '*  Verses  to  the  Memory  of 
Bloomfield"  (see  Letter  Sll),  '^  A  Memorial  of  John  Woolman," 
beginning — 

Theie  k  glory  w  me  in  thy  Name, 

Meek  follower  of  Bethlehem's  Child, 
More  touching  by  far  than  the  {Splendour  of  Fame 

With  which  the  vain  world  is  beguit'd, 

and  **  A  Memorial  of  Jaraes  Nayler."  The  following  "  Sonnet  to 
EK"  from  the  London  Magazine^  is  also  in  the  volume :  it  is  odd 
that  Lamb  did  not  mention  it : — 

SONNET  TO  ELIA 

Delightful  Author  I  unto  whom  I  owe 

Moments  and  moods  of  fancy  and  of  feeling, 

AA^eeih  to  grateful  memory  now  appeal  in  g^ 
Fain  would  I  '*  blest  thee^-efe  I  let  ihee  go  1 " 
From  month  to  month  has  the  cxKaustIea«  flow 

Of  thy  original  mind*  its  wealth  revealing* 

With  qu  am  test  humour*  and  deep  pathoa  healing 
The  World's  rode  wounds,  revived  Life's  eaily  glow '. 
And,  mjxt  with  this,  at  timcs^  to  earnest  thought* 

Glimpses  of  truth,  most  simple  and  sublime* 
By  thy  rmaginatlon  have  been  brought 

Over  my  spirit.      From  the  olden  time 
Of  Authorship  thy  patent  should  be  dated, 

And  thou  with  Marvel  I »  Brown,  and  Burton  mated,] 
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LETTER  330 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  W.  MARTER 

[Dftted  at  end:  July  ig  (1824).] 

DEAR  Marter, — I  have  just  rec<i  your  letter,  having  returned 
from  a  month's  holjdays.  My  exertions  for  the  I^ndon  are, 
tho'  not  dead,  in  a  dead  sleep  for  the  present.  If  your  cluh  like  scan- 
dal, Blackwood's  is  your  ma^adne ;  if  you  prefer  light  article,  and 
hutoorous  without  offence,  the  New  Monthly  is  very  amusing.  Tlie 
beat  of  it  ir  by  Horace  Smith,  tlie  author  of  the  Rejected  Addresses, 
The  Old  Montlily  has  more  of  matter,  information,  but  not  so  merry,  | 
1  cannot  safely  recommend  any  othera,  m  not  knowing  them,  of 
knowing  them  to  their  disadvantage.  Of  Reviews,  beside  what  you  ^ 
mention,  1  know  of  none  except  the  Review  on  Hounslow  Heath, 
which  I  take  it  is  too  expensive  for  your  ordering.  Pity  me,  that 
have  been  a  Gentleman  these  four  weeks,  and  am  reduced  in  one 
day  to  the  state  of  a  ready  writer,  I  feel,  I  feel,  my  gentlemanly 
qualities  fast  oozing  away — such  as  a  sense  of  honour,  neckclotKs 
twice  a  day^  abstinence  from  swearing,  &e.  The  d^k  enters  into 
my  souL 

See  my  thoughts  on  business  next  Page. 

SONNET 

Who  Eret  invented  mark  .^•— and  bound  the  free 

A  ad  hoiyday-rejoidng  Spirit  down 

To  the  ever-haunting  importunity 

Of  Buiin£is  in  the  greeii  fields,  and  the  Town — 

To  plough t  loom,  L^invil],  spade »  and  (oh  moisi  sad  1) 

To  this  dry  drudgery  of  the  deik*s  dead  wood  ? 

Who  but  the  Being  unblefit^  alien  firom  good, 

Sabbathless  Satan  1     He,  who  his  ungUd 

Task  ever  plies  'mid  rotatory  burningE, 

That  round  and  round  incalculably  retl — 

For  wrath  divine  hath  made  him  like  a  wheel — 

In  that  red  realm  from  whence  are  no  rcturnings ; 

Where  toiling  &  turmoiling  ever  &.  aye 

He  and  his  Thoughts  keep  pensive  worky-<^y. 

With  many  recollections  of  pleasanter  times,  my  old  compeer, 
happily  releaiied  before  me.  Adieu.  C.  Lamh. 

19  July  [1S34]. 

Note 

pWarter  was  an  old  India  House  oleik  ;  we  do  not  meet  with  Mml 
again.  The  sonnet  had  been  printed  in  The  Examiner  m  1819,1 
Lamb,  who  was  fond  of  it,  reprmted  it  in  Albwm  Versm^  18S0*] 
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LETTER  S31 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DIBDIN 

[P.M.  July  aS,  t834»] 

Y  dear  Sir — ^I  must  appeax  negligent  in  not  having  thanked 

you  for  the  very  pleamnt  books  you  sent  me,     Arthur^  and 

the  Novel,  we  have  both  of  ua  read  with  unmixed  satiiifactioD.    lliey 

full  of  quaint  conceitsj  and  running  over  with  good  humour  and 

*  nature.     I  naturalJy  take  little  interest  in  story,  but  in  these 

be  manner  and  not  the  end  is  the  inter^t;    it  is  such  pleasant 

travelling,  one  scarce  cares  whither  it  leads  us»     Pray  express  our 

pleasure  to  your  father  with  my  best  thanks. 

I  am  involved  in  a  routine  of  visiting  among  the  family  of  Barron 
Field,  just  ret*^.  from  Botany  Bay — I  shall  hardly  have  an  open 
Evening  before  Tuesday  next.     Will  you  come  to  us  then  ? 

Youi^  truly,         C,  La^&* 

Wen«d»y 
aS  July  34. 

Note 

[Arthur  and  the  Novel  were  two  books  by  Charles  Dibdin  tlie 
Younger,  the  father  of  Lamb's  correspondent.  Arthur  was  Young 
Arthur  ^  or^  The  Child  0/  Mystery  ;  A  Metrical  Romance^  1819* 
and  the  novel  was  Isn^t  It  OddJ  three  volumes  of  hi|h-spirited 
ramblings  something  in  the  manner  of  Tristram  Shanayt  nomin- 
ally written  by  Marmaduke  Merry  whistle,  and  published  in  18^2. 

Barron  Field  had  returned  from  his  Judgeship  in  New  South 
Wales  on  June  18*] 


LETTER  382 

{Possibly  incomplete) 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  HOOD 

P.M,  August  10,  1 814, 

AND   what  dost   thou    at  the   Priory?  Oucullus  ihon  facit 
MonachuTTi.     English  me  that^  and  challenge  old  Lignum 
Jatiutt  to  make  a  better. 

My  old  New  River  has  presented  no  extraordinary  novelties 
litely;  but  there  Hope  sits  every  day,  speculating  upon  tradi- 
^Msiry  gudgeons,      I  think  she  ha^  taken  the   fishenes*     I   now 
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know  the  reason  wh^  our  forefmtheiB  were  denommAted  East  and 
West  Angles.  Yet  is  tliei^  no  lack  of  spawn  ;  for  I  wash  mv  banib 
in  fisbets  that  come  through  the  pimip  every  morning  thick  as 
motelingH^ — little  thii^  o  o  o  like  that^  that  perish  untimely,  and 
never  taste  the  brook.  You  do  not  tell  me  of  those  romantic  land 
bays  that  be  as  thou  goest  to  Lover's  Seat :  neither  of  that  little 
church! ing  in  the  midst  of  a  wood  (in  the  opposite  direction,  nine 
furtongti  from  the  town),  that  seems  dropped  by  the  Angel  that  was 
tired  of  carrying  twu  packages ;  many,  with  the  other  he  made 
shift  to  pick  bii*  flight  to  Loretto.  Inquire  out,  and  see  my  little 
Protestant  Loretto,  It  stands  apart  from  trace  of  human  habita- 
tion ;  yet  hath  it  pulpit,  reading-desk,  and  trim  front  of  massiest 
maj^ble,  an  if  Robimmn  Crusoe  had  reaxed  it  to  soothe  hiniself  with 
old  church-going  inia|^.  I  forget  it§  Christian  nam^  and  wh&t 
she-saint  was  its  gossip. 

You  should  also  go  to  No,  13,  Standg&te  Street, — a  baker,  who 
has  the  finest  collection  of  marine  monsters  in  ten  sea  counties, — 
sea  dragons,  polypi,  mer-people,  most  fantastic.  You  have  only  to 
name  the  old  gentleman  in  black  (not  the  Devil)  that  lodged  with 
him  a  week  (heUl  remember)  last  July,  and  he  will  show  courtesy. 
He  is  by  far  the  foremost  of  the  savans.  His  wife  is  the  funniest 
thwarting  little  animal  1  They  are  decidedly  the  I.ions  of  green 
Hastings,  Well,  I  have  made  an  end  of  my  say*  My  epistolary 
time  IB  gone  hy  when  I  could  have  scrihbled  as  long  (I  will  not  say 
as  agreeable)  an  thine  was  to  l>oth  of  us,  I  am  dwindled  to  not^ 
and  letterets.  But,  in  g<ioti  earnest,  I  shall  be  most  happy  to  hail 
thy  return  to  the  waters  of  Old  Sir  Hugh.  There  is  nothing  like 
inland  murmurs,  fresh  ripples,  and  our  native  minnows. 

**  He  fiang  in  mc:ad&  how  sweet  the  brooklets  ran» 
To  the  rough  ocean  and  red  restless  sands." 

I  dmign  to  give  up  smoking ;  but  I  have  not  yet  fixed  upon  the 
equivalent  vice*  I  must  have  quid  pro  qw}  ;  or  quo  pro  quid^  as 
Tom  Woodgate  would  coirect  me.     My  service  to  him.        C.  L. 

Note 

[This  is  the  fii'st  letter  to  Hood,  then  a  young  man  of  twenty-five, 
and  assistant  editor  of  the  London  Magazine.  He  was  now  stay- 
ing at  Hastings^  on  his  honeymoon,  presumably,  like  the  Lamt^, 
near  the  Priory  (see  note  on  page  615). 

**  Ctjucullns  non  facit  Motiachwm  "— "^llie  cowl  does  not  make 
the  monk,"  an  old  proverb  quoted  more  than  once  by  Shakespeare, 

"Old  Lignum  Janua" — the  Tom  Woodgate  mentioned  at  the 
end  of  the  letter,  a  boatman  at  Hastings.  Hotxi  wixjte  some  verges 
to  him. 
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**  My  old  New  River."  This  pa.ssage  was  platted  by  Hood  as  tha 
motto  of  his  verses  "  Walton  Redivivus,*'  in  Whims  and  Odditie^i 
1896. 

**  Little  churchJing,"  This  h  Lamh's  second  description  of 
HoUingdon  Rural,    ITie  third  and  best  is  on  page  709. 

**  Loretto."  The  legend  is  that  the  house  of  tiie  Virgin  Mary  at 
Nazareth  was  carried  by  an  angel  to  Mace  rata,  in  Italy,  and  de- 
posited on  the  property  of  the  Lady  Loretto* 

"  Waters  of  Old  Sir  Hugh  "—the  New  River,  stream  of  Sir 
Hugh  Middleton. 

**  There  is  nothing  like  inland  uiumiurs/'  I^mb  is  here  remem- 
bering Wordsworth's  Tintern  Abbey  lines  : — 

Wilh  a  sweet  inland  murmur. 

In  the  Elia  essay  *'The  Old  Margate  Hoy"  Lamb,  in  speaking 
of  Hastings,  had  made  the  same  objection, 

**  He  sang  in  meads  .  ,  /'  An  imperfect  memory  of  Landor^a  lines 
in  Oebvr^  also  referred  to  in  the  same  essay  : — 

In  Bmiling  meadfi  how  sweet  the  brook^s  repose 
To  the  rough  ocean,  and  red  restless  sands. 

In  a  letter  to  his  sister,  written  from  Hastings  at  this  time. 
Hood  say*  :— 

Thk  b  the  Ust  of  our  ei(curfiiont«  We  have  tried,  hut  in  vain,  to  find  out  the 
cr  and  his  wife  recommended  to  us  by  Lamli  a»  the  very  hona  of  green  Hastings* 
ere  is  no  such  street  as  he  has  named  throughout  the  town^  and  the  ovens  are 
Aguktrly  numerous.  We  have  given  up  the  search,  therefore,  but  we  have  df*- 
ccmr^  the  UtUe  church  in  the  wood^  and  it  is  such  a  church  I  It  ought  to  have 
besen  our  St  Botolph*s,  ,  .  .  Such  a  verdant  covert  wood  Stothard  might  paint  lof 
the  haumtng  of  Dioneus,  Pamphiitus,  and  Fiammetta  as  they  walk  in  the  novel  of 
fkpoeactfc.  The  ground  shadowed  with  bluebeUs,  even  to  the  forination  or  a  plumb- 
like btoom  upon  its  little  knoUs  and  ridgca ;  and  ever  through  the  dell  windeth  a 
little  path  chequered  with  the  shades  of  aspena  and  ashea  and  the  most  verdant  and 
Ii\'cly  of  all  the  family  of  trees*  Here  a  broad,  rude  stone  steppeth  over  a  la^y 
■pnng,  ooiing  its  way  into  grass  and  weeds  ;  anon  a  fjeeh  pathway  divergeih,  you 
kiiow  riot  whither,  MeanwhiJc  the  v^ild  blackbird  startles  across  the  way  and  singeth 
^ew  in  some  other  shade.  To  have  seen  Fiammetta  therc^  stepping  in  silk  attire, 
Hke  a  flower,  and  the  sunlight  looking  upon  her  betwistt  the  branches  I  I  had  not 
walkieii  (in  the  body)  with  Romance  before*  Then  suppose  so  much  of  a  space 
cleared  a^  maketh  a  small  church  lawn  to  be  sprinkled  with  old  gravestones,  and 
in  the  mid^t  the  church  itself,  a  small  Christian  dovecot,  such  as  Lamb  has  truly 
deicnhed  it,  like  a  little  temple  of  Juan  Fernandes.  1  could  have  been  semimental 
and  wish4»d  to  lie  some  day  in  that  place,  its  calm  tenants  seeming  to  come  through 
tuch  quiet  ways,  through  those  verdant  alleys,  to  their  graves. 

in  coming  home  I  killed  a  viper  in  our  serpentine  path^  and  Mrs.  Pernor  says 
t  am  by  that  token  to  overcome  an  enetny.  Is  Taylor  or  Hessey  dead  ?  The 
rt^le  was  dark  and  dull,  his  blood  being  yet  sluggish  from  the  cold ;  howheit,  he 
tried  to  bite,  till  I  cut  him  in  two  with  a  stone,  I  thought  of  Hessey 's  long  back- 
bone when  I  did  it. 

They  are  called  adders^  tell  your  father,  becau^  two  and  two  of  them  together 
niakc  four,] 
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LETTER  333 
CHAELES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  ABRAHAM  ELTON 

India  House 

to  wbicb  place  all  Icttcf^  addfesscd 

to  C.  L.  commonly  come. 

[August  17,  i8a4(?M 

MY  dear  Sir,  You  have  overwhelmed  me  with  your  favours. 
I  have  received  positively  a  tittle  library  from  Baldwyn'a, 
I  do  not  know  bow  I  have  deserved  such  a  bounty. 

We  have  been  up  to  the  ear  in  the  classics  ever  since  it  came*  I 
have  been  greatly  plea^ed^  but  most,  I  think,  with  the  Hesiod,^ — 
the  Titan  battle  quite  amazed  me*  Gad,  it  was  no  child's  play 
— and  then  the  homely  aphorisms  at  the  end  of  the  works — how 
adroitly  you  have  turned  them  I  Can  he  be  the  same  Hesiod  who 
did  the  Titans  ?  the  latter  is  — 

*' wtne 

Which  10  madness  does  indkie/' 

But  to  read  the  Dap  and  Works,  is  like  eating  nice  brown  bread, 
homely  «weet  and  nutritive.  Apolloniu8  was  new  to  me.  I  had 
confounded  him  with  the  conjuror  of  that  name.  Medea  is  glorious  j . 
but  I  cannot  give  up  Dido,  She  positively  is  the  only  Fine  Lady 
of  Antiquity  :  hei-  courtesy  to  the  Trojans  is  altogether  queen- like.  1 
Enem  is  a  most  disagreeable  person.  Ascanius  a  pretty  young 
master.  Mezentius  for  my  money.  His  dying  speech  shames  Turpin 
— ^not  the  Archbishop  I  mean,  but  the  roadster  of  that  name. 

1  have  been  ashamed  to  find  how  many  names  of  classics  (and 
more  than  their  nam^)  you  have  introduced  me  to,  that  before  I 
was  ignorant  of  Your  commendation  of  Master  Chapman  arrideth 
me.  Can  any  one  read  the  pert  modem  Frenchify'd  notes^  &c*,  in 
Fope*s  translation^  and  contmst  them  with  solemn  weighty  prefaces 
of  Chapman,  writing  in  full  faith,  as  he  evidently  does,  of  the  plen- 
ary inspiration  of  his  author— worshipping  his  meanest  scraps  and 
relics  as  divine^ — without  one  sceptical  misgiving  of  their  authen- 
ticity, and  doubt  which  was  the  properest  to  expound  Homer  to 
their  countiymen.  Reverend  Chapman  I  you  have  read  his  hymn 
to  Pan  (the  Homeric) — why^  it  is  Milton's  blank  verse  clothed  with 
rhyme*     Paradise  Lost  could  scarce  losCj  could  it  be  so  accoutred. 

I  shall  die  in  the  belief  that  be  has  improved  upon  Homer,  in 
the  Ody^ey  in  particular — ^the  discloeure  of  Ulysses  of  himself,  to 
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Alcinous,  hiB  previous  behaviour  at  the  song  of  the  stem  strife 
arising  between  AchiJJea  and  himaelf  (bow  it  raises  him  above  the 
Iliad  Ul}i^es  1)  but  you  know  aU  these  things  quite  as  well  as  I 
do.  But  what  a  deaf  ear  old  C.  would  have  turned  to  Uie  doubters 
in  Homer^s  real  personality  I  They  might  as  well  have  denied  the 
appearance  of  J*  C*  in  the  flesh. — He  apparently  beheved  all  the 
fables  of  H.'s  birth,  &€. 

ITiose  notes  of  Biyant  have  caused  the  greatest  disorder  in  my 
brain-pan.  Well,  I  will  not  flatter  when  I  say  that  we  have  had 
two  or  three  long  evening^s  good  reading  out  of  your  kind  present 

I  will  say  nothing  of  the  tenderest  parts  in  your  own  little  volmue, 
at  the  end  of  siiuh  a  slatternly  scribble  as  this,  but  indeed  they  cost 
us  Home  team  I  scrawl  away  because  of  interruptions  every  mo- 
ment You  guess  how  it  is  in  a  busy  office — papers  thrust  into 
your  hand  when  your  band  is  busiest^and  every  anti-cla^ical  dk- 
avocation.  [Conclusion  cut  away.] 


Note 

[This  letter^  now  for  the  first  time  printed  in  full,  may  be  hem 
wrongly  placed.  Lady  Elton  thinks  the  postmark  to  be  1824.  it 
kf  however,  one  of  those  letters  whose  date  matters  little. 

There  is  a  reference  to  Elton  in  the  note  on  page  568  to  Letter 
^6^  -f  and  again^  as  the  author  of  a  witty  remark  upon  Coleridge, 
in  Letter  858.  Elton  ieems  to  have  sent  I^mb  a  number  of 
his  books,  principally  his  Specimeiis  of  the  ClaEsical  PoetB  .  ,  * 
frovi  Homer  to  TTyphiodoruB  translated  into  Engiiah  Verse^ 
Baldwin,  1814,  in  three  volumes.  Lamb  I'efers  first  to  the  passage 
from  Hesiod^E:»  Thmgony^  and  then  to  his  Works  and  Days  (which 
Chapman  translated)—'*  Dispensation  of  Providence  to  the  Just 
and  Unjust," 

**  Which  to  madness  does  incline,"     I  do  not  find  this, 

Apollonius  Rhodius  was  the  author  of  The  ArgonauticB.  iMmb 
then  passes  on  to  Virgil.  For  the  death  of  Mezentius  see  the  JSnsid^ 
Book  X.»  at  the  end«  The  makers  of  broadsides  had  probably 
audited  Dick  Turpin  with  a  dying  speech. 

**  Those  notes  of  Bryant/'  Lamb  possibly  refers  to  Jacob  Bry- 
ant's Essay  on  the  Original  Genius  and  Writings  of  Honier^ 
1775,  or  his  pamphlet  on  the  Trojan  War,  1795,  1799. 

"  Your  own  httle  volume."  Probably  The  Brothers  and  Other 
Pornns,  by  Elton,  1820J 
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LETTER  334 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[p. If.  August  17,  1 824 J 

DEAR  B,  B, — I  congratulate  you  on  getting  a  bouse  over  your 
head.  I  find  the  cooifort  of  it  I  am  sure.  At  my  town 
lodgings  the  Mistress  waa  always  quarrelling  with  our  maid  ;  and  at 
my  place  of  rusticationj  the  whole  family  were  always  beating  one 
another^  brothei-s  beating  sisters  (one  a  most  beautiful  girl  lamed 
for  life),  father  beating  sons  and  daughters j  and  son  again  beating 
hk  father,  knocking  him  fairly  down,  a  nctsne  I  never  before  wit- 
nessed, but  was  called  out  of  bed  by  the  unnatural  blows,  the 
parricidaJ  colour  of  which,  tho'  my  n^orals  could  not  but  condemn, 
yet  my  reason  did  heartily  approve,  and  in  the  issue  the  house  was 
quieter  for  a  day  or  so  than  I  had  ever  known,  I  am  now  all 
harmony  and  quiet,  even  to  the  sometimes  wishing  back  again  some 
of  the  old  rufflings.  There  k  something  stirring  in  these  civil 
broils. 

The  Album  shall  be  attended  to.  If  I  can  light  upon  a  few 
appropriate  rhymes  (but  rhymes  come  with  difficulty  from  me  now) 
I  shall  beg  a  place  in  the  neat  margin  of  your  young  housekeeper. 

The  Prometheus  Unbound,  is  a  capital  story.  The  Literal  rogue ! 
What  if  you  had  ordered  Elfrida  in  sheets  /  She'd  have  been  sent  up, 
I  warrant  you.  Or  bid  bim  da^^p  his  bible  (i.e.  to  his  bosom) — he'd 
lia  clapt  on  a  brass  clasp,  no  doubt. — 

I  can  no  more  understand  Shelly  than  you  can.  His  poetry  is 
"  thin  sewn  with  profit  or  delight"  Yet  I  must  point  to  your 
notice  a  sonnet  conceivd  and  exprea^ed  with  a  witty  delicacy.  It  is 
that  addi^essed  to  one  who  hated  him*  but  who  could  not  persuade 
him  to  bate  him  again.  His  coyness  to  the  other's  passion  (for 
hate  demands  a  return  as  much  as  Love,  and  starves  without  it)  is 
mmt  arch  and  pleasant.     Pray,  like  it  very  much. 

For  his  theories  and  nostrums  they  are  oracular  enough,  bat  I 
either  comprehend  'em  not,  or  there  is  miching  malice  and  mischief 
in  'em.  Hut  for  the  most  part  ringing  with  their  own  emptiness. 
Hazlitt  said  well  of  'em— Many  are  wiser  and  better  for  reading 
Shakspeare,  but  nobody  was  ever  wiser  or  better  for  reading  Sh — ^y. 

I  wonder  you  will  sow  your  correspondence  on  so  barren  aground 
as  I  am,  that  make  such  poor  returns.  But  my  head  akes  at  the 
bare  thought  of  letter  writing,  I  wish  all  the  ink  in  the  ocean 
dried  up,  and  would  listen  to  the  quills  shivering  [?  shrivelling]  up 
in  the  candle  flame,  like  parching  martyrs.    The  same  indisposif^ 


1324 


LAMB  AND  SHELLEY 


653 


to  write  it  is  has  stopt  my  Elias»  hot  you  will  see  a  futile  Effort 
in  the  next  No.,  "  wrung  from  me  with  slow  pain," 

The  fact  is,  my  head  k  seldom  cool  enough.  I  am  dreadfully 
indolent.  To  have  to  do  anything — to  order  nie  a  new  coat,  for 
Instance,  tho*  my  old  buttons  are  shelled  like  beans — k  an  effort. 
•  My  pen  stammers  like  my  tongue.  What  cool  craniurns  tho^ie 
old  end  iters  of  Folios  must  have  had.  What  a  mortify 'd  pulse. 
Well,  once  more  I  throw  myself  on  your  mercy— Wishing  peace  in 
thy  new  dwelHng —  C.  Lamb. 

Note 

[The  Lambs  gave  up  their  "country  lodgings"  at  Dakton  on 
moving  to  Colebrooke  Row. 

"  The  album."     See  next  letter  to  Barton. 

"The  Prometheus  Unbound."  A  bookseller,  asked  for  Pro- 
metheus Unbound^  Shelley's  poem,  had  replied  that  Prameiheus 
was  not  to  be  had  "  in  sheets. '  Elfr-uld  was  a  dramatic  poem  by 
William  Mason,  Gray's  friend, 

"Thin  sewn  with  profit  -  ,  ."     From  Paradise  Regained^  IV., 

Thin  sown  with  might  of  profit  or  delight. 
Tim  is  Shelley^s  poem  (not  a  sonnet)  which  Lamb  liked  i^ — 


LINES  TO  A  REVIEWER 

Alas  t  good  fir  [end,  what  profit  can  you  see 
In  hating  such  an  hatcle&s  thing  as  me  ? 
There  is  no  sport  in  hate,  where  all  the  rage 
Is  on  one  side-     In  vain  would  you  assuage 
Your  frowns  upon  an  unreei&ling  smile, 
In  which  not  even  contempt  lurkK,  to  beguile 
Yoor  heart  by  some  faint  sympathy  of  hale. 
Oh  conquer  what  you  cannot  satiate  I 
For  to  your  passion  I  am  far  more  coy 
Than  ever  yet  was  coldest  maid  or  boy 
I  n  wi  n  ter*  n  oo  n .     Of  your  an  ti  pathy 
If  I  am  the  Narcissus^  you  are  free 
To  pine  into  a  sound  with  hating  me. 

**Michmg  rnalit^'*— **Miching  mallecho"  ("Hamlet,"  III.,  2, 
147), 

HazHtt  writes  of  Shelley  in  his  essay  "  On  Paratlox  and  Comtnon- 
plitt*'  in  Tabu  Talk;  but  he  does  not  make  thi^  remark  there. 
Perhaps  he  said  it  in  conversfition. 

"The  next  Number/*  The  "futile  Effort"  was"  Blakenmoor  in 
H flhire"  m  the  London  Magazine  for  September,  18M, 
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"  Wrung  from  me  with  slow  pain/'     Folonius  sajs  of  his  p^mb- 
sion  for  Laertes  to  travel : — 

He  bath,  my  Lord,  wrung  from  me  my  slow  leave* 

**  Hamlet/'  L,  a,  5S. 

Here  should  come  a  note  from  Lamb  to  Cary^  August  19,  1824, 
in  which  Lamb  thanlcB  him  far  his  translation  of  The  Birds  of 

Aristophanes  and  accepts  an  invitation  to  dine  J 


LETTER  335 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNAED  BARTON 


[  Dated  at  end :  September  jo^  1824*] 

Little  Book  I  Biirnam^d  of  While ; 
Clean,  as  yet,  and  fair  to  sight ; 
Keep  thy  attribution  right. 

Nevei-  disjvroponion'd  scrawl ; 
Ugly  biot,  that's  worse  than  all  ■ 
On  thy  maiden  clearness  falL 

In  each  Letter,  here  designed, 
Let  the  Reader  emblcm'd  find 
Neatness  of  the  Ownef  *s  mind* 

Gilded  margins  count  a  sin  ; 
Let  thy  leaves  attraction  win 
By  the  Golden  Rules  withm  : 

SayingSj  fetchM  from  Sages  old; 
Saws,  which  Holy  Writ  unfold, 
Worthy  to  be  writ  in  Gold ; 

Lighter  Fancies  not  excluding ; 
Blameless  wit,  with  nothing  rude  in, 
Sometimes  mildly  interluding 

Amid  strains  of  graver  measure : — 
Virtue's  self  haih  oft  her  pleaiiure 
In  sweet  Muses'  groves  6f  leisure. 

Riddles  dark,  perplexing  sense  ; 
Darker  meanings  of  offence ; 
What  but  tkadas,  be  banish 'd  hence^ 

Whitest  Thoughts,  in  whitest  dress— 
Candid  Meanings — best  eitpress 
Mind  of  quiet  Quakeress. 

DEAR  B.  B» — "  I  am  ill  at  these  numbei^ ; '*  but  if  the  above 
be  not  too  mean  to  have  a  place  in  thy  Daughter's  SMictum^ 
take  them  with  pleasure*  I  asaume  that  &er  Name  is  Hannah^ 
because  it  is  a  pretty  scriptural  cognomen.     I  began  on  another 
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sheet  of  paper,  and  just  as  I  bad  peiui'd  the  second  line  of  Stanza 
2  an  ugly  Blot  [heT€  is  a  blot]  aa  big  as  tbis,  fell,  to  illustrate  my 
counseL — I  am  sadly  given  to  blot,  and  modem  blotting-paper  gives 
no  redress ;  it  only  smears  and  makes  it  worse,  as  for  example  [here 
is  a  smear].  The  only  remedy  h  scratching  out,  which  gives  it  a 
Clerkisb  look.  The  most  innocent  blotn  are  made  with  red  ink, 
and  are  rather  ornamental.  [Here  are  two  or  three  blots  in  red 
ink.]  Marry,  they  are  not  always  to  be  dktinguiabed  fiom  the 
efliisionB  of  a  cut  finger. 

Well,  I  hope  and  trust  thy  Tick  doleru^  or  however  you  spell  it, 
is  vanished,  for  I  have  frightful  impressions  of  that  Tick,  and  do 
altogether  bate  it,  m  an  unpaid  score,  or  the  Tick  of  a  Death 
Watch,  I  take  it  to  be  a  species  of  Vitus's  dance  (I  omit  the 
Sanctity,  writing  to  "one  of  the  men  called  Friends"),  I  knew  a 
young  Lady  who  could  dance  no  other,  she  danced  thro'  life,  and 
very  queer  and  fantastic  were  her  steps.  Heaven  bless  thee  from 
such  measures,  and  keep  thee  from  the  Foul  Fiend^  who  delights  to 
lead  after  False  Fires  m  the  night,  Flibbertigibit,  that  gives  the 
ipeb  and  the  pin  &c,  I  forget  what  else.— 

From  roy  den,  as  Bunyan  has  it,  SO  Sep,  M.  C.  L. 

Note 

[The  venses  were  for  the  album  of  Barton's  daughter,  Lucy  (after- 
wards Mrs.  Edward  FitzGerald).  Lucy  was  her  only  name.  Lamb 
afterwards  printed  them  in  his  Album  Verses^  1830* 

''  I  am  ill  at  these  numbers"  ("Hamlet,"  IL,  3,  120).  I^mb 
later  came  to  pride  himself  on  his  facility  as  a  rhymester  to  ladies^ 
order, 

*^The  Foul  Fidid  .  .  .  FHbbertigibit/'  See  "Lear,"  IIL,  4» 
m.    "False  Fires/*     See  '* Hamlet,"  IIL,  %  277.] 


LETTER  see 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  JOHN  DYER  COLLIER 

[Dai«l  at  end :  November  2,  tEz^,] 

DEAR  Mrs,  Collier — We  receive  so  much  pig  from  your  kind- 
ness, that  I  really  have  not  phrase  enough  to  vary  successive 
aclcnowledg*!^^, 
I  think  I  shall  get  a  printed  forai  to  serve  on  all  occasions. 
To  sav  it  was  young,  crisp,  short,  luscious,  dainty- toed,  in  but 
to  say  wfiat  all  its  pred^essors  have  been*     It  was  eaten  on  Sunday 
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and  Monday,  and  doubts  only  exist  as  to  which  temperature  it  eatl 
best,  hot  or  cold*  I  incline  to  the  latter.  The  Petty-feet  made  m 
pretty  surprising  prcB-gustation  for  supper  on  Saturday  nighty  just' 
as  I  was  loathingly  in  expectation  of  bi^n-cheese.     I  spell  as  I  speak. 

I  do  not  know  what  news  to  send  you.     You  will  nave  heard  of  j 
Alsagei-'s  death,  and  your  Son  John's  success  in  the  Lottery,     I  sayJ 
he  is  a  wise  man,  if  he  leaves  off  while  he  is  well.     The  weather  isl 
wet  to  weariness,  but  Mary  goes  puddling  about  a-shopping  after  al 
^own  for  the  winter^     She  wants  it  good  &  cheap.     Now  I  boJcil 
that  no  good  things  are  cheap,  pig-presents  alwajn  excepted.     In^ 
this  mournful  weather  I  sit  moping,  where  I  now  write,  in  an  office 
dark  as  Erebus,  jammed  in  lietween  4  walls,  and  writing  by  Candle- J 
light,  most  melancholy.     Never  see  the  light  of  the  Sun  sis  bourtl 
in  the  day^  and  am  suiprised  to  find  bow  pretty  it  shines  on  Sundays.1 
I  wish  I  wei^  a  Caravan  driver  or  a  Fenny  post  man,  to  earn  my] 
bread  in  air  &  sunshine.     Such  a  pedestrian  as  1  am,  to  be  tied 
by  the  le^s,  like  aFauntleroy,  without  the  pleasure  of  his  Exactions. 
I  am  interrupted  here  with  an  official  qu^tion,  which  will  take  me 
up  till  it's  time  to  go  to  dinner,  so  with  re|)eated  thanks  &  liothJ 
our  kindest    remembc«»  to  Mr.  Collier  &  yourself,  I  conclude   in] 
haste. 

Yours  &  his  sincerely,  C.  Laio. 

from  my  den  in  Leaden hal!| 
2  Nov.  24. 

On  further  enquiry  Alaager  is  not  dead^  but  Mib*  A.  m  hro^.  to 
bed. 

Note 

[Mis*  Collier  was  the  mother  of  John  Payne  Colber,  Alsager  we 
have  already  met.  Henry  Fauntleroy  was  the  lianker,  who  bad  just 
been  found  guilty  of  forgery  and  on  the  day  that  I  jamb  wrote  was 
^ntenced  to  death.    He  was  executed  on  the  30th  (see  Letter  34<1).] 


LETTER  3S7 
CHAELES  LAMB  TO  B.  W.   PROCTER 

[Dated  at  end  ;  November  it,  *2f.] 

MY  dear  Procter,— 
I  do  agnise  a  shame  in  not  having  l)een  to  pay  my" 
congratulations  to  Mrs.  Pnx^tcr  and  your  happy  self,  but  on  Sunday 
(my  only  morning)  I  was  enga^d  to  a  country  walk  ;  and  in  virtue  of 
the  hypostatical  union  between  us^  when  Mary  calls,  it  is  imdei-stood 
that  1  call  tooj  we  being  univocal  ^ 
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But  indeed  I  am  ill  at  these  ceremonious  inductians.  I  fancy  I 
was  not  bonx  with  a  call  on  ray  head,  though  I  have  bi*ought  one 
down  upon  it  with  a  vengeance*  I  love  not  to  pluck  tliat  sort  of 
fruit  crude,  but  to  stay  its  ripening  into  visits.  In  probability  Mary 
will  be  at  Southampton  Row  this  mornings  and  somethitig  of  that 
kind  be  matured  between  you^  but  in  any  case  not  many  hours  shall 
elap^  before  I  shake  you  by  the  hand. 

Meantime  give  my  kindest  felicitations  to  Mrs.  Procter,  and  assure 
her  I  look  forward  with  the  greatest  delight  to  our  acquaintance. 
By  the  way,  the  deuce  a  bit  of  Cake  has  come  to  hand,  which  hath 
an  inauspicious  look  at  first,  but  I  comfort  myself  that  that 
Mysterious  Service  hath  the  property  of  Sacramental  Bread,  which 
mice  cannot  nibble,  nor  time  moulder. 

I  am  married  myself — to  a  severe  step-wife,  who  keeps  me,  not 
at  bed  and  board,  but  at  desk  and  board,  and  is  jealous  of  my 
morning  aberrations,  I  can  not  slip  out  to  congratulate  kinder 
unions.  It  is  well  she  leaves  me  alone  o'  nights— the  damn'd  Day- 
bag  BUSINESS,  She  is  even  now  peeping  over  me  to  see  I  am  writing 
no  Love  Letters.  I  come,  my  dear — Where  is  the  Indigo  Sale 
Book? 

Twenty  adieus,  my  dear  friends,  till  we  meet. 

Yours  most  truly,  C.  Lami. 

Leadenhall,  ti  Nov.  '24. 

Note 

[Procter  married  Anne  Skepper,  stepdaughter  of  Basil  Montagu, 
in  (ktober,  18124.    One  of  their  daughters  was  Adelaide  Ann  Procter. 

"Agnise" — acknowledge.  It  has  been  HUggested  that  Lamb 
favoured  this  old  word  also  on  account  of  its  superficial  association 
with  agnus^  a  lamb.] 


LETTER  S38 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON 

[p.m.    Nov.  20f  i8a4.] 

D^  R.  Barron  Field  bids  me  say  that  he  is  resident  at  his  brothei* 
Henry^s,  a  surgeon  &c.,  a  few  dooi^  west  of  Christ  Church 
Passage  Newgate  Street  ;  and  tliat  he  shall  be  happy  to  accompany 
you  up  thence  to  Islington,  when  next  you  come  our  way,  but  not 
>o  late  as  you  sometimes  come.     I  think  we  shall  be  out  on  Tuesdy. 

Yours  ever 

C.  Lahji. 

VOL,  Til,— 44 
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Note  " 

[Barrcm  Field,  aa  I  have  said,  had  returned  firotn  New  South 
Wales  in  June  of  this  year.  Later  he  became  Chief  Justice  at 
Gibraltar,] 


LETTER  839 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SARAH  HUTCHINSON 

Desk  II,  Nov,  25  [tSa+l, 

MY  dear  Miaa  Hutchinson,  Mary  bids  me  thank  you  for  your 
kind  letter.   We  are  a  little  puzzled  about  your  whei-eabouts:  [ 
Misa  Wordsworth  writes  Torkay,  and  you  have  queerly  made  it ' 
Torquay,    Now  Tokay  we  have  heard  of,  aud  Torbay,  which  we  take 
to  be  the  true  Tnale  spelling  of  the  place,  but  somewhere  we  fancy 
it  to  be  on   "  Devon's  leafy  shores,     where  we  heartily  wish  the  j 
kindly  breezes  may  restore  all  that  is  invalid  among  you.    Robinson 
is  returned,  and  speaks  much  of  you  alK     We  shall  be  moat  glad 
to  hear  good  news  from  you  from  time  to  time*     The  b^t  is. 
Proctor  is  at  last  married.     We  have  made  sundry  attempts  to  see 
the   Bride,  but  have  accidentally  failed,  she  Isong  goae  out  a  \ 
gadding. 

We  had  promised  our  dear  friends  the  Monkhouses,  promised 
ourselves  ratner,  a  visit  to  them  at  Raii^gate,  but  1  thought  it 
best,  and  Mary  seemed  to  have  it  at  heart  too,  not  to  go  far  from 
home  these  last  holy  days.  It  is  connected  with  a  sense  of  tm- 
settlement,  and  secretly  i  know  she  hoped  that  such  abstinence 
would  be  friendly  to  her  health.  8he  certainly  has  escaped  her  sad 
yearly  visitation,  whether  in  consequence  of  it,  or  of  faith  in  it»  and 
we  have  to  be  thankful  for  a  good  18^4.  To  get  such  a  notion 
into  our  heads  may  go  a  great  way  another  year.  Not  that  we 
quite  con  fined  ourselves ;  but  ajssumiug  Islington  to  be  head  quarters, 
we  made  timid  flights  to  Ware,  Watford  &c.  to  try  how  the  trouts 
ta»ted,  for  a  night  out  or  so,  not  long  enough  to  make  the  s^iie  of 
chaage  oppressive,  but  sufficient  to  scour  the  rust  of  home» 

Coleriage  is  not  returned  from  the  Sea,  As  a  little  scandal  may 
divert  you  recluses — we  were  in  the  Summer  dining  at  a  ClergjTnan 
of  Southey's  "Church  of  England,"  at  Hertford,  the  same  who 
officiated  to  Thurtell's  last  moments,  and  indeed  an  old  contemporary 
Blue  of  C/s  and  mine  at  SchooL  After  dinner  we  talked  of  6*,  and 
F.  who  is  a  mighty  good  fellow  in  the  main,  but  hath  his  cassock 
pre]  udices,  inveighed  against  the  moral  character  of  C.  I  endeavoui^ 
to  enlighten  him  on  the  subject,  till  having  driven  him  out  of  tiome 
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df  Us  holds^  he  stopt  my  mouth  at  once  b;  appealing  to  me  whether 
it  was  not  very  well  knowQ  that  C.  *^at  that  very  moment  was 
living  in  a  state  of  open  a y  with  Mrs*  *  *  •  *  •  *  at  High- 
gate  ?  "  Nothing  I  cQuld  say  serious  or  bantering  after  that  could 
remove  the  d^p  inrooted  conviction  of  the  whole  company  assembled 
that  such  was  the  case  I  Of  cour^  you  will  keep  thii*  quite  close, 
for  I  would  not  involve  my  poor  blundering  friend,  who  I  dare  say 
believed  it  all  thoroughly.  My  interference  of  oourse  was  imputed 
to  the  goodness  of  my  heart,  tfiat  could  imagine  nothing  wrong  &c. 
Such  it  is  if  Ladies  will  go  gadding  about  with  other  people's 
huibands  at  watering  places.  How  careful  we  should  be  to  avdd 
the  appearance  of  EviL  I  thought  this  Anecdote  might  amuse 
you,  it  h  not  worth  i^e^enting  seriously;  only  I  give  it  as  a 
spedm^i  of  orthodox  candour.  0  Soutbey,  Southey,  how  long 
would  it  be  before  you  would  find  one  of  us  UnitariaTis  propagat- 
ing such  unwarrantable  Scandal!  Providence  keep  you  all  fi-om 
the  foul  fiend  Scand^  and  send  you  back  well  and  happy  to  deai' 
Gloster  Place.  C.  L. 

Note 

[Addressed  to  **Miss  Hutchinson,  T.  Monkhoase  Esq'«.  Strand, 
Torkay,  Torbay,  Devon." 

ITiomas  Monkhouse,  who  was  in  a  decline,  had  been  ordered  to 
Toranay, 

*' Devon's  leafy  shores "  Prom  The  Es^ewrsion^  Book  IlL,  line 
518, 

Crabb  Robmson  had  been  in  Normandy  for  some  weeks. 

The  too  credulous  clei^gyman  at  Hertford  was  Frederick  William 
Frankhn,  Master  of  the  Blue  Coat  school  there  (from  1801  to  1827), 
who  was  at  Christ*s  Hospital  with  Lamb. 

**Mm.  •  ♦  ♦  ♦  •  •;^    Mrs,  Gillman,] 


LETTER  ^4-0 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  LEIGH  HUNT 

[No  d&cc^   }  Novcmbof  f  iSa4«] 

TLLUSTREZZIMO  Signor,— I  have  obeyed  your  mandate  to  a 
1  tittle.  I  accom|>any  this  with  a  volume.  But  what  have  you 
done  with  the  first  I  sent  you?^have  you  swapt  it  witli  some 
lazmroni  for  macaroni?  or  pledged  it  with  a  gondolierer  for  a  passage  ? 
Hemdventmi  the  Cardinal  Gonsal vi  took  a  fancy  to  it : — his  Eminence 
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haa  done  my  Nearness  an  bonour,  Tis  but  a  step  to  tbe  Vatican. 
As  you  judge,  my  works  do  not  enrich  the  workmao,  but  I  get  vat 
I  can  for  'em*  They  keep  dragging  me  on,  a  poor,  worn  aiiU-horse» 
m  the  eternal  roond  of  the  danin'd  magazine;  but  *tis  they  am 
blind,  not  L  Colbum  (where  I  recognise  with  delight  the  gay 
W.  Honeycomb  renovated)  hath  the  ai^oendency. 

I  was  with  the  Novellos  last  week.  They  have  a  large,  cheap 
houBe  and  garden,  with  a  dainty  library  (nM^ificent)  without 
booka.  But  what  will  make  you  bless  yourself  (I  am  too  old  for 
wonder),  something  has  touchaJ  the  right  organ  in  Vint-entio  at  last. 
He  attends  a  Wesleyan  chapel  on  Kingslaod  Green.  He  at  fiot 
tried  to  laugh  it  off — he  only  went  for  the  singing ;  but  the  cloven 
foot — I  retract — the  Lamb's  trottera^ — are  at  length  apparent. 
Mary  Isabella  attributes  it  to  a  lightness  mduced  by  his  headaches. 
But  I  think  I  see  in  it  a  less  accidental  influence.  Mister  Clark  is 
at  perfect  staggers !  the  whole  fabric  of  his  infidelity  is  shaken.  He 
has  no  one  to  join  him  in  his  coarse-insults  and  indecent  obstreper^^ 
ousnesses  against  Christianity,  for  Holmes  (the  bonny  Holmes)  i»™ 
gone  to  Salisbury  to  be  organist,  and  Isabella  and  the  Clark  moke 
but  a  feeble  quorum.     The  children  have  all  nice,  neat  little  clasped 

?raj^-books,  and  I  have  laid  out  7s.  8d,  in  Watts's  Hymns  for 
'hnstnias  presents  for  them.  The  eldest  girl  alone  holds  out ;  sh^j 
has  been  at  Boulogne,  skirting  upon  the  vast  focus  of  Atheism,  andl 
imported  bad  principles  in  patois  French.  But  the  strongholds  are! 
crumbling.  N.  appears  a^  yet  to  have  but  a  confused  notion  of  the  I 
Atonement.  It  makes  him  giddy,  he  says,  to  think  much  about  it 
But  such  giddiness  is  spiritual  sobriety* 

Well,  Byron  is  gone,  and  — —  is  now  the  best  poet  in  England. 
Fill  up  the  gap  to  your  fancy.     Barry  Cornwall  has  at  last  carried^ 
the  pretty  A,   S.     They  are  just  m  the  treacJe-moon.     Hope  itfl 
won  t  clog  bis  wings — gaum  we  used  to  say  at  school. 

Mary,  my  sister,  has  worn  me  out  with  eight  weeks'  cold  and 
toothache,  her  average  complement  in  the  wmter,  and  it  will  not  go 
away.  She  is  otherwise  well,  and  reads  novels  all  day  long.  She 
has  had  an  exempt  year,  a  good  year,  for  which,  foi^etting  the 
minor  calamity,  me  and  I  are  most  thankful. 

Alsager  is  in  a  flourishing  house,  with  wife  and  children  about 
him,  in  Mecklenburg  Square — almost  too  fine  to  visit. 

Barron  Field  is  come  home  from  Sydney,  but  as  yet  I  can  hear 
no  tidings  of  a  pension.  He  is  plump  and  friendly,  his  wife  really 
a  very  superior  woman.     He  resumes  the  bar, 

I  have  got  acquainted  with  Mr.  Irving,  the  Scotch  preacher, 
whose  fame  must  have  reached  you.  He  is  a  humble  disciple  at 
the  foot  of  Gamaliel  S,  T.  C.  Judge  how  his  own  sectarists  mu$t« 
stare   when    I  tell   you   he  has   dedicated   a   book   to  5.   T. 
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acknowledgmg  to  hai^e  leamt  more  of  the  nature  of  Faith^  Chris- 
tianitv,  and  Christian  Churck,  from  him  than  from  all  the  men 
he  ever  conversed  with.  He  h  a  mast  amiable,  sincere,  modest 
tnan  in  a  room,  this  Boanerges  in  the  temple.  Mrs,  Montague 
told  him  the  dedication  would  do  him  no  good.  "That  shall  be  a 
reason  for  doin|f  it,"  was  his  answer.  Judge,  noWj  whether  this 
man  he  a  quack. 

Dear  H„  take  this  imperfect  notelet  for  a  letter;  it  looks  so 
much  the  more  like  conversing  on  nearer  terms.  Love  to  all  the 
Hunts,  old  friend  Thornton,  and  all. 

Yours  ever,  C,  Lamb. 

Note 

[Leigh  Hunt  wa^  still  living  at  Genoa.  Shelley  and  Byron,  whom 
be  bad  left  England  to  join,  were  both  dead.  Lamb,  I  assume,  sent 
him  a  second  copy  of  Elia  with  this  letter. 

Cardinal  Gonsalvi  was  Ercole  Consalvi  (1757-18f4),  secretary  to 
Pius  VH.  and  a  patron  of  the  arts.      Lawrence  painted  him* 

For  the  present  state  of  the  London  Magazine  see  next  letter, 
Leigh  Hunt  contributed  to  Colbum's  New  Monthly  Magazine^ 
among  other  things,  a  series  of  papers  on  '^  The  Months,'*  in  which 
under  March  is  to  be  found  the  little  passage  on  London  Fogs 
which  I — not  alone  in  the  error — have  included  in  VoL  L  as  by 
Lamb  (on  Ayrton's  authority).  Hunt  also  contributed  an  account 
of  the  Honeycomb  family,  by  Harry  Honeycomb. 

^y  Mary  Isabella  I^mb  meant  Mary  Sabilla  Novel  lo,  Vincent 
NoveUo'8  wife.  The  eldest  girl  was  Mary  Victoria,  afterwards  the 
wtfe  of  Charles  Cowden  Clarke,  the  Mr.  Clark  mentioned  here. 
Novello  (now  living  at  Shackleford  Green)  remained  a  good  Roman 
Catholic  to  the  end.  Holmes  was  Edward  Holmes  (1797-1 859) >  a 
pupil  of  Cowden  Clarke's  father  at  Enfield  and  schoolfellow  of  Keats* 
He  had  lived  with  the  Novellos,  studjring  music,  and  later  became  a 
musical  writer  and  teacher  and  the  biographer  of  Mozart. 

Mrs.  Barron  Field  was  a  Miss  Jane  Camcroft,  to  whom  Lamb 
addressed  some  album  verses  (see  Vot  V.  of  this  edition,  page  93), 
Leigh  Hunt  knew  of  Field's  return,  for  he  had  contributed  to  the 
Stw  Monthly  earlier  in  the  year  a  rhymed  letter  to  him  in  which 
he  welcomed  him  home  a^ain. 

Irving  was  Edward  Irving  (1792-1834),  aft^wards  the  founder  of 
tie  Catholic  Apostolic  sect,  then  drawing  people  to  the  chapel  in 
Hatton  Garden,  attached  to  the  Caledonian  Asylum,  The  dedi- 
t&tion,  to  which  Lamb  alludes  more  than  once  in  his  cori'espondence, 
wai  that  of  his  work.  For  Missionariea  after  the  ApoBtolical 
S^olf  a  $eri€€  of  orations  in  four  partg^  .  ,  ,  .  18^d,  It 
mm:— 
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DEDICATION 

TO 

SAMUEL  TAYLOR  COLERIDGE,  Esq. 

MV  DEAR  AHD  HONOURED  FRrEND, 

Unknown  as  you  are,  »n  the  true  char acter  dthcr  of  your  mind  or  of  your 
heart,  lo  the  greater  part  of  your  countrymen,  and  misrepresented  as  your  works  have 
been,  by  those  who  have  the  car  of  the  vulgar^  it  will  seem  wonderful  to  many  tliat'] 
I  should  make  choice  of  you,  from  the  circle  of  my  friends,  to  dedicate  to  yon  these 
beginning  of  my  thoughts  upon  the  most  important  subject  of  these  or  any  time£« 
And  when  t  state  the  reason  to  be,  that  you  have  been  more  profitaUe  to  my  £iith  m  1 
orthodox  doctrine,  to  my  spiritual  understanding  of  the  Word  of  Godi,  and  to  my  right 
conception  of  the  Christian  Church,  than  any  or  all  of  the  men  with  whom  I  have 
entertained  friendship  and  conversation,  it  will  perhaps  still  more  astonish  the  mind, 
and  Rtagger  the  belief,  of  those  who  have  adopted,  as  once  I  did  myself^  the  mis- 
representations whtch  are  purchased  for  a  hire  and  vended  for  a  price,  concerning 
your  character  and  works.     YoQ  hav^e  Only  to  shut  your  ear  to  what  they  tgndrantly  , 
say  of  you,  and  earnestly  to  meditate  the  deep  thoughts  with  which  you  af  e  inMioct,  j 
and  give  them  a  suitable  body  and  form  that  they  may  live,  then  silently  commit .1 
them  to  the  good  sense  of  ages  yet  to  come,  in  order  to  be  ranked  hereafter  amongst 
the  mott  gifted  sages  and  greatest  benefactors  of  your  country.     Enjoy  and  occupy  ] 
the  quiet  which,  after  many  trials^  the  providence  of  God  hath  bestowed  upon  yon^J 
in  the  bosom  of  your  friends  ;  and  may  you  be  spared  until  you  have  made  known  J 
the  multitude  of  your  thoughts,  unto  those  who  at  present  value,  or  shaJt  bcfeaftc^J 
arise  to  value,  thetr  worth. 

I  have  partaken  so  much  high  intellectual  enjoyment  from  bemg  admitted  into  the 
close  and  familiar  intercourse  with  which  you  have  honoured  me,  and  your  many] 
conversations  concerning  the  revelations  of  the  Christian  faith  have  been  so  profit- J 
able  to  me  in  every  sense,  as  a  student  and  a  preacher  of  the  Gospel,  as  a  spirituals 
man  and  a  Christian  pastor,  and  your  high  intelligence  and  great  learning  have  ad 
all  times  so  kind!y  stooped  to  my  ignorance  and  inejiperience,  that  not  merely  wttlil 
the  affection  of  friend  to  friend,  and  the  honour  due  from  youth  to  exp«ienced  age," 
but  with  the  gratitude  of  a  difffiipic  to  a  wise  and  cencrous  teacher,  of  an  arudous 
inquirer  to  the  good  man  who  hath  helped  him  in  the  way  of  truth,  I  do  now  pre- 
sume to  offer  you  the  first-fruits  of  my  mind  since  it  received  a  new  impulse  towardij 
truth,  and  a  new  insight  into  its  depths,  from  listening  to  your  discourse.     Acccp 
them  in  good  part,  and  be  assured  that  however  insignificant  in  themselves,  they  i 
the  offering  of  a  heart  which  loves  your  heart,  and  of  a  mind  which  Icx^ks  up  witlt^ 
reverence  to  your  mind. 

EowARD  Irvjko. 

"Old  friend  Thornton"  was  Leigh  Htmt's  son^  Thornton  Leigh 
Hunt,  whom  I^nib  had  addressed  in  verse  in  1815  as  **my  favourite 
child."     He  was  now  fourteen.] 


LETTER  341 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 


[p.m.  December  i,  1614!] 

DEAB  B,  B,— If  Mr.  Mitford  will  send  me  a  full  and  ciJicum- 
stantial  description  of  his  desired  vases,  I  will  transmit  the 
same  to  a  Gentleman  resident  at  Canton,  whom  I  think   t  have 
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interest  enough  in  to  take  the  proper  care  for  their  execution.  But 
Mr.  M.  must  have  patience,  China  is  a  great  way  off,  further  per- 
haps than  he  thinks  ;  and  hie  next  year's  roses  must  be  content  to 
wither  in  a  Wedgewood  poL  He  will  please  to  say  whether  he 
I  ifaould  like  his  Arms  upon  thenij  &c*  I  send  herewith  some  patterns 
I  which  suggest  themselves  to  me  at  the  Ursi  blush  of  the  subject,  but 
I    he  will  probably  consult  his  own  taste  after  all. 


lY 


The  last  pattern  is  obviously  fitted  for  ranunculuses  only.  The 
two  former  may  indifferently  hold  daisies^  marjoram,  sweet  williams, 
and  that  sort.  My  friend  in  Canton  is  Inspector  of  Teas,  his  name 
B^l  ;  and  I  can  think  of  no  better  tunnel.  I  shall  expect  Mn  M.'s 
decision. 

Taylor  and  Hessey  finding  their  magazine  goes  off  very  heavily 
at  Ss.  6d.  are  prudently  going  to  raise  their  price  another  shilling  \ 
and  having  ah^sady  more  authors  than  they  want,  intend  to  increase 
the  number  of  them*  If  they  set  up  against  the  New  Monthly* 
they  must  change  their  present  hands.  It  is  not  tying  the  dead 
carca^se  of  a  Review  to  a  half-dead  Magazine  will  do  their  business. 
It  IS  like  G,  D,  multiplying  his  volumes  to  make  'em  sell  better. 
When  he  finds  one  will  not  go  off,  he  publishes  two ;  two  stick,  he 
tries  three ;  three  hang  fire,  he  is  confident  that  four  will  have  & 
better  cbanf^. 

And  now,  my  dear  Sir,  trifling  apart,  the  gloomy  catastrophe  of 

yeit^day  morning  prompts  a  sadder  vein.      The  fate  of  the  unfor* 

hinate  fauntleroy  makes  me,  whether  I  will  or  no,  to  cast  reflecting 

%vm  around  on  such  of  my  friends  as  by  a  parity  of  situation  are 

exposed  to  a  similarity  of  temptation.     My  very  style,  !ieems  to 

my^lf  to  become  more  impressive  than  usual,  with  the  change  of 

theme.     Who  that  standetn,  knoweth  but  he  may  yet  fall  ?     Your 

bands  as  yet,  I  am  rnr-^t  willing  to  believe,  have  never  deviated  into 

others'  property.     You   think  it  impossihie  that  you  could  ever 

commit  bo  neinous  an  offence.     But  so  thought  Fauntleroy  once ; 

m  have  thought  many  beside;  him,  who  at  last  have  expiated,  m 

fce  hath  done*     You  are  as  yet  upright.     But  you  are  a  Banker,  at 

kait  the   next  thing  to   it.      I  feel  the  delicacy  of  the  subject; 

but  caah  must  pass  thro*  your  bands,  sometimes  to  a  great  amount, 


664 


LETTERS  OF  Q  AND  M.  LAMB 


1834 


If  in  an  unguarded  hour but  I  will  hope  better.     Consider  thdf 

scandal  it  wiJI  bring  upon  those  of  your  persuasion.  Thousands 
would  go  to  see  a  Quaker  hanged,  that  would  be  indifferent  to  the 
fate  of  a  I'teabyterian,  or  an  AnabaptiBt.  Think  of  the  effect  it 
would  have  on  the  sale  of  your  poems  alone  ;  not  to  mention  higher 
considerations.  I  tremble,  I  am  sure,  at  myselfj  when  I  think  that 
so  many  poor  victims  of  the  Law  at  one  time  of  their  life  made  as 
sure  of  never  being  hanged  as  I  in  my  pr^umption  am  too  ready  to 
do  myself.  What  are  we  better  than  they  ?  Do  we  come  into  th«| 
world  with  different  necks  ?  Is  there  any  distinctive  mark  underj 
otir  left  ears  ?  Are  we  unstrangulable  ?  I  ask  you.  Think  of  the 
things.  I  am  shocked  Bometimes  at  the  shape  of  my  own  Bngers,^ 
not  for  their  resemblance  to  the  ape  tribe  (which  is  something)  but 
for  the  exquisite  adaptation  of  tnem  to  the  pui-poses  of  picking, 
fingerings  &c*  No  one  that  is  so  framed^  I  maintain  it,  but  shou[d_ 
tremble. 

Postscript  for  your  Daughter's  eyes  only. 

Dear  Miss — ^Your  pretty  little  letterets  make  me  ashamed  of  n^S 
great  straggling  coar^  handwriting.     I  wonder  where  you  get  pen 
to  write  so  small.     Sure  they  must  be  the  pinions  of  a  small  wr^nj 
or  a  robin.      If  you   write  so  in  your  Album,  you  must  give 
glasses  to  read  by.     I  have  seen  a  Lady's  similar  book  all  writ  ii 
Sallowing  fashion.     I  think  it  pretty  and  fandftih 

**  O  how  1  lovic  in  early  dawn 

To  bend  my  steps  o'er  flowery  dawn  [bwn],*' 

which  I  think  has  an  agreeable  variety  to  the  eye.     Which  I 
commend  to  your  notice,  with  friend  Elia's  best  wishes. 

Note 

[The  London  Magazine  began  a  new  series  at  half  a  aown  wit 
the  number  for  Januarv^j  18S5.  It  had  begun  to  decline  ver^ 
noticeably.  The  New  Monthly  Mdgazine^  to  the  January  number 
of  which  Lamb  contributed  his  **  rUustrious  Defunct"  essay,  was  its 
most  serious  rival  Lamb  returned  to  some  of  his  old  vivacity  and 
copiousness  in  the  London  Magazine  for  January,  1826.  To  that 
number  he  contributed  his  "Biographical  Memoir  of  Mr,  Liston  " 
and  the  "Vision  of  Horns" ;  and  to  the  Febniaiy^  number  ** Letter 
to  an  old  Gentleman,"  ''Unitarian  Protests''  and  the  "Autobio-. 
graphy  of  Mr.  Munden."  m 

"  G.  D  " — ^George  Dyer  again.  ' 

"  Fauntleroy."     See  note  cm  page  666.     Fauntleroy's  fate  seems 
to  have  had  great  fascination  for  Lamb.     He  retuni^  to  the  sub- 
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ject,  in  the  vein  of  this  letter^  in  "He  Last  Peach,"  a  little  essa^ 
printt^i  in  the  London  Magazine  for  April,  18^  (see  Vol*  I,  of  this 
edition,  page  ^SS);  and  in  Memories  of  old  Friends^  being 
Eaimcts  from  the  Journals  and  Letterg  of  Caroline  Foa^  .  ,  * 
from  183S  to  tS7U  IS^S,  I  find  the  following  entry:— 

October  35  [iSjq]. — G.  Wightwick  *nd  others  dmed  with  us»  He  talked  agree- 
ably about  capital  punishments,  greatly  doubting  their  having  any  effect  in  prevent- 
ing crime.  Soon  after  Fauntleroy  was  hanged^  an  advertisement  appeared,  '*  To  all 
^fSod  Chriiitiinii  Pray  for  the  soul  of  Fauntleroy/'  Thia  created  a  good  deal  of 
tpeculation  as  to  whether  he  was  a  Catholic,  and  at  one  of  Coleridge's  aoircea  it  was 
discussed  for  a  considerable  time;  at  length  Coleridge,  turning  to  Lamb<  asked, 
'*I>o  you  know  anything  about  this  affair?''  "  I  should  think  I  d-d-d-dtd,"  said 
Elia,  *•  for  1  paid  s-s-s-sevcn  and  sixpence  for  it  I  " 

Lamb's  postscript  is  written  in  extremely  small  characters,  similar 
to  those  fecsimiled  opposite  page  550,  and  the  letters  of  the  two  lines 
of  verse  are  in  alternate  red  and  black  inks.  It  was  this  letter  which, 
Edward  FitzGerald  telfe  us,  Thackeray  pressed  to  his  forehead,  with 
the  remark  "  Saint  Charles  1 "  Hitherto,  the  postscript  not  having 
been  thought  worthy  of  print  by  previous  editors,  it  wa^  a  little 
difficult  to  understand  why  this  particular  letter  had  been  selected 
for  Tbackera/s  epithet.  But  when  one  thinks  of  the  patience  with 
which,  after  making  gentle  fun  of  her  father.  Lamb  sat  down  to 
Amuse  Lucy  Barton,  and,  as  Thackeray  did,  thinks  also  of  his  whole 
life,  it  becomes  more  clear.] 


LETTER  342 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DIBDIN 

[p,M.  January  11,  iSa;.] 

MY  Dear  Sir — Pray  return  my  best  thanks  to  your  father  for 
bis  little  volume.  It  is  like  all  of  his  I  have  seen,  spirited, 
good  humoured,  and  redolent  of  the  wit  and  humour  of  a  century 
ftgp.  He  should  have  lived  with  Gay  and  his  ^t.  The  Chessiad 
is  80  clevo'  that  I  relish'd  it  in  spite  of  my  total  ignorance  of  the 
gacae.  I  have  it  not  before  me,  but  I  remember  a  capital  simile  of 
the  Charwoman  letting  in  her  Watchman  husband,  which  is  better 
tlm  Butler's  Lobster  turned  to  Red.  Hazard  is  a  grand  Chaiacter, 
hn  in  his  Chair.  When  you  are  disposed  to  leave  your  one  room 
for  my  six,  Colebmoke  is  where  it  was,  and  my  sister  begs  me  to 
^dd  that  as  she  is  disappointed  of  meeting  your  siiter  yowr  way^ 
»e  ihali  be  most  happy  to  see  her  ou^  way^  when  you  have  an 
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eveng.  to  spare.  Do  not  stand  on  ceremoniea  and  introductions,  but 
come  at  once.  I  need  not  say  that  if  you  can  induce  your  father  to 
join  the  party,  it  will  be  so  much  the  pleasanter.  Can  you  name 
an  evening  next  week  t    I  give  you  long  credit. 

Meantime  am 

as  usual 

yours  truly 

E.  1.  H. 

It  Jan.  25. 

When  I  saw  the  Chessiad  advertised   by  C.  D,  the  Younger,  I 
hoped  it  might  be  youm     What  title  is  left  for  you — 
Charles  Dibdin  ike  Younger^  Junior. 
O  No,  you  are  Timothy. 

Note 

[Charle??  Dibdin  the  Younger  wrote  a  mock-heroic  poem,  **The 
Chessiad,"  which  was  published  with  Comic  Tales  in  182^.  Tim 
simile  of  the  charwoman  runs  thus : — 

Now  Moriiing,  yawning,  nisM  hef  from  Her  bed. 
Slipped  on  her  wf  appef  blue  and  'kerchief  red, 
And  look  from  Night  the  key  of  Sleep^s  abode; 
For  Night  within  that  mansion  had  bestowed 
The  Houm  of  day ;  now.  turn  and  turn  about, 
Morn  takes  the  key  and  lets  the  Day- hours  out : 
Laughing,  they  issue  from  the  ebon  gate, 
And  Night  walks  in.     As  when^  in  drowsy  state. 
Some  watchman,  wed  to  one  who  chars  all  day, 
Takes  to  his  lodging's  door  his  creeping  way  ; 
His  rib,  arising,  lets  him  in  to  sleep, 
While  fihe  emerges  to  scrub,  duat^  and  sweep. 

This  is  the  lobster  simile  in  Hudibras^  Part  II, »  Canto  2,  line 
29^32  :— 

The  suit  had  long  since,  in  the  lap 
Of  Thetifi,  taken  out  hrs  nap. 
And,  like  a  lobster  boiled,  the  morn 
From  black  to  red  began  to  torn* 

Hazard  is  the  chief  of  the  gods  in  the  Chessiad*s  little  drama. 

"  You  ore  Timothy  "     See  page  611* 

I  have  bcluded  in  Vol,  I,  of  the  present  edition  a  review 
Dibdin*s  book^  in  the  New  Tiines^  Januaiy  27,  18M,  which  both 
from  internal  evidence  and  from  the  quotation  of  the  charwoman 
passage  I  take  to  be  by  Lamb,  who  was  writing  for  that  paper  at 
that  time.] 
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LETTER  343 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SARAH   HUTCHINSON 

[p.m.  January  20,  1825^] 

The  brevity  of  this  is  owing  to  scratching  it  off  at  my  detk  amid 
e^tpected  interruptiona.      By  habit,   I  can  write  Letters  only  at 


DEAR  Miss  H.  Thank  you  for  a  noble  Goose,  which  wanted 
only  the  massive  Encrustation  that  we  used  to  pick-axe 
open  about  this  season  in  old  Gloster  Place.  When  shall  we  eat 
another  Goosepye  together?  The  pheasant  too  must  not  be 
forgotten,  twice  as  big  and  half  aa  good  as  a  partridge.  You  ask 
about  the  editor  of  the  Lond.  I  know  of  none.  ITiis  fii-st  specimen 
is  fat  and  pert  enough  to  justify  subscribers  who  trudge  at  toother 
shilling.  De  Quincey's  Parody  was  submitted  to  him  before  printed, 
and  had  his  Probatum,  The  "  Horns  **  is  in  a  poor  taste,  resembling 
the  roost  laboured  papers  in  the  Spectator.  I  had  sign'd  it  "Jack 
Homer : "  but  Taylor  and  Hefisey  said,  it  would  be  thought  an 
oflensive  article,  unless  1  put  my  known  signature  to  it ;  and  wrung 
from  me  my  slow  consent.  But  did  you  read  the  "Memoir  of 
Liston  "?  and  did  you  guess  whose  it  was  ?  Of  all  the  Lies  I  ever 
put  off,  I  value  this  most.  It  is  fi-om  top  to  toe,  every  paragraph. 
Pure  hivention  ;  and  has  passed  for  Gospel,  has  been  republished  in 
newspapers,  and  in  the  penny  play-bills  of  the  Night,  as  an  authentic 
Account,  I  shall  cei^nly  go  to  the  Naughty  Man  some  day  for  my 
Fihbings.  In  the  next  No,  I  figure  as  a  Theologian !  and  have 
attacked  my  late  brethren^  the  Unitarians.  What  Jack  Pudding 
tricks  I  shall  plav  next,  I  know  not,  I  am  almost  at  the  end  of  mv 
Tether, 

Coleridge  is  quite  blooming  ;  but  his  Book  has  not  budded  yet. 
I  hope  T  nave  spelt  Torquay  right  now,  and  that  this  will  find  you 
all  mending,  and  looking  forward  to  a  London  flight  with  the 
Spring-  Winter  we  have  had  none,  but  plenty  of  foul  weather,  I 
have  lately  picked  up  an  Epigram  which  pleased  me. 

Two  nobte  Earls^  whom  if  I  quote, 

Some  fotks  might  call  me  Sinner ; 
The  one  invented  half  a  coat ; 

The  other  half  a  dinner^ 

The  plan  was  gcHDd,  as  some  will  lay 

And  fitted  to  console  one  : 
Because^  in  this  poor  starving  day« 

Few  can  afford  a  whole  one. 
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I  have  made  the  Lame  one  still  lamer  by  imperfect  meioofy,  bat 
spite  of  bald  diction,  a  little  done  to  it  mi^ht  improve  it  into  ft  ^ood 
one.  You  have  nothing  else  to  do  at  [**  Talk  tcay  "  hert  wrMBn 
and  Bcratcked  out]  Torquay,  Suppose  you  try  it.  Well  God  bless 
you  all,  as  wishes  Mary,  [most]  sincerely,  with  many  thanks  for  Letter 

Note 

[Addr^sed  "For  Miss  Hutchinson,  T.  Monkhouse  Esq"^  Tot- 
quay,  Devonshire." 

The  Monkhouse*  house  in  London  was  at  34  Gloucester  Place.     I 

Lamb's  De  Quincey  parody  wa^  the  *'  Letter  to  an  Old  Gentle- 1 
man,  whose  Education  has  been  Neglected  ". 

'■''  Coleridge's  book  " — the  Aida  to  Befiection^  published  in  May 
or  June,  1825. 

"  I  have  lately  pick'd  up  an  Epigram."  This  is  by  Hcxurr  Mail, 
an  old  South-Sea  House  clerk,  whom  in  his  South*Sai  House  esay 
Lamb  mentions  as  a  wit.  The  epigram,  which  refers  to  Lord 
Spencer  and  Lord  Sandwich,  will  be  found  in  Man's  MiMceUa7HQU9 
Works,  1802.] 


LETTER  S44 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  VINCENT  NOVELLO 

[p.m.  Jan,  z$,  tZtf,} 

DEAR  Corelli,  My  sister's  cold  is  as  obstinate  as  an  old  Han- 
delian^  whom  a  modem  amateur  is  trying  to  convert  to 
Mozart-ism.      As  company  must  &  always  does  injure  it,  Emma  i 
and  I  propose  to  come  to  you  in  the  evening  of  tomoirow,  instead] 
of  meeting  here.     An  early  bread *and -cheese  supper  at   I   past 
eight  will  oblige  us.     Loves  to  the  Bearer  of  many  Childi^en. 

C  Lahj. 
Toesday 

Colebrooke, 

r  sign  with  a  black  seal,  that  you  may  b^in  to  think,  her  cold  has  I 
killed  Mary,  which  will  be  an  agreeable  UNStjapRisE  when  you  '  ' 
the  Note. 

Note 

[This  IS  the  first  letter  to  Novelloj  who  was  the  peeuUar  cbampicm 
of  Momrt  and  Haydn.  Lamb  calls  him  Corelli  after  Arcbangeb 
CoretH  (165S-1713J,  the  violinist  and  composer.     It  was  part  of  a  J 
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joke  between  Lamb  and  Novello  that  Lamb  should  affect  to 
imow  a  great  deal  about  tnuaic.  See  the  Elia  essay  "  A  Chapter 
on  Ears  "  for  a  description  of  Novello's  playing*  Mrs,  Novello  wa3 
the  mother  of  eleven  childraa,] 


LETTER  S45 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[Dated  at  end :  to  February,  1825.] 

DEAR  B,  B, — ^I  atn  vexed  that  ugly  paper  should  have  offended. 
I  kept  it  as  clear  from  objectionable  phrases  as  possible,  and 
it  was  Hessey's  fault,  and  my  weakness,  that  it  did  not  appear 
anonymous.     No  more  of  it  for  God's  sake. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Age  is  by  Hazlitt.  The  characters  of  Coleridge, 
&c,  he  had  done  better  in  former  publications*  the  praise  and  the 
abuse  much  stronger,  &c,  but  the  new  ones  are  capitally  done. 
Home  Tooke  m  a  matchless  portrait.  My  advice  is,  to  borrow  it 
rather  than  read  [?  buy]  it,  I  have  it*  He  has  laid  on  too  many 
colours  on  my  likeness,  but  I  have  had  so  much  injustice  done 
me  in  my  own  name,  that  I  make  a  rule  of  accepting  an  much 
over-measure  to  Eiia  as  Gentlemen  think  proper  to  bestow.  Lay 
it  on  and  spare  not. 

Your  Gentleman  Brother  sets  my  mouth  a  watering  after  Liberty, 

0  that  I  were  kicked  out  of  Leadenhall  with  every  mark  of  indig- 
nity, and  a  competence  in  my  fob.  The  birds  of  the  air  would  not 
be  90  free  as  I  should.     How  I  would  prance  and  curvet  it,  and 

^piek  up  cowslips,  and  ramble  about  purposeless  as  an  ideot  f  The 
Author-mometer  is  a  good  fancy.  I  have  caused  great  speculation 
in  the  dmmatic  (not  thy)  worlci  by  a  Lying  Life  of  Liston,  all  pure 
invention.  The  Town  has  swallowed  it,  and  it  is  copied  into  News 
Papers*  Flay  Bills,  etc.,  as  authentic.  You  do  not  know  the  DmlU 
ana  possibly  missed  reading  the  article  (in  our  1st  No,,  New  Series), 
A  life  more  improbable  for  him  to  have  lived  would  not  be  easily 
invented.  But  your  rebuke,  coupled  with  '*  Dream  on  J,  Bunyan," 
checks  me,     Vd  rather  do  more  in  my  favorite  way,  but  feel  dry, 

1  must  laugh  sometimes,  I  am  poor  Hypochondriac  us,  and  not 
Liston, 

Our  2nd  N«  is  all  trash.  What  are  T,  and  H.  about?  It  in 
whip  syllabub,  '*  thin  sown  with  aught  of  pixifit  or  delight,"  Thin 
sown!  not  a  germ  of  fhiit  or  com.  Why  did  poor  Seott  die  I 
There  was  comfort  in  writing  with  such  associates  as  were  his  little 
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baud  of  Scribblera,  some  gone  away,  some  affronted  away,  and  I  ^ 
left  aa  the  solitary  widow  looking  for  water  ereiaes. 

The  only  clever  hand  they  have  is  Darley,  who  has  written  on" 
the  Dramatists,  under  name  of  John  Lacy.     But  his  function  seems 
suspended. 

I  have  been  harassed  more  than  usually  at  office,  which  has  stopt 
my  con^espondence  lately.  I  write  with  a  confused  aching  head,  and 
you  must  accept  this  apology  for  a  Letter. 

I  will  do  something  soon  if  I  can  as  a  peace  offering  to  the  Queen 
of  the  East  Angles.     Something  she  shan't  scold  about. 

For  the  Present,  farewell. 

Thhie  C.  L. 

to  Feb.  1835. 

I  am  fifty  years  old  this  day.     Drink  my  health. 

Note 

[**That  ugly  paper"  was  "A  Vision  of  Horns" 
Hazlitt's  SpiHi  of  the  Age  had  just  been  published,  containit] 
criticisms,  among  others,  of  CJoleridge,   Home  Tooke  and  LamE 
Lamb   was    very    highly    praised.     Here   is   a   passage   from 
article: — 

How  admimbly  he  has  sketched  the  former  iomatcg  of  the  South ^Sea  Houa«  j| 

what  "  fine  freiwotk  he  makes  of  their  double  and  single  entries  1 ''     With  whal 
a  Bttn  yet  subtle  penell   be  has  embodied  '*  Mrs.   Battle's  Opinions  on  VVhisc  I  * 
How  notably  he  embalms  a  battel  ed  t^au ;  how  delight  fully  an  amour,  that  waa 
cold  forty  years  ago.  revives  in  hts  pages  I     With  what  well-dis^iwd  humoui  be 
introduces  m^  to  hi^  relations,  and  how  freely  be  serves  up  his  friends  i    CertainlVfi 
some  of  hia  porifaJls  are  ^jeUira^  and  will  <Jo  to  hang  up  as  lasting  and  lively  J 
emblems  of  human  infirmity^    Then  there  is  no  ont  who  has  so  safe  an  car  for- 
*'lhe  chimes  at  midnight,"" not  even  excepting  Mr.  Justice  Shallow:  nor  coultf 
Master  Sitence  himself  take  his  '*  cheese  and  pippins  *'  with  a  more  significant  ani' 
satisfactory  air.     With  what  a  gusto  Mr.   Lamb  describes  the  Inns  and  Courts 
law,  the  Temple  and  Gray's  Inn,  as  if  he  had  been  a  sludem  there  for  the  la«t  l^ 
hundred  years,  and  bad  been  as  well  acquainted  with  the  person  of  Sir  Frsni 
Bacon  as  he  is  with  his  portrait  or  writings  J     It  is  hard  to  say  whether  St,  John'! 
Gate  is  connected  with  more  intense  and  authentic  associations  in  hh  mind,  ai 
a  part  of  old  London  Walt,  or  as  the  frontispiece  (time  ouc  of  mind}  of  the  Qfnils* 
man's  MagaMirtf.     He  hunts  Watling  Street  lik«  a  gentle  spirit;  the  avenu««  ml 
the  play-houses  aie  thick  with  panting  recollections;  and  Christ's  HospitaJ  stOtl 
breathes  the  balmy  breath  of  infancy  in  his  description  of  it  1 

**  Your  Gentleman  IJrother " — John  Barton,  Bemai*d*s  younger 
half-bi*other. 

"''I^e  Author -mometer."     I  have  not  discovered  to  what  Lambj 
refei*s. 

^*  Dream  oti  J.  Bunyan,"     Pi*obably  a  poem  by  Barton,  but  I  h&vel 
not  traced  it* 

"  Thin  sown,"  etc*     See  note  on  page  653. 
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**  T.  and  H."— Taylor  &  Heseey. 

'*  Poor  Scott  "~*Jolm  Boottf  who  founded  the  London  Magazine 
(»ee  note  mi  page  4S4)» 

"  Darby"— G^il?e  Darlev  (1795-1846),  author  of  Sylvia;  or. 
The  May  Qfieen^  ISSW. 

'The   Queen   of  the    East   Angles,"      Possibly   Lucy   Barton, 
poasibly  Anne  Knight,  a  friend  of  Barton's.] 


LETTER  946 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  MANNING 

[Not  dated.     ?  February,  1835-] 

MY  dear  M,, — You  might  have  come  inopportunely  a  week 
smce,  when  we  had  an  inmate.  At  present  and  for  as 
bng  as  ever  you  like,  our  castle  i^  at  your  service,  t  Baw  Tuthili 
j^temight,  who  has  done  for  me  what  may 

♦*  To  all  my  nigbt»  and  daya  w  come, 
Give  solely  sovran  swmy  and  Tnasterdom.'* 

But  I  dare  not  hope,  for  fear  of  disapi>ointment.  I  cannot  be  more 
explicit  at  presient.  But  I  have  it  under  his  own  hand,  that  I  am 
noil-capacitated  (I  cannot  write  it  in-)  for  buBinesB.  O  joyous  im- 
becility !     Not  a  susurration  of  this  to  anybody  / 

Mary's  love,         C.  Lamb. 

Note 

[Lamb  had  just  taken  a  most  momentous  step  in  his  career  and 

had  eonauJted  Tuthill  as  to  hb  health,  in  the  hope  of  perhaps  ob^ 

tuning  release  and  a  pension  from  the  East  India  House.     We  learn 

taore  of  this  soon, 

"To  aU  my  nights  and  days  .  _"    See  " Macbeth,"  I,  5>  70,  7L 

H^re  might  come  two  brief  notes  to  Dibdin,  of  no  importance.] 


LETTER  847 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SARAH  HUTCHINSON 

[Baled  at  end:  March  i,  1835.] 

DEAR  Mw»  Hutchinson  Your  news  has  made  us  all  very  sad, 
I  had  my  hopes  to  the  last,     I  seem  as  if  I  were  distui-bing 
yoa  at  such  an  awful  time  even  by  a  reply.     But  I  must  acknow- 
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ledge  your  kindness  m  presuming  upon  the  interest  we  shall  all  feel 
on  the  subject.  No  one  will  more  feel  it  than  R4}bin^on^  to  whom 
I  have  written.  No  one  more  than  he  and  we  acknowleged  the 
nobleness  and  worth  of  what  we  have  lost.  Words  are  perfectly 
idle.  We  can  only  pray  for  resignation  to  the  Survivors,  Our 
deai^est  expressions  of  condolence  to  Mra,  M — —  at  this  time  in 
particular.  God  bless  you  both.  I  have  nothing  of  oui^elves  to 
tell  yoUj  and  if  I  had,  I  c^uld  not  be  !*o  unrevereot  bb  to  trouble 
you  with  it.  We  are  all  well,  that  i*i  all  Farewell,  the  departed 
— and  the  left.     Your'a  and  his,  while  memory  aurvives,  cordially 

C*  Lamb. 

I  Mar.  1S35. 

NoTB 

[The  letter  refera  to  the  death  of  Thomas  Monkhouse, 
Here  should  come  an  undated  note  from  Lamb  to  Procter^  ii 
which  Lamb  refers  to  the  same  loss :  *'  We  shall  be  moat  glad 
see  you,  though  more  glad  to  have  seen  double  yoa"} 


LETTER  848 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[w.M*  March  aj,  1825.J 
Wednesday^ 

DEAR  B<  B. — I  have  had  no  impulse  to  write,  or  attend 
any  single  object  but  myself,  for  weeks  past.  My  singl 
self.  I  by  myself  I.  I  am  sick  of  hope  deferred.  The  gimnd  wheel 
is  in  agitation  that  is  to  turn  up  my  Fortune^  but  round  it  roll 
and  wdl  turn  up  nothing,  I  have  a  glimpse  of  Freedom,  of  be- 
coming a  Gentleman  at  large,  but  1  am  put  off  from  day  to  day* 
I  have  offered  my  resignation,  and  it  is  neither  accepted  nor  rejecrted* 
Eight  weeks  am  I  kept  in  this  fearful  suspence.  Guess  what  an 
absorbing  stake  I  feel  it.  I  am  not  conscious  of  the  existence  of 
friends  present  or  ab'iient.  The  E.  L  Directors  alone  can  be  that 
thin^  to  me— or  not. — 

I  nave  just  leam'd  that  nothing  will  be  decided  thb  week.  Why 
the  next  ?  Why  any  week  ?  It  has  fretted  me  into  an  itch  of  thi 
fingersj  I  rub  *em  against  Paper  and  write  to  you*  rather  than  not 
allay  this  Scorbuta. 

While  1  can  write,  let  me  adjure  you  to  have  no  doubts  of 
Irnng.     Let  Mr,  Mitford  drop  hia  disrespect.     Irving  has  prefixed 
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a  dedication  (of  a  Missionary  Subject  1st  part)  to  Coleridge,  the 
most  beautifiil  cordial  and  sincere.  He  there  acknowledges  his 
obligation  to  S,  T,  C.  for  his  knowledge  of  Gospel  truths,  the 
nature  of  a  Xtian  Chimch,  etc*,  to  the  talk  of  S.  T.  C.  (at  whose 
Gamaliel  feet  he  sits  weekly)  [more]  than  to  that  of  all  the  men 
living.  This  from  him^The  great  daixdied  and  petted  Sectarian — 
to  a  religious  character  so  equivocal  in  the  world's  Eye  as  that  of 
S.  T>  C^  so  foreign  to  the  Kirk's  estimate ! — Can  this  moji  be  a 
Quack  ?  The  language  is  as  affecting  as  the  Spirit  of  the  Dedica* 
tion.  Some  friencTtold  him,  "  This  dedication  will  do  you  no  Good," 
is.  not  in  the  world's  repute,  or  with  your  own  People.  "That  is 
&  reason  for  doing  it,*'  quoth  Irving. 

I  am  thoroughly  pleased  with  mm*  He  is  firm,  outspeaking, 
mtrepid — and  oocde  as  a  pupil  of  Pythagoras, 

You  must  like  him* 

Yours,  in  tremors  of  painful  hope,  C.  Lamh. 


Note 


f       [In  the  first  para^aphs  Lamb  refers  to  the  great  question  of  hh 

[      release  from  the  India  House. 

For  Irving  see  note  to  Letter  S40.  In  a  letter  of  Mary 
KuMell  Mitmrd,  who  looked  upon  Irving  as  quack  absolute,  dated 
February  19»  182d,  we  find  her  discussing  the  preacher  with  Charles 
Lamb.]' 


LETTER  349 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBtNSON 

[March  2g],  1825. 

T  HAVE  left  the  d d  India  Housie  for  Ever  I 


Give  me  great  joy. 


Note 


C.  Lamu. 


[Robinson  states  in  his  Reminiscences  of  Coleridge^  Wordsworth 
^d  Lainb^  preserved  in  MS.  at  Dr.  Williams'  Library  r  *'  A  most 
important  incident  in  Lamb's  life,  the'  in  the  end  not  so  happy 
for  him  ba  he  anticipated^  wa^^  hk  obtaining  his  discharge,  with  a 
fsoma  of  almost  ^£"400  a  year,  fi-om  the  India  House,  lliis  he 
ttmimmced  to  me  by  a  note  put  into  my  letter  box  :  '  I  have  left 

the  India  House*     D Time.     Pm  all  for  eternity/     He 

VOL.  vu.— 45 


was 
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mI^v  tmmm  tba  SO  wmx^  «f  ^g^  I  tomtd  kin  aiDd  bis  Sister  tti 
U^  ifMs  «faai  I  mtted  to  vMi  tfaeoi  joj  cmi  the  SS  of  April 
^I  mtmr  mm  Uh  to  afaatr  dmrlnlf*  «T¥  my  joumaJ,  ^m  b^ 
iR^nl  thai."    See  the  B^  fettnm  far  Lamlft  own «ccoimt  of  tbe 


LETTER  360 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

Colebrook  Cottage* 
6  April,  1835. 

DEAR  Wimbworth,  I  have  been  se^r^al  times  meditating  a  letter 
to  vou  cooc^mng  the  good  thing  which  h&s  befallen  me,  but 
tbe  tiioi^&t  of  poor  Monkbouse  came  aooss  me.     He  wa^  one  that 

I  had  exiilted  hi  tiie  proifiect  of  congrmtulatinE  uie.  He  and  you 
wmm  to  have  beoi  th«^  fir^  participators^  for  inaeed  It  has  been  ten 
wweHa  JMcc  the  fir^t  D>otkm  of  it. 

Here  I  am  th«i  after  3S  year^  sk%*erT,  sitting  m  ro}-  own  room  at 

II  oTIoek  this  finest  of  all  April  mcmimgs  a  ft^ed  man,  with  £Ml 
a  Tear  for  the  rematnder  of  rov  life,  live  I  as  long  as  John  Dennis, 
who  outlived  hii  annuity  and  starved  at  90.  ^441»  i^.  ^^450,  with 
a  deduction  of  19  for  a  provision  secured  to  my  sister,  she  being 
survivor,  the  Pensiao  guaranteed  by  Act  Geoi^gii  Tertii,  &c. 

I  came  home  for  ever  on  Tuesday  in  last  week.  The  incompre- 
bensiblenas  of  my  condition  overwhelm'd  me.  It  was  like  pas^mg 
from  life  into  Eternity.  Erery  year  to  be  as  long  as  three,  i.e.  to 
have  three  tim^  as  much  real  tioie,  time  that  is  my  own,  in  it ! 
1  wiindered  ahimt  thinking  I  was  happy,  but  feeling  I  was  not.  But 
tltftt  tumultuousiiesi?  is  passing  off,  and  I  begin  to  understand  the 
tiattn«  of  the  gift,  Holydav^  even  the  annual  month,  were  always 
uneasy  joys :  meir  conscious  fugitiveness — the  craving  after  making 
the  most  of  them.  Now,  when  all  is  holyday,  there  are  no  bolydaT?. 
1  can  sit  at  home  in  rain  or  shine  without  a  restless  impulse  for 
walkings*  I  am  daily  steadying,  and  shall  mon  find  it  as  natural  to 
mi  to  be  my  own  master,  as  it  has  l^een  irksome  to  have  had  a 
tiiuter*  Mary  wak^  every  morning  with  an  obscure  feeling  that 
some  good  has  happened  to  us. 

Leigh  Hunt  and  Montgomery  aft^  their  releasements  describe 
the  shiH*k  of  their  emancipation  much  as  I  feel  mine.  But  it  hurt 
their  franic»,  I  eat,  dmk,  and  sleep  sound  as  ever,  I  lay  no  anxious 
M^H'meN  far  going  hither  and  thither,  but  take  things  as  they  occiir- 
Yraterday  I  estcumoned  20  miles,  to  day  I  write  a  few  letters. 
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Pleasuring  was  for  fu|jitive  play  days,  mbe  are  fugitive  only  in  the 
sense  that  life  is  fugitive.     I*  reedom  and  life  co-existent. 

At  the  foot  of  such  a  calJ  upon  you  for  gratulation,  1  am  ashamd 
to  advert  to  that  melancholy  event.  Monkhouse  was  a  character  E 
le^md  to  love  slowly,  but  it  grew  upon  me^  yearly,  monthly,  daily. 
What  a  chasm  has  it  made  in  our  pleasant  partleij  Hh  noble 
friendly  face  was  always  coming  before  me,  till  this  hurr3dng  event 
in  my  life  came,  and  for  the  time  has  ahsorpt  all  intei^esti?.  In  fact 
it  has  shaken  me  a  little.  My  old  desk  companions  with  whom  I 
have  had  «uch  merry  hours  seem  to  reproach  me  for  removing  my 
lot  from  among  them.  They  were  pleamnt  creatures,  but  to  the 
anxietie£$  of  busine^  and  a  weight  of  possible  worse  ever  impending, 
I  was  not  ecfuah  Tuthill  and  Oilman  gave  me  my  certificates,  I 
laughed  at  the  friendly  lie  implied  in  them,  but  my  si^ster  shook  her 
head  find  said  it  was  all  true.  Indeed  this  last  winter  I  was  jaded 
out,  winters  were  always  worse  than  other  parts  of  the  year,  becaiii^e 
the  spirits  are  worse,  and  I  had  no  daylight.  In  summer  I  had  day- 
light evenings.  The  relief  was  hmtea  to  me  from  a  auperior  power, 
wnen  I  j>oor  slave  had  not  a  hope  but  that  I  must  wait  another  7 
veam  with  Jacob— and  lo !  the  Rachel  which  I  coveted  is  bro^  to 


me — 


Have  vou  read  the  noble  dedication  of  Irving's  **  Missionary 
Orations  to  S.  T,  C,  Who  shall  call  this  man  a  Quack  hereafter? 
What  the  Kirk  will  think  of  it  neither  I  nor  Indng  care.  When 
somebody  suggested  to  him  that  it  would  not  be  likely  to  do  him 
good,  videlicet  among  his  own  people,  "  That  is  a  reason  for  doing 
it "  was  his  noble  answer. 

That  Irving  thinks  he  has  profited  mainly  by  S*  T.  C-,  I  have  no 
doubt*     llie  very  style  of  the  Ded.  shows  it. 

Communicate  my  news  to  Southey,  and  beg  his  pardon  for  my 
being  m  long  acknowledging  his  kmd  present  of  the  "Church, 
which  circumstances   I   do  not   wish   to   explain,  but  having   no 
reference  to  himself,  prevented  at   the  time.     Assure  him  of  my 
deep  respect  and  friendliest  feelings. 

Divide  the  same,  or  rather  each  take  the  whole  to  you,  I  mean 
you  and  all  yours.  To  Miss  Hutchinson  I  must  wnte  separate. 
What's  her  address?     I  want  to  know  about  Mrs.  M. 

Farewell  i  and  end  at  last,  long  selfish  Letter !  C,  Lamb, 


Note 

[Lamb  expanded  the  first  portion  of  this  letter  into  the  Elia 
&msLy  *'  The  buperannuated  Man,"  which  ought  to  be  read  in  con- 
nection  with  it  (see  Vol.  IL  of  the  present  edition)* 

"  Now  when  all  is  holy  day."     Shakespeai^  had  written  :^ 
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If  alt  Ihe  year  were  playing  hoUda^rft. 
To  sport  would  be  as  ledioufi  as  to  work, 

*'L  Henry  IV.;'  i:,  a,  227*22$. 

Leigh  Hunt  and  James  Montgomery,  the  poet,  had  both  under^ 
gone  impriRonment  for  libel. 

At  a  Court  of  Directors  of  the  India  House  held  on  March  29, 
18^5,  it  was  resolved  '*  that  the  resignation  of  Mr.  Charles  Lamb 
of  the  Accountant  GeneraFs  Office,  on  account  of  certified  ill-health, 
be  accepted,  and,  it  appearing  tiiat  he  has  served  the  Company 
faithfully  for  33  years,  and  k  now  in  the  receipt  of  an  income 
of  -£^30  per  annum,  he  be  allowed  a  pension  of  i?450  (four  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds)  per  annum,  under  the  provisions  of  the  act  of  the 
53  Geo.  IlL,  cap,  155,  to  commence  from  this  day."] 


LETTER  S51 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[p.m.  April  6,  1835,] 

DEAR  B.  B. — My  spirits  are  so  tumultuary  with  the  novelty 
of  my  recent  emancipation,  that  I  have  scArce  steadiness  of  I 
hand,  much  more  mind,  to  compose  a  letter* 
I  am  free,  B,  B.^free  a^  air. 

The  little  bifd  that  wings  the  sky 
Knows  no  such  Liberty  I 

I  was  set  free  on  Tuesday  in  last  week  at  4t  o^Clock, 
I  came  home  for  ever  ! 

I  have  been  describing  my  feelings  as  well  as  I  c^n  to  Wordswi 
in  a  long  letter,  and  don't  care  to  repeat*  Take  it  briefly  that  for 
a  few  days  I  was  painfully  oppressed  by  so  mighty  a  dmnge,  but  it 
is  becoming  daily  more  natural  to  me. 

I  went  and  sat  among  *em  all  at  my  old  33  years  desk  yester 
morning ;  and  deuce  take  me  if  I  had  not  yearnings  at  leaving  all 
my  old  pen  and  ink  fellows,  merry  sociable  lads,  at  leaving  them  in 
the  Lurch,  fag,  fag,  fag. 

The  comparison  of  my  own  superior  felicity  gave  me  any 
but  pleasure. 

B.  B.,  I  would  not  serve  another  7  years  for  seven  hundred 
thousand  pounds! 

I  have  got  i^441  net  for  life,  sanctioned  by  Act  of  Parliament, 
with  a  provision  for  Mary  if  she  survives  me. 

I  will  live  another  50  years;  orj  if  I  live  but  10,  they  will  be 


^  mi 
?m  in      I 

thJngH 

adred^l 
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thirty,  reckoDing  the  quantity  of  real  time  in  them,  i.e.  the  time 
that  is  a  man's  own. 

Tell  me  how  you  like  "  Barbara  S*" — will  it  be  received  in  atone- 
ment for  the  fooUsh  Vision,  I  mean  by  the  Lady  ? 

Apropos^  1  never  saw  Mrs.  Crauford  in  my  life,  nevertheless  His 
all  true  of  Somebody. 
Address  me  m  future 

Colebrook  Cottage, 

Islington- 
lam  really  nervous  (but  that  will  wear  off)  so  take  this  brief 
announcement. 

Yours  truly  C,  L, 

Note 
[**The  little  bird  ,  .  ."    This  is  LamVs  version  of  Lovelace's — 

The  birds  that  wanton  in  the  aii         * 
Know  no  such  liberty, 

in  the  poem  "  To  Althea,  from  Prison." 

"  Barbara  S /*  the  Elia  essay,  was  printed  in  the  Lcmdon 

Magazine  April,  18£5  (see  VoK  IL  of  this  edition).  It  purpoits 
to  be  an  incident  in  the  life  of  Mrs,  Crawford,  the  actr^s,  but  had 
really  happened  to  Fanny  Kelly, 

The  following  letter  tells  the  story  of  Lamb's  emancipation  once 
more : — ] 


LETTER  S6« 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SARAH  HUTCHINSON 

[p*ic.  April  i8,  1825.} 

DEAR  Miss  Hutchinson — You  want  to  know  all  about  my 
gaol  delivery.  Take  it  then*  About  1^  weeks  since  I 
^  a  sort  of  intimation  that  a  resignation  might  be  well  accepted 
fem  me.  This  was  a  kind  bird's  w'hisper.  On  that  hint  I  Kpake. 
Gilman  and  Tuthill  fumishd  me  with  certificates  of  wasted  health 
*nd  aore  spirits — not  much  more  than  the  truths  1  promise  you^ — 
4fid  for  9  weeks  I  was  kept  in  a  fright — I  had  gone  too  far  to 
I'^i^e,  aod  they  might  take  advantage  and  di^imiss  me  with  a  mucli 
lesKsum  than  1  had  reckoned  on.  However  Liberty  came  at  last 
»tlh  a  liberal  provision*  I  have  given  up  what  I  could  have  livetl 
on  b  the  country,  but  have  enough  to  live  here  by  managem^  and 
scribbling  occasionally.     I  would  not  go  back  to  my  priison  for  seven 
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years  longer  for  J^IOOOO  a  year.  7  years  after  one  is  dO  is  no 
trifle  to  give  up.  Still  I  am  a  young  Penswner^  and  have  serred 
but  S3  years,  very  few  I  assure  you  retire  before  40,  45,  or  50  years' 
senice. 

You  will  ask  how  I  bear  my  freedom.  Faith,  for  ^otoe  dAjn  I 
was  staggered.  Could  not  coaiprebeud  the  magnitude  of  my  de- 
li veraiice,  was  confused,  giddy*  knew  not  whether  I  was  on  my  bead 
or  my  heel  as  they  say.  But  those  giddy  feeUng^  have  gone  away, 
and  my  weather  glass  stands  at  a  degree  or  two  above 

CONTENT 

I  go  about  quiet,  and  have  none  of  that  restless  huntin|^  after 
recreation  which  made  holy  days  formerly  uneasy  joys.  All  being 
holydays^  I  feel  as  if  I  had  non^  as  they  do  in  heaven^  where  'tis  all 
red  letter  days. 

I  have  a  kind  letter  from  tlie  Words^«^^li»  congratulatory  not  a 
little. 

It  is  a  damp,  I  do  assure  you,  amid  all  my  prcepects  that  I  can 
receive  none  from  a  quarter  upon  which  I  had  calculated,  almost 
more  than  from  any,  upon  receiving  congratulations,  I  had  grown 
to  like  poor  M.  more  and  more.  [  do  not  esteem  a  soul  living  ctf* 
not  living  more  warmly  than  I  had  grown  to  esteem  and  value  him* 
But  words  are  vain.  We  have  none  of  U8  tt)  count  upon  manv 
years.  That  is  the  only  cuie  for  sad  thoughts.  If  only  some  died, 
and  the  rest  were  permanent  on  earth,  what  a  thing  a  friend's 
death  would  be  thai  ! 

I  must  take  leave,  having  put  off  answering  [a  load]  of  letters  to 
this  morning,  and  this,  alas  !  is  the  1st.  Our  kindest  I'emembrances 
to  Mrs,  Monkhouse  and  believe  us 

Yoms  most  Truly,         C.  Lamb. 


I^TTER  3SS 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 

[p,M*  May  a,  1 825. J 

DEAR  Hone, — 1  send  you  a  trifle;  you  have  seen  my  lines^ 
I  suppose,  in  the  **  London  "     I  cannot  tell  you  how  mudi 
lUke  the  "St.  Chad  Wells."  | 

Yours  truly 

C\  LIamii* 
P*S,  Why  did  you  not  stay,  or  come  again,  yesterday  ? 
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Note 

[These  word^  Accompany  Lamb's  contribution,  "Remarkabk 
Correspondent,"  to  Hone's  Every -Day  Book  (see  VoL  L  of  this 
edition,  page  297).  Lamb  was  helping  Hone  in  his  new  venture 
as  much  as  he  was  able;  and  Hone  in  return  dedicated  the  first 
volume  to  him,  '*St.  Chad's  Wells"  was  an  article  by  Hone  m 
the  number  for  March  %,] 


LETTER  364 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

{No  date.    May,  1835,] 

DEAR  W.  I  write  post-hoste  to  en^sure  a  fmnk.  Thanks  for 
your  hearty  congratulations.  I  may  now  date  from  the  6th 
week  of  my  H^ira  or  Flight  from  L^uienhall.  I  have  lived  so 
much  in  it,  that  a  Suumier  seems  already  past,  and  'tis  but  early 
May  yet  with  you  and  other  IJeople.  How  I  look  down  on  the 
Slaves  and  drudge  of  the  world  !  its  inhabitants  are  a  va*t  cotton- 
web  of  spin  spin  spimiers.  O  the  carking  cares  I  O  the  money- 
grubbers — sempiternal  muckwomis ! 

Your  Virgil  I  have  lost  sight  of,  but  suspect  it  is  in  the  hands 
of  Sir  G.  Ifeiumont,  I  tliinK  that  circumstances  made  me  shy  of 
procuring  it  before.  Will  you  write  to  him  about  it  ?  and  your 
commands  shall  Ije  obeyed  to  a  tittle, 

Coleridge  has  just  finishd  his  prize  Essay,  which  if  it  get  the 
Prize  he'll  touch  an  additional  ^^100  1  fancy.  His  Book  too  (com- 
mentary on  Bishop  Leighton)  is  quite  finished  and  peTies  Taylor 
and  Hesdey. 

In  the  London  which  is  just  out  (1st  May)  are  ^  papers  entitled 
the  Superannuated  Man^  which  1  wish  you  to  see^  and  also  1st 

Apr,  a  little  thing  called  Barbam  S a  story  gleaned  from  Miss 

Kelly.  The  L.  M.  if  yon  can  get  it  will  save  my  enlargement  upon 
the  topic  of  my  manumiBsion. 

I  must  scribble  to  make  up  my  hiatus  crumena?,  for  there  are  m 
many  ways?  pious  and  profligate,  of  getting  rid  of  money  in  this 
rast  city  and  suburbs  that  I  shall  miss  my  third  -.  but  couragio, 
I  dfspair  not.  Your  kind  hint  of  the  Cottage  was  well  thrown  out. 
An  anchorage  for  agn  and  school  of  economy  when  necessity  comes. 
But  without  this  latter  I  have  an  unconcjuerable  teiTor  of  changing 
Place.  It  does  not  agree  with  us,  1  say  it  fi-om  conviction,  Elae^ — 
I  do  sometimes  ruralize  in  fancy. 
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Some  d d  people  are  come  in  and  I  most  finbh  abruptly.     By 

d — -d,  I  only  mean  deuced.  Tis  these  suitors  of  Penelope  that 
make  it  neeessar)'  to  authorise  a  little  for  gin  and  mutton  and  such 
trifles. 

Excuse  my  abortive  scribble. 

Yours  not  io  more  haste  than  heart  C.  L» 

Love  and  recollects  to  all  the  Wtm.  Doras,  Maries  round  your 
Wrekin. 

Mary  is  capitally  welL 

Do  write  to  Sir  G*  B.  for  I  am  shyish  of  applying  to  him* 

Note 

[Coleridge  had  been  appointed  to  one  of  the  ten  Royal  Associate- 
ships  of  the  newly  chartered  Royal  Society  of  Literature,  thus 
becoming  entitled  to  an  annuity  of  100  guineas.  An  essay  was 
expected  from  each  associate,  Cbleridge  wrote  on  the  Prometlteus 
of  j€3schylu«^  and  read  it  on  May  18,  His  book  was  Aids  Io 
Reflection.    See  note  on  page  687. 

'*  Hiatus  crmnentE '" — '*  Deficiency  in  my  purse/' 

"  1  shall  miss  my  thirds/*  Lamh^s  pension  was  two-thirds  of  his 
stip^id. 

**Some  d^J  people/*  A  hint  for  Lamb's  Popular  Fallacy  on 
Home,  soon  to  be  written, 

*'  Round  your  Wrekin/'  Lamb  repeats  this  phrase  twice  in  the 
next  few  months.  He  got  it  from  the  Dedication  to  Farquhar's  play 
«  The  Recruiting  Officer"—"  To  all  friends  round  the  Wrekin"]. 


LETTER  866 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  CHAMBERS 

[UT>datcd.     ?  May,  1835.) 

\TI  riTH  regard  to  a  John-dory,  which  you  dmze  to  be  par- 
VV  ticularly  informed  about,  I  honour  the  fish,  but  it  is 
rather  on  account  of  Quin  who  patronised  it,  and  whose  taste  (of  a 
dead  man)  I  had  as  lieve  go  by  as  anybody's  (Apicius  and  HeUo- 
gabalus  excepted — this  latter  started  nightingales'  tongues  and 
peacocks*  brams  as  a  garnish). 

Else  m  itself  J  and  trusting  to  my  own  poor  single  judgment,  it 
hath  not  that  moist  mellow  oleaginous  gliding  suiooth  descent  from 
the  tongue  to  the  palate,  thence  to  the  stnniach,  &c.,  that  your 
Brighton  Turbot  liath,  which  I  take  to  be  the  must  friendly  and 
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familiar  Aavor  of  any  that  switrta — most  genial  and  at  home  to  the 
palate. 

Nor  has  it  on  the  other  hand  that  fine  falling  off  flakiness,  that 
oleaginous  peeling  off  (as  it  were,  like  a  sea  onion)^  which  endears 
your  cod's  head  &  shouldet^  to  some  appetites;  that  manly  firmne^, 
combined  with  a  sort  of  womani.sh  coming-in-pieces,  which  the  same 
cod'i*  head  &  shoulders  hath,  where  the  whole  is  easily  separable, 
pliant  to  a  knife  or  a  spoon,  but  €>ach  individual  flake  presents  a 
pleasing  resistance  to  the  opposed  tooth.  You  understand  me — 
these  delicate  subjects  are  necessarily  obscure. 

But  it  hajs  a  third  flavor  of  its  own,  perfectly  distinct  fi-om  Cod 
or  Turbot,  which  it  must  be  owned  may  to  some  not  injudicious 
palates  render  it  acceptable — but  to  my  unpractised  tooth  it  pre* 
sen  ted  rather  a  crude  river-fish-flavor,  like  your  Pike  or  Carp,  and 
perhaps  like  them  should  have  been  tamed  &  corrected  by  some 
laborious  &  well  chosen  sauce.  Still  I  always  suspect  a  fish  which 
requires  so  much  of  artificial  »ettings-ofl".  Your  choicest  relishes 
(like  nature's  loveliness)  need  not  the  foreign  aid  of  ornament,  but 
are  when  unadorned  (that  is,  with  nothing  but  a  little  plain 
anchovy  &  a  squeeze  of  lemon)  then  adorned  the  most.  How- 
ever, I  shall  go  to  Brighton  again  next  Summer^  and  shall  have  an 
opportunity  of  correcting  my  judgment,  if  it  is  not  sufficiently 
informed.  I  can  only  say  that  when  Nature  was  pleased  to  make 
ihe  John  Dory  so  notoriously  deficient  in  outward  graces  (as  to  be 
sure  he  is  the  very  Rhinoceros  of  fiiheiH  the  ugliest  dog  that  swim% 
except  perhap  me  Sea  Satyr,  which  I  never  saw,  but  which  they 
aay  is  terrible),  when  she  formed  him  with  so  few  external  advan- 
tages, she  might  have  bestowed  a  more  elaborate  finish  in  his  parts 
internal^  &  have  given  him  a  relish,  a  sapor^  to  recommend  him,  as 
she  made  Pope  a  Poet  to  make  up  for  making  him  crooked, 

I  am  sorry  to  find  that  you  have  got  a  knack  of  saying  things 
which  are  not  true  to  shew  your  wit.  If  I  had  no  wit  but  what  I 
mu0t  shew  at  the  expence  of  my  virtue  or  my  modesty,  I  had  aa 
lieve  be  as  stupid  as  *  •  *  at  the  Tea  Warehouse,  Depend  upon 
it,  my  dear  ChamberSj  that  an  ounce  of  integrity  at  our  death-Ded 
will  stand  us  in  more  avail  than  all  the  wit  of^Congi-eve  or  .  .  , 
For  instance,  you  tell  me  a  fine  stor>'  about  Truss j  and  his  playing 
at  Leamington,  which  I  know  to  lie  false,  because  I  have  advice 
from  Derby  that  he  was  whipt  through  the  Town  on  that  very  day 
you  say  he  appeared  in  some  character  or  other,  for  robbing  an 
old  woman  at  church  of  a  seal  ring.  And  Dr.  Parr  has  been  two 
months  dead.  So  it  won't  do  to  scatter  these  untrue  stories  about 
among  people  that  know  any  thing.  Besides^  your  forte  is  not 
invention.  It  is  jiLdgment^  particularly  shown  in  your  choice  of 
dishi^.     We  seem  in  that  instance  bom  under  one  star.     I  like  you 
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for  liking  hai^e.  I  esteem  you  for  disrelishing  niinced  veal.  Liking 
is  too  cold  a  word. — I  love  you  for  your  noble  attachment  to  the 
fat  unctuous  juices  of  deer^s  flesh  &  the  green  unspeakable  of  turtle. 
I  honour  you  for  your  endeavours  to  esteem  and  approve  of  uiy 
favorite,  which  I  ventured  to  recommend  to  you  as  a  substitute 
for  hare,  bullock's  heait,  and  I  am  not  offended  tliat  you  cannot 
taste  it  with  my  palate.  A  true  son  of  Epicurus  should  re- 
serve one  taste  peculiar  to  him^^lf.  For  a  long  time  I  kept  the 
secret  about  the  exceeding  deliciousness  of  the  marrow  of  boiled 
knuckle  of  veal^  till  my  tongue  weakly  ran  riot  in  its  praises,  and 
now  it  is  prostitute  &  common. — But  I  have  made  one  discoverv 
which  I  will  not  impart  till  my  dying  scene  is  over,  perhaps  it  will 
be  niy  last  mouthful  in  this  world :  delicious  thought,  enough  to 
sweeten  (or  rather  make  savoury)  the  hour  of  death.  It  is  a  little 
square  bit  about  this  size  in  or  near  the  knuckle  bone  of  a  fried 


joint  of  .  ,  ,  fat  I  can't  call  it  nor  lean  neither  altogether,  it  is  1 
beautiful  compound,  which  Nature  must  have  m^e  in    Paimiis 
Park  venison,  before  she  sepatated  the  two  substances,  the  dry  & 
the  oleaginous^  to  punish  sinful  uiankind ;  Adam  ate  them  entif 
&    inseparate^  and  this  little  taste  of  Eden  in  the  knuckle 
of  a   fried  .  .  .  seems  the  only   i-elique  of  a   Paradisaical  stat 
When  I  die,  an  exact  description  of  its  topography  shall  Lie  left ' 
a  cupboard  with  a  key,  inscribed  on  whicJi  these  words^  "  C,  Lamb 
dying  imparts  this  to  C.  Chambers  as  the  only  worthy  depositor 
of  such  a  secret"     You^ll  drop  a  tear.  ,  ,  , 


Note 

[Charles  Chambers  was  the  bixither  of  John  Chambem  (see  page 
518).  He  hsA  been  at  Christ's  Hospital  witii  Lamb  and  suV 
sequently  became  a  sui^eon  in  the  Navy.  He  i^tired  to  Leauiingtoo 
and  practised  there  until  his  death,  f^omewhen  about  1857,  says 
Mr,  Hazlitt*  He  seems  to  have  inherited  some  of  the  epicure's 
tastes  of  his  father,  the  '*  sensible  clergyman  in  Wai wickshuti "  wbov 
Lamb  tells  us  in  **  Thoughts  on  Presents  of  Game,"  "  used  to  allow 
a  pound  of  Epping  to  every  hai^/* 

The  phrase  "  when  unadonied  "  &c,  is  from  Thomson's  Seasons^ 
^Autumn,"  line  204, 
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This  letter  adds  one  moiie  to  the  list  of  Lamb's  gustatory  rap- 
tures, and  it  is  remarkable  as  being  his*  only  eulogy  of  fish,  Mr, 
HazUtt  says  that  the  date  September  1^  1817,  hajs  been  added  by 
another  hand  ;  but  if  the  remark  about  l>r.  Parr  k  true  (he  died 
March  6,  1825)  the  time  is  a^i  I  have  stated.  Fortunately  the  date 
in  this  paiiicular  case  is  imimportant.  Mr,  Hazlitt  suggest^  that 
the  stupid  person  in  the  Tea  Warehouse  weni  Bye,  whom  we  met 
last  in  Lettei'  £35. 

Of  Truss  we  know  nothing.     The  name  may  be  a  misreading  of 
Twifli    (Horace    Twiss,   1787-1849,   politician,    bufioon    and    Mrs. 
I   Siddons'  nephew),  who  was  quite  a  likely  pei^on  to  be  lied  about  in 


LETTER  S56 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  S.  T.  COLERIDGE 


[?  June,  iSajO 

MY  dear  Coleridge, — With  pain  and  grief,  I  must  entreat  you 
to  excuse  us  on  Thursday.  My  head,  though  externally 
correct,  has  had  a  severe  concus^sion  in  niy  long  illness,  and  the 
very  idea  of  an  engagement  hanging  over  for  a  day  or  two,  forbids 
my  rest ;  and  I  get  up  miserable.  I  am  not  well  enough  for  com- 
pany. I  do  assure  you,  no  other  thing  prevents  my  coming.  I 
expect  Field  and  his  brothers  this  or  to-morrow  evening,  and  it 
worrie*  me  to  death  that  I  am  not  ostensibly  ill  enough  to  put  ^em 
oft-  I  will  get  better,  when  I  shall  hope  to  see  your  nephew.  He 
will  come  again.  Mary  joins  in  best  love  to  the  Gill  mans.  Do,  I 
earnestly  ^treat  you,  excuse  me.  1  assure  you,  agam,  that  I  am 
not  fit  to  go  out  yet. 

Yours  (though  shattered),  C  Lamb. 


Tuesday. 


NoTK 


[This  letter  has  previously  lieen  dated  18^^  but  E  think  wrongly* 
Lamb  had  no  long  illness*  then,  and  Field  was  then  in  Ciibraltor^ 
where  he  was  Chief- Justice.  Lamb's  long  iUness  was  in  18S25,  when 
Coleridge's  Thursday  evenings  at  Highgate  were  regular.  Coleridge's 
nephew  may  have  been  one  of  several.  I  fancy  it  was  the  Rev, 
Edward  Coleridge.  Henry  Nelson  Coleridge  had  already  left,  I 
think,  for  the  West  Indies,] 
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LETTER  S57 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  COLBURN  (?) 

[Dated  «t  end :  June  14  (?  1833)4 

DEAR  Sir, 
I  am  cjuite  aabatned^  after  your  kind  letter,  of  havm^] 
expressed  any  disappointment  about  ray  remuneration.     It  b  quite] 
equivalent  to  the  value  of  any  thing  I  have  yet  sent  you,     I  had  f 
Twenty  Guineas  a  sheet  from  the  London  ;    and  what  I  did  for) 
them  was  more  worth  that  sum,  than  any  things  I  am  afii^id,  I  can  | 
now  produce,  would  be  worth  the  lesser  sum.     I  used  up  alJ  my ' 
best  thoughb  in  that  publication,  and  I  do  not  like  to  go  en 
writing  worse  &  worse,  &  feeling  that  I  do  so.     I  want  to  try 
something  else.     However,  if  any  subject  turns  up,  which  I  think 
will  do  your  Magazine  no  discredit,  you  shall  have  it  at  your  price, 
or  something  between  that  and  my  old  price.     I  prefer  writing  to 
seeing  you  just  now,  for  after  such  a  letter  as  I  have  received  from 
you,  in  truth  I  am  ashamed  to  see  you.     We  will  never  menticBi , 
the  thing  again. 

Your  obliged  friend  &  Serv* 

C\  Lamb, 

June  14. 

NOTK 

[In  the  absetice  ol  any  wrapper  I  have  assumed  this  note  to  be' 
addressed  to  Colbum,  the  publisher  of  the  New  Monthly  Magazine, 
Lamb*s  first  contribution  to  that  periodical  was  **The  Illustrious 
Defunct"  (see  Vol.  L  of  this  edition)  in  Januaiy^  18^5,  A  year 
later  he  began  the  *'  Popular  Fallacies,^*  and  continued  regularly  for 
some  months.] 


LETTER  358 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  S.  T  COLERIDGE 


[p.m.  July  a,  tSjj.] 


DEAR  C\— We  are  going  off  to  Enfield,  to  Allsop's,  for  a  day^ 
or  g,  with  some  intention  of  succeeding  them  in  their  lodging 
for  a  time,  for  this  damn'd  nervous  Fever  (vide  Lond.  Mag.  for  July) 
indisposes  me  for  seeing  any  friends,  and  never  any  poor  devil  was  so 
befriended  as  I  am.     Do  you  know  any  poor  solitary  human  that 
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wants  tliat  cordial  to  life  a — true  friend  ?  I  can  spare  him  twenty* 
he  shall  have  'em  good  cheap*  I  have  gallipots  of  'em — ^genuine  balm 
of  cares— a  going — a  going — a  going.  Little  plagues  plague  me  a 
1000  times  more  than  ever.  I  am  like  a  disembodied  ,sout^n  this 
mv  eternity,  I  feel  every  thing  entirely,  all  in  all  and  all  in  etc. 
Ttiis  price  I  pay  for  liberty,  but  am  richly  content  to  pay  it.  The 
Odes  are  4-5*^*  done  by  Hood,  a  silentish  young  man  you  met  at 
blinton  one  day,  an  invalid*  The  rest  are  Rej^nolds's,  whose  sister 
H,  has  recently  married*     I  have  not  had  a  broken  finger  in  them, 

Tbey  are  hearty  good-natured  things,  and  I  would  put  my  name 
to  *€m  chearfully,  if  I  could  as  honestly*  I  complimented  tbem  in 
m  Newspaper*  with  an  abatement  for  those  puns  you  laud  so.  They 
are  generally  an  excess,  A  Pun  is  a  thing  of  too  much  consequence 
to  be  thrown  in  as  a  make-weight*  You  shall  read  one  of  the  ad- 
dresses over,  and  miss  the  pons,  and  it  shall  be  quite  as  good  and 
better  than  when  you  discover  'em,  A  Pun  is  a  Noble  Thing  per 
se :  O  never  lug  it  in  as  an  accessory*  A  Pun  is  a  sole  object  for 
reflection  (vide  my  aids  to  that  recessment  from  a  sava^fe  state)— 
it  is  entire,  it  fills  the  mind  :  it  is  perfect  as  a  Sonnet^  better.  It 
limps  asham'd  in  the  train  and  retinue  of  Humour:  it  knows  it 
should  have  an  establishment  of  its  own*  The  one,  for  instance, 
I  made  the  other  dav,  I  foi^et  what  it  was. 

Hood  will  be  gratify*d,  as  much  b.^  I  ara^  by  your  mistake.  I 
liked  '  Grimaldi  *  the  best ;  it  is  true  painting,  of  attract  Clowneir* 
and  that  precious  conci*ete  of  a  Clown  :  and  the  rich  succession  of 
images^  and  words  almost  such,  in  the  first  half  of  the  Mag-  Ignotum* 
Your  picture  of  the  Gamely  that  would  not  or  could  not  thread  your 
nice  needle-eye  of  Subtilisma,  was  confirm'd  by  Elton,  who  perfectly 
appreciated  his  abrupt  departure.  Elton  bon^wed  the  "Aids" 
from  Hessey  (by  the  way  what  is  your  Enigma  about  Cupid  ?  I 
am  Cytherea's  son,  if  I  understand  a  tittle  of  it),  and  retumd  it 
next  day  saying  that  SO  yeans  ago*  when  he  was  pure,  he  ikowfkt 
as  you  do  now*  but  that  he  now  thinks  as  you  did  20  years  ago< 
But  E,  seems  a  very  honest  fellow.  Hood  has  just  come  in ;  his 
sick  eyes  sparkled  into  health  when  he  read  your  approbation. 
They  had  meditated  a  copy  for  yon,  but  postponed  it  till  a  neater 
U  Edition,  which  is  at  hand. 

Have  you  heard  the  Greatwr^  at  the  Opera  House — Signor  Non- 

vir  sed  veluti  Vir  ? 
Like  Orpheus,  he  is  said   to   draw  storks   d&c.   afUr  him.     A 

picked  raisin  for  a  sweet  banquet  of  sounds ;  but  I  affect  not  these 

exotics,     Nos  DGBUM  genus,  as  mellifluous  Ovid  hath  it, 
Fanny  Holcroft  is  just  come  in,  with  her  paternal  severity  of 

iiDect.      She  has   frozen   a   bright   thought    which   should   have 

followed.     She  mak^  us  marble,  with  too  little  conceiving,     Twas 
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respecting  the  Signor,  wbom  I  honour  on  Om  side  idoktiT.     Wdl^ 
mor^  of  this  anon. 

We  ai^  setting  out  to  walk  to  EniieJd  alter  our  Benns  and  Bactm^ 
which  are  just  smoking. 

Kinder  remembranceft  to  the  G/s  ener. 

fVom  Ii^linton^ 

2d  day,  3d  month  of  my  Hegim 

or  Flight  from  LeodenhalL 

C\  L*  Oliin  Clerieui, 

Note 

[*'To  Allsop's,'*  AUsop  s&p  io  hU  Letters  .  .  .  o/  Coleridgi 
that  he  and  the  Lamb^  were  housemates  for  a  long  time. 

"Vide  Lond.  Mag.  for  JuJy " — where  the  Elia  essay  **Th^ 
C<*nvale8cent "  was  printed. 

"The  Odes"— Odfs  and   AddrmBes  to   Great  Peoph^  1 
(.'oleridge  after  reading  the  book  had  written  to  Lamb  a&  folio 
(the  letter  k  printed  by  Hood): — 

My  Dkah  CuAHt^ss,— Thi«  afternoon,  a  little,  ihm,  mcanlCK^kbg  son  cif  a  foolm^j 

Eub-octavo  of  poems,  printed  on  very  dingy  outsidc«,  lay  on  the  lable,  which  ih 
cover  informed  me  was  circulating  in  our  book-club,  so  very  G rub- S tree tish  in  all  h 
appearance,  internal  as  well  a£  external^  that  I  cannoi  expUin  by  what  accident  i 
impulse  (assuredly  there  was  no  moUv^  »n  play)  I  came  to  look  into  it*     Lea^t  of  all  J 
the  title.  Odes  and  Addrcsscji  to  Gteat  Men*  ^hlch.  connected  itself  in  my  head  wii 
Rejected  Addresses,  and  all  the  Smith  and  Theodore  Hook  squad.     But,  my  deaf] 
Charles,  it  was  certainly  wrttten  by  you,  or  tindei  ynu,  or  tma  ewn  you,      t  kni 
none  of  your  frequent  visitors  capacious  and  assimilative  enough  of  your  convereftj 
to  have  reproduced  you  so  honestly,  supposing  you  had  left  vQurseU  in  pledge  in* 
his  lock-up  house.     Gillman,  to  wbom  I  read  the  spirited  parody  on  the  introduciiofi; 
to  Peter  Bell,  the  Ode  to  the  Great  Unknown,  and  lo  Mrs.  Fry  ;  he  speaks  doubt' 
fully  of  Reynolds  and  Hood.     But  here  come  Irving  and  Ba^il  Montagu. 

Thursday  nighl  lo  o^ clock. — No  I  Charles,  it  is  you.  I  have  read  them  over  again |. 
and  I  understand  why  you  have  anoiCd  the  book.  The  puns  are  nine  in  ten  good^- 
many  excellent — the  Newgatory  transcendent.  And  then  the  excmpjum  nnw  tM- 
rmplo  of  a  volume  of  pcfsonalities  and  contemporaneities,  without  a  single  Hne  that 
could  inflict  the  in5nitesimal  of  an  unpleasance  on  any  man  in  his  senses :  savmg 
and  except  perhaps  in  the  envy-addled  brain  of  the  despiser  of  your  Lays.  If  not  a 
triumph  over  him,  it  is  at  least  an  Qvaiiou.  Then,  moreover,  and  besides,  to  speak 
with  becoming  modesty,  excepting  my  own  self,  who  is  there  but  you  who  Can 
write  the  musical  lines  and  stanzas  that  are  intermixed  ? 

Here,  Gillman,  come  up  to  my  Garret,  and  driven  back  by  the  ^ardian  spirits  of 
four  huge  flower 'holders  of  omnigenous  roses  and  honeysuckles— ^  Lord  have  mercy 
on  his  hysterical  oUactories  I  What  will  he  do  in  Paradise  ?  I  must  have  a  pair  or 
two  of  nostril^plugs,  or  nose -goggles  laid  in  his  coffin)— stands  at  the  door,  reading 
that  to  M*Adam,  and  the  washer-woman's  letter,  and  he  admits  thi  facts.  You  are 
found  i»  the  manner,  as  the  lawyers  say  1  so,  Mr^  Charles  I  hang  yourself  up,  and 
send  me  a  line,  by  way  of  token  and  acknowledgment.  My  dear  love  to  Mary* 
God  bless  you  and  your  Unshamabramixer , 

S.  T.  Coleridgi^. 

Reynolds  waa  John  Hamiiton  Reynolds.  According  to  a  marked 
copy  in  the  possession  of  Mr*  Buxton  Formatif  Heynolds  wrote 
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the  odes  to  Mr*  M'Adam,  Mr,  Dymoke,  Sylvan  us  Urban,  Elliston 
and  the  Dean  and  Chapter  of  Westminster* 

The  newsjjaper  in  which  Lamb  complimented  the  book  was  the 
New  TiwMSy  for  April  \%  1825,  See  Vol.  L  of  the  present  edition, 
Mge  S85t  for  the  review^  where  the  remarks  on  puns  are  repeated. 
The  "Mag.  Ignotum"  was  the  ode  to  the  Great  Unknown,  the 
author  of  the  Scotch  novels.  In  the  same  paper  on  January  8, 
18^,  Lamb  had  written  an  essay  called  "  Many  Friends  "  (see 
VoL  I.,  page  270)  a  little  in  the  manner  of  this  first  paragraph. 

"  Your  picture  of  the  Camel,"  Probably  the  story  of  a  caller 
told  by  Coleridge  to  Lamb  in  a  letter- 

"  Your  Enigma  about  Cupid/'  Possibly  referring  to  the  following 
passage  in  the  Aida  to  Rejtection^  18525/ pages  S77-S78:*- 

Ftom  the  remote  East  turn  tD  the  mythology  of  Minor  Aaia,  to  the  Descend^nti 
of  Javan  who  dwelt  in  iht  tents  of  Shem^  and  posussfd  ike  hU%.  Here  again,  and 
in  the  usual  form  of  an  historic  Solution,  we  find  the  sanne  Fa£i^  and  a»  characteristic 
of  the  Human  Race^  sitatcd  in  thai  eaf  hest  amd  most  venerable  Mythus  (oi  symbolic 
Parable)  of  Prometheys— that  truly  wonderful  Fable,  in  which  the  characters  of 
the  rebellious  Spirit  and  of  the  Dfvine  Friend  of  Mankind  {%iQ$  ^iki^B^t^wot)  ^e 
uniccd  in  the  same  Person:  and  thus  in  the  most  striking  manner  noting  the  forced 
amalgamation  of  the  PatJ-iajchaJ  Tradition  with  the  incongruous  Scheme  of  Pantheism- 
ThU  and  the  connected  tale  of  lo,  which  is  but  the  se^jtiel  of  the  Frame theiis,  sund 
alone  in  the  Greek  Mythology,  in  which  elsewhere  both  Gods  and  Men  are  mere 
Po>weri  and  Products  of  Nature.  And  most  noticeable  it  ts,  that  soon  after  the 
pfOfDutgation  and  spread  of  the  Gospel  had  awakened  the  moral  «cnse,  and  had 
opened  the  eyes  even  of  its  wiser  Enemies  to  the  necessity  of  providing  some 
lolution  of  this  great  problem  of  the  Moral  World,  the  beautifiil  Parable  of  Cupid 
and  Psyche  was  brotight  forward  as  a  rival  Fall  of  Man  :  and  the  fact  of  a 
moral  eorrupcion  connatural  with  the  human  race  was  again  recognised.  Is  the 
motiofi  of  ORioiNAt  StN  the  Greek  Mythology  rose  and  set. 

**  Elton  " — ^Charles  Abmham  Elton,  whom  we  ha%e  already  met. 

**  Have  you  heard  the  Crca^^^re  ? ''—Giovanni  Battista  Velluti 
(lTSl-1861),  an  Italian  soprano  singer  who  first  appeared  in  England 
m  June  SO,  18£5,  in  Meyerbeer's  **  II  Crociato  in  Egitto."  He  re- 
cdTed  jMjSOO  for  five  months'  salary. 

**  Nqb  durum  genua  " — 

Inde  gcrni&  durum  sumus  experiensque  laborum. 

Ovid^  Meiamorphouit  I. »  414. 

"  On  this  tide  idolatry/*     Ben  Jonson's  phniie  of  Shakespeare. 
In  Timber, 
^*01im  Clericus"— '*  Formerly  a  clerk."] 
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LETTER  359 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

V  dear  B.  B* — My  nervous  attack  has  m  tmfitted  me,  that 
I  have  not  coumge  to  sit  down  to  a  Ijctter.     My  poor 


drawn  &oqi 


[rkiieai. 


iiittance  in  the  London   _  

Your  Book  is  very  acceptable  to  me,  because  most  of  it  fis]  new  to 
me^  but  your  Book  itself  we  cannot  thank  you  for  inofe  sincerely 
than  for  the  introduction  you  favouied  us  with  to  Anne  KnighL  J 
Now  cannot  I  write  Mrs.  Anne  Knight  for  the  life  of  me.  She  m\ 
a  very  pleas—,  but  I  won't  write  all  we  have  said  of  her  so  often 
to  ourselves,  because  I  suspect  you  would  read  it  to  her.  Only  give 
my  sister's  and  my  kindest  reniembc<=^  to  her,  and  how  glad  we 
are  we  can  say  that  word.  If  ever  she  come  to  South wark  again 
count  upon  another  pleasant  bridge  walk  with  her*  Tell  her,  I  got 
home,  time  for  a  rubber ;  but  iioor  Tryphena  will  not  understand 
that  phrase  of  the  worldlings. 

I  am  hardly  able  to  appreciate  your  volume  now.  But  I  liked  the 
dedicat"  much^  and  the  apology  for  your  bald  burying  grounds* 
To  Shelly,  but  that  is  not  new*  To  tlie  young  Vesper-singer,  Great 
BealingX  Plarford,  and  what  not  ? 

If  there  be  a  canl  it  is  that  the  topics  of  religious  consolation, 
however  beautiful,  are  repeated  till  a  sort  of  triteness  attends  them. 
It  seems  as  if  you  were  for  ever  Ic^ing  friends'  children  by  deaths 
and  reminding  their  parents  of  the  Resurrection.  Do  ehildreu  die 
so  often,  and  so  good,  in  your  parts  ?  The  topics  taken  from  the 
considerat"  that  they  are  snatched  away  from  possible  vanitiea^ 
seems  hardly  sound  ;  for  to  an  omniscient  eye  their  conditionalj 
failings  must  be  one  with  their  actual ;  but  I  am  too  unwell  fof 
Theology, 

Such  as  I  am,  I  am  yours  and  A*  K.'s  truly 

t  C,  Lamb> 

Note 

["  Mv  poor  pittance" — "The  Convalescent  " 

"  Your  Book  "—Barton's  Poems,  4th  edition,  18^5.  The  dedica- 
tion was  to  Barton's  sister^  Maria  Hack. 

"  Anne  Knieht."  A  Quaker  ladv,  who  kept  a  school  at  Wood* 
bridge.     Trjphena  (Horn,  xvi,  1£)  laboured  in  the  Lord. 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Hone,  dated  Enfield, 
July  5E5,  1825.  Lamb  had  written  some  quatrains  to  the  editor 
of  tlie  Every 'Day  Booky  which  were  printed  in  the  London  Magazine 
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for  May,  18^5.  Hone  copied  thetn  into  his  periodical,  afeompanied 
bv  a  reply.     Lamb  began  : — 

I  like  you,  And  yauT  book,  ingtnuous  Hone  t 

Hone's  reply  contained  the  sentiment : — 

1  am  **  ingenuous  *^  i  it  10  all  I  can 
Pretend  to ;  it  it  &tl  1  with  to  b& 

See  tbe  Ev^ry-Day  Book^  Vol.  I.,  July  9.  Hone  at  this  time  was 
occupying  Lamb^s  house  at  C-olebrooke  Row,  while  the  Lambs  were 
staying  at  the  Allsops'  lodging  at  Enfield. 

In  the  letter  Lamb  also  refers  to  his  **  petit  farce/'  Probably 
"The  Pa^Tibroker's  Daughter"  (see  Vol  V.  of  this  edition).  He 
says  it  is  at  the  theatre  now  and  Harley  is  there  too.  This  would 
be  John  Pritt  Harley,  the  actor.  He  was  connected  both  with 
"Drury  Lane  and  the  Lyceum,  In  an  earlier  note  to  Hone  (printed 
by  Mr.  Fita^rald)  Lamb  had  asked  him  to  take  the  farce  to  the 
theatre. 

See  Appendix  HI  page  974,  for  a  note  to  John  AitkenJ 


LETTER  360 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

(p.m.  August  TO,  1S25.] 

We  shall  be  soon  again  at  Colebmok. 

DEAR  B.  B.^ — You  must  excuse  my  not  writing  before,  when 
1  tell  you  we  are  on  a  visit  at  Enfield,  where  I  do  not  feel 
it  oatuiat  to  ^^it  down  to  a  Letter.     It  is  at  all  times  an  exertion. 
I  had  rather  talk  with  you,  and  Ann  Knight,  quietly  at  Gilebrook 
Lodge^  over  the  matter  of  your  la^t.     You  mistake  me  when  yon 
express  misgivings  about  my  relishing  a  series  of  scriptuml  poems,     I 
wrote  confusedly.    What  I  meant  to  say  was,  that  one  or  two  cx>nso!a- 
tory  poems  on  deaths    would  have  had  a   more  condensed  effect 
thttQ  many.    Scriptural— devotional  topics — admit  of  infinite  varietyA 
&  far  from  poetry  tiring  me  because  religious,  I  can  read,  and  1 1 
»?  it  seriously,  the  homely  old  version  of  the  l^lms  in  our  Prayer- 
bookn  for  an  hour  or  two  together  sometimes  without  sense  of  ( 
«€ann^s. 

1  did  not  express  myself  clearly  about  what  I  think  a  false  topic 

mjiisted  on  bo  frequently  in  consolatory  addi^esses  on  the  death  of 

hfents.     I   know  something  Uke  it  is  in  Scripture,  but  1  think 

humanly  spoken.     It  is  a  natural  thought,  a  sweet  fallacy  to  the 
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Survivoi's— but  still  a  fallacy.  If  it  stands  on  the  doctrine  of  this 
being  a  probaticmary  state,  it  is  liable  to  \hk  dilemtha.  Omniscience, 
to  whom  possibility  must  be  clear  as  act,  must  know  of  the  child, 
what  it  would  heiieafter  turn  out :  if  good,  then  the  topic  is  false  to 
say  it  is  secured  from  falling  into  future  wilfulneasj  vice,  &c.  If 
had,  I  do  not  see  how  its  exemption  from  certain  future  overt  acts 
by  being  snatched  away  at  all  tells  in  ife  favor.  You  stop  the  arm 
of  a  murderer,  or  arrest  the  finger  of  a  pickpui'se,  but  is  not  the 
guilt  incurred  as  much  by  the  intent  as  if  never  so  much  acted  ? 
Why  children  are  humed  oflT,  and  old  reprobates  of  a  hundred  leftj 
whose  trial  humanly  we  may  think  was  complete  at  fifty,  is  among 
the  obsciuities  of  providence.  The  very  notion  of  a  state  of  proba- 
tion has  darkness  in  it.  The  alNknower  has  no  need  of  satisfying 
hifi  eyes  by  seeing  what  we  will  do,  when  he  knows  before  what 
we  will  do,  Metiiinks  we  might  be  condemned  before  commissionp 
In  th^e  things  we  gi-ope  and  flounder,  and  if  we  can  pick  up  a 
little  human  couifort  that  the  child  taken  is  snatch 'd  ^m  vice 
(no  great  compliment  to  it,  by  the  bye),  let  us  take  it.  And  aa 
to  where  an  untried  child  goen,  whether  to  join  the  assembly  of 
its  elders  who  have  borne  the  heat  of  the  day — fire-punfied 
mai'tyrs,  and  torment-sifted  confessors — what  know  we  ?  We  pro- 
mise  heaven  methinka  too  cheaply,  and  assign  large  revenues  to 
minors,  incompetent  to  manage  them.  Epitaphs  run  u|>on  this 
topic  of  consolation,  till  the  very  frequency  induces  a  cheapness. 
Tickets  for  admission  into  Pai^adise  are  sculptured  out  at  a  penny 
a  letter,  twopence  a  syllable,  &c.  It  is  all  a  mystery  ;  and  the  more 
I  trj*  to  express  my  meaning  (havmg  none  that  is  clear)  the  more 
I  flounder.  Finalfy,  write  what  your  own  conscience,  which  to  you 
h  the  uneiTing  judge,  seems  best,  and  be  careless  about  the  whimsies 
of  such  a  half-baked  notionist  as  I  am.  We  are  here  in  a  most 
pleasant  coimtry,  full  of  walks,  and  idle  to  our  hearts  desire.  Taylor 
has  dropt  the  London.  It  was  indeed  a  dead  weight.  It  has  got 
in  the  Slough  of  Despond*  I  shuflHe  off  uiy  part  of  the  pack,  and 
stand  like  Xtian  with  light  and  merry  shoulders*  It  had  got 
silly,  indecorous,  pert,  and  every  thing  that  is  bad.  Both  our  kmd 
re'meTnbTan^^^  to  Mrs.  K,  and  yourself,  and  stranger's-greeting  to 
Lucy — 'is  it  Lucy  or  Uuth  ?~that  gathers  wise  sayings  in  a  Book. 

C.  Lamb. 

Note 

[The  London  Magazine  passed  into  the  hands  of  Henry  Southeni 
in  September,  1S25,  Lauib^s  last  article  for  it  was  in  the  August 
number — **  Imperfect  Dramatic  Illusion,"  reprinted  in  the  Ldst 
Essays  of  Eha  m  **  Stage  Illusion."] 
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LETTER  361 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  ROBERT  SOUTHEY 

AttgUEt  10^  tS^s. 

DEAli  Southej, — You'll  know  who  this  letter  comes  from  by  open- 
ing slap-dash  upon  the  text,  as  in  the  good  old  tirae!!!,     1  never 
could  come  into  the  cuntou)  of  envelopes;  'tis  a  modem  foppery; 
the  Pitnian  correspondence  gives*  no  hint  of  such.     In  siiiglenet^  of 
j^eet  and  meaning  then  I  thauk  you  for  your  little  lxK>k.     I  am 
ashamed  to  add  a  codicil  of  thanks  for  your  "Book  of  the  Chui%ih," 
I  scarce  feel  c^nipetent  to  give  an  opinion  of  the  latter ;  I  have  not 
reading  enough  of  that  kind  to  venture  at  it     I  can  only  say  the 
fact,  that  I  have  read  it  witli  attention  and  interact.     Beings  as  you 
know,  not  quite  a  Churchman,  I  felt  a  jealousy  at  the  Cliureh  taking 
to  hen^lf  the  whole  deserts  of  Christianity^  Catholic  and  Frotestant, 
from  Druid  extirpation  downw surds.     I  call  all  good  Christians  the 
Church,  Capillariang  and  alL     But  I  am  in  too  light  a  humour  to 
touch  these  matters.     May  all  our  churches  flourish !     Two  things 
stftggered  me  in  the  poem  (and  one  of  them  staggered  both  of  us), 
I  cannot  away  with  a  beautiful  series  of  verses^  as  I  protest  they 
are,  commencing  "  Jenner  "     Tb  like  a  choice  b^mquet  opened  witn 
a  pill  or  an  electuary — physic  stuff*     Toother  is,  we  cannot  make 
out  how  Edith  should  be  no  more  than  ten  years  old.     B/r  Lady^ 
we  had  taken  her  to  be  some  sixteen  or  upwards*     We  suppose  you 
have  only  chosen  the  round  number  for  the  metre.     Or  poem  and 
dedication  may  be  both  older  than  they  pretend  to ;  but  then  some 
hint  might  have  been  given;  for,  as  it  stands,  it  may  only  serve 
some  day  to  puzzle  tbe  parish  reckoning.     But  without  intjuiring 
further  (for  'tis  ungracious  to  look  into  a  lady's  years)^  the  dedication 
is  eminently  pleasing  and  tender,  and  we  wish  Editb  May  Southey 
joy  of  it.     Something,  too,  ati-uck  us  as  if  we  had  heard  of  the  deatb 
of  John  May.     A  John  May's  death  was  a  few  years  sinc^  in  the 
paperb.     We  think  the  tale  one  of  the  quietest,  prettiest  things  we 
aave  seen.     You  have  been  tempei-ate  in  the  use  of  localities,  which 
generally  spoil  poems  laid  in  exotic  r^ons,     Vou  mostly  cannot 
fttir  out  (in  such  things)  for  humming-birds  and  fire-flies*     A  ti^ee  is 
a  Magnolia,  &c. — Can  1  but  like  the  tiuly  Catholic  spirit  ?     "  Blame 

raathou  mayest  the  Papist's  emng  creed  — which  and  otlier  passages 
brought  me  back  to  the  old  Anthology  days  and  the  admonitorj^ 
leaon  to  **  Dear  Geoige "  on  the  "  Tbe  Vesper  Bell,"  a  little  poem 
which  retiuns  its  first  hold  upon  me  strangely. 
The  oomptiment  to  the  tiansktress  is  daintily  conceived.    Nothing 
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is  choicer  in  that  sort  of  imting  than  to  bring  in  some  remote, 
impossible  parallel, — as  between  a  great  empress  and  the  inobtrusive 

ret  soul  who  digged  her  noiseless  way  so  persevering  I  y  through 
t  rugged  Paraguay  mine.     How  she  Dobrizhoffered  it  all  out»  it 
puzzles  my  slender  tatinity  to  conjecture.     Why  do  you  seem  to 
sanction  Landor's  unfeeling  allegorising  away  of  honejit  Quixote  I 
He  may  as  well  say  Strap  is  meant  to  symbolise  the  Scottish  nation 
before  the  Union,  and  Random  since  that  act  of  dubious  issue;  or 
that  Partridge  means  the  Mystical  Man,  and  Lady  Bellaston  typifles 
the  Woman  upon  Many  Waters,     Gebir,  indeed^  may  mean  the 
state  of  the  hop  markets  last  month,  for  anything  I  Icnow  to  the 
contrary.     That  all  Spain   overflowed  with  romancical  books  (a^H 
Madge  Newcastle  calls  them)  was  no  reason  that  Cervantes  shouli^H 
not  smile  at  the  matter  of  them ;  nor  even  a  r^i^son  that,  in  another 
mood^  he  might  not  multiply  them>  deeply  as  he  was  tinctured  with 
the  essence  of  them.     Quixote  is  the  father  of  gentle  ridicule,  and 
at  the  same  time  the  very  depository  and  treasury  of  chivalry  and^ 
highest  notions.     Marry,  when  somebody  pei-suad^  Cervantes  tha^l 
he  meant  only  fun,  and  put  him  upon  writing  that  unfortunate 
Second  Part  with  the  confederacies  of  that  unworthy  duke  and  most 
contemptible  duchess,  Cervantes  sacrificed  his  instinct  to  his  undei^ 
standing. 

We  got  your  little  book  but  last  night,  being  at  Enfield,  to  which 

Slace  we  came  about  a  month  since,  and  are  having  quiet  holydays. 
[ary  walks  her  twelve  miles  a  day  some  days»  and  I  my  twenty  on 
others.  ^Tia  all  holiday  with  me  now,  you  know.  The  change 
wprks  admirably. 

For  literary  news^  in  my  poor  way,  I  have  a  one-act  farce  going 
to  be  acted  at  the  Hay  market ;  but  when  ?  is  the  question.  'Tis  s 
extmvaganza,  and  like  enough  to  follow  "  Mr*  H/'  "The  Londc 
Magazine  "  has  shifted  its  publishers  once  more,  and  t  shall  shift 
myself  out  of  it.  It  is  fallen.  My  ambition  is  not  at  present  higher 
than  to  write  nonsense  for  the  play-houses,  to  eke  out  a  somewhat 
contracted  income.  Tempus  erat.  There  was  a  time,  my  dear 
Comwallis,  when  the  Muse,  &c.  But  I  am  now  in  Mac  Fleckno^i 
predicament,— 

"  Promised  a  play,  and  dwindled  to  a  farec." 

Coleridge  is  better  (was,  at  least,  a  few  weeks  since)  than  he  has 
been  for  years.  Hie  accomplishing  his  book  at  last  has  been  a  source 
of  vigour  to  him.  We  are  on  a  half  visit  to  his  friend  Allsop^  at  a 
Mrs.  Leishman^s,  Enfield,  but  expect  to  be  at  Colebrooke  Cottage  in 
a  week  or  so,  where,  or  anywhere,  I  shall  be  alwa^^s  most  happy  to 
receive  tidings  from  you.  G,  Dyer  is  in  the  height  of  an  uxorious 
paradise.     His  honeymoon  will  not  wane  till  he  wax  cold.     Never 
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was  a  more  happy  pair,  since  Acme  and  Septimias^  and  longer. 
Farewell*  with  many  thanks,  dear  S»  Our  loves  to  all  round  your 
Wrekin. 

Your  old  ftiend,         C,  Lamb. 

Note 

[In  the  letter  to  Barton  on  page  700  I^mb  continues  or  amplifies 
his  remarks  on  his  own  letter- wn ting  hahits, 

"  Capillarians  "  The  New  Engliah  Dictionary  gives  Lamb's 
word  in  this  connection  m  its  sole  example^  meaning  without  stem, 

"The  poem" — ^Southe/s  Tale  of  Paraguay^  1S^5,  which  begins 
with  an  addr^s  to  Jenner,  the  physiologist : — 

Jennet  I  for  ever  sHaII  Ihy  honoured  name, 

and  is  dedicated  to  Edith  May  Southey — 

Edith  I  ten  y^irt  mre  fimmber'd,  tince  the  d^y. 

»tithey  was  bom  in  1804.     The  dedication  was  dated  1814, 
May  was  Sonthe/s  friend  and  correspondent.     It  was  not 
he  that  had  died- 

•^Tbe  Vesper  Bell  "— "llie  Chapel  Bell,"  which  was  not  in  the 
Anntual  Anthology^  but  in  Southey*s  Poetns^  1797-  Dear  George 
would  perhaps  he  Burnett,  who  was  at  Oxford  with  Southey  when 
the  venses  were  written  (see  the  Appendix,  page  956). 

"The  compliment  to  the  tmnslatress."     Southey  took  his  Ta^ 
of  Paraguay  from  Dobri^^hoffer^s  Hvstory  of  the  Ahipones^  which 
his  niece,  Sara  Coleridge,  had  tmnslated  (see  Letter  MS  and  note). 
Southey  remarks  in  the  poem  that  could  DobrizhofFer  have  fore- 
leg by  whom  his  words  were  to  be  turned  into  English,  he  would 
have  hemi  m  pleased  as  when  he  won  the  ear  of  the  Empress  Queen. 
'^Landor'fl    .   ,    .   allegorising/*       Landor^    in    the   conversation 
between   "  Peter   Leopold   and   the   President   du    Paty,"   makes 
Ptaident  du  Paty  say  that  Cervantes  had  deeper  purpose  than  the 
Batirising  of  knigiit-erratits,  Don  Quixote  standing  for  the  Emperor 
Charl^  V*  and  Sancho  Panm  symbolising  the  people.      Southey 
quoted  the  passage  in  the  Notes  to  the  Proem.     Lamb's  EUa  essay 
on  the  **  Defect  of  Imagination  "  {see  VoL  IL*  page  %33)  amplifies 
thia  criticism  of  Don  Quixote. 

Strap  and  Random  are  in  Smollett's  Roderick  Random^  and 
Partridge  and  Lady  Bellaston  in  Fielding's  Torn  JoTiea. 

''Madge  Newcastle,"     Lamb's  oft^extoUed  Margaret,  Duchess  of 
Newcastle, 

''A  one  act  farce/*      This  was,  I  imagine,  "The  Pawnbroker's 
Daughter,"  although  that  is  in  two  acts.     It  was  not,  however,  acted. 
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'*My  desu-Comwallis." 

There  wm  a  dme,  my  dear  Comwallis,  when 
The  Muse  would  take  me  on  ber  Aity  vAng, 

From  a  poem  hj  Snejd  Davis  to  the  Hon,  and  Rev.  F,C.  iol 
Dodsley's  Gollectwn  of  Poems  by  Several  Hands^  vol,  \n,^  n.  ISSj 
Edition  1766. 

"Mac  F]eckno*i  predicament,"     S^  Drv'den's  *' Mac-Fleck iioe," 
line  18g. 

Geoi^e  Dyer  had  juiit  been  married  to  the  widow  of  a  soticitor 
who  lived  opposite  him  in  CHflbrd's  Inn. 

"Acme  and  Septiraius"     See  Catullus,  Carm,  45,  '*  De  Acme 
Septimio ; "  the  story  of  two  fond  and  doating  loverjs. 

Here  should  come  three  unimportant  notes  to  Hone  with  refer- 
ence to  the  Every-Day  Book — adding  an  invitation  to  En6e)d 
be  shown  *'  dainty  spots,"] 

LETTER  36^ 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[p.m.  Sept.  9  1825). 

MY  dear  Allsop — We  are  exceedingly  grieved  for   your  loss, 
When  your  note  came,  my  sister  went  to  f*all  Mali,  to  find 
you,  and  saw  Mrs,  L.  and  was  a  little  comforted  to  find  Mrs.  A. 
had  returned  to  EnHeld  before  the  distresful  event.      I  am  very 
feeble,  can  scarce  move  a   pen  ;    got   home  Prom  Enfield   on   the^l 
Friday,  and  on  Monday  follows  was  laid  up  with  a  most  violent ^^ 
nervous  fever  second  this  summer,  have  had  Leeches  to  my  Temples, 
have  not  had,  nor  can  not  get,  a  night's  sleep.     So  you  wiU  excus 
more  from 

Yours  truly, 

C.  Lamb* 
Ulmgton,  g  Sept. 

Our  moat  kind  remembces  to  poor  Mrs.  Alkop.      A  line  to  a 
how  you  both  are  will  be  most  acceptable. 

Note 
[Allsop's  loss  was,  I  imagine,  the  death  of  one  of  his  children,] 

LETTER  363 
CHAELES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[p.M,  Sept.  34,  1S25,] 

MY  dear  Allsop — Come  not  near  this  unfortunate  roof  yet  iT 
while.      My  disease  is  clearly  but  slowly  going.     Field  is 
an  excellent  attendant.     But  Mary's  anxieties  have  overturned  her. 
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She  haa  her  old  Miss  James^  with  her,  without  whom  I  shaald  not 
feel  a  support  in  the  world*  We  keep  in  separate  apartments^  and 
must  weather  it.  Let  roe  know  all  of  your  healths.  Kindest  love 
to  Mrs.  AUsop*  C*  Lamb* 

Saturday* 

Can  you  call  at  Mrs*  Biimey  £6  James  Street,  and  idl  her^  & 
that  I  can  se^  no  one  here  in  this  state.  If  Martin  return—if  well 
enough,  I  will  meet  him  some  where,  don^t  let  him  come. 

Note 

[Field  was  Henry  Field,  Barron  Field*s  brother* 

Here  should  come  a  note  from  Lamb  to  Hone,  dated  September 
SO,  1825,  in  which  Lamb  describes  the  unhappy  state  of  the  house 
at  Colebrooke  Row^  with  himself  and  hi^  sister  ooth  ilh 

Here  also  should  come  a  similar  note  to  William  Ayrton* 

On  October  18  Lamb  send;^  Hone  the  first  "bit  of  writing"  he 
has  done  "  these  many  weeks.**] 


LETTER  S64 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 


[p.m.  Oct.  ^4,  1835.] 

I  SEND  a  scrap.     Is  it  worth  postage  ?     My  friends  are  fairly 
surprised  that  you  should  set  me  down  so  unequivocally  for 
an  ass,  as  you  have  clone.  Page  1358, 

Here  he  is 

what  follows  ? 

The  Ass 

C4U  you  this  friendship  ? 

Mercy  i  What  a  dose  you  have  sent  me  of  Bumey  1 — a  j>erfect 
(tpming  •  draught* 

•  A  Pun  here  is  intended, 

NOTK 

[This  is  written  on  the  back  of  the  MS.  "/1^  re  Squirrela"  for 
Hone's  E very-Day  Book  (see  Vol.  I*  of  this  edition,  pa^e  306). 
LwaVs  previous  contribution  had  been  "The  Ass"  which  Hone 
W  introduced  with  a  few  words.] 
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LETTER  365 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[Dec.  5.  1S25.] 

EAH  A. — You  will  be  gkd  to  hear  tliat  we  are  at  home  to 
viaiton  ;  not  too  many  or  noisy.       Some  fine  day  shortly 
Mary  wi]l  turpriBe  Mrs,  Allsop.      The  weather  is  not  seasonable 
for  formal  engagements. 

Yours  most  ever^ 

C,  Lahb^ 

Note 

[Here  should  come  a  note  to  Manning  at  Totteridge^  signed 
Charles  and  Mary  Lamb,  and  dated  December  10^  1825*  It 
indicates  that  both  are  well  again,  and  hoping  to  see  Manning  at 
Colebrooke,] 
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LETTER  366 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  OLLIER 

[No  date.     ?  Dec,»  i§»5.] 

EAR  O. — I  leave  it  entirely  to  Mr.  Golbv/m ;  but  if  not  too 
late,  I  think  the  Proverbs  had  better  have  L.  signd  to  them 
and  r^erve  Elia  for  Essays  more  EliacaL  May  I  trouble  you  to 
send  my  Magazine,  not  to  Norria^  but  H*  C\  Robimon  Esq.  King's 
bench  walks,  instead. 

Yours  truly 

C  LAMi. 

My  friend  Hood,  a  prime  genius  and  hearty  fellow,  brings  this. 

Note 

[LambV  **  Popular  Fallacies "  began  in  the  New  Monthly 
Mctgamne  in  January,  1826,  Henn^  Cblbum  was  the  publisher  of 
thftt  magaxine^  which  had  now  obtained  Lamb's  tiegular  services. 
'Hie  nominal  editor  was  Campbell,  the  poet,  who  was  assisted  by 
Cyrus  Hc?dding.     Oilier  seems  to  have  been  a  sub-editor  J 
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LETTER  367 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALI^OP 

[See  Note]. 

DEAR  Alkop — I  acknowledge  with  thanks  the  receipt  of  a 
draft  OD  Messra.  W^^,  for  ^881  i  11  :  3  which  I  haste  to 
cash  in  the  present  alannmg  state  of  the  money  market,  Hurat  and 
Robinson  gone.  I  have  imagined  a  chorus  of  ill-used  authorg  singing 
OD  the  occasion  : 

What  should  we  when  Booksellers  break  ? 
Wc  should  rejoice 

We  regret  exceed^y.  Mrs,  AIlsop's  being  unwelh  Mary  or  both 
will  come  and  see  her  soon.  The  frost  is  cruel,  and  we  have  both 
colds.  I  take  Pills  again,  which  battle  with  your  wine  &  victory 
horer^  doubtful.  By  the  bye,  tho'  not  disint'Iined  to  presents  I 
remember  our  bcu^ain  to  take  a  dozen  at  sale  price  and  must  demur. 
With  once  again  thanks  and  beat  loves  to  Mra,  A. 

Tom  over — Yours,  C.  Lami. 

Note 

[This  is  dated  in  Ha/fper's  Magazine  January  7,  18^.  I  have 
since  discovered  that  the  date  is  Januai'v  17,  1825. 

Hurst  and  Robinson  were  publishers.  Lamb  {see  Letter  381) 
tx}ok  the  idea  for  his  chorus  from  Davenant*s  version  of  "  Macbeth  " 
which  he  described  in  The  Spectator  in  1828  (see  Vol,  L  of  the 
present  edition,  page  3^).     It  is  there  a  chorus  of  witches — 

We  should  rejoice  when  good  kings  bleed.] 

LETTERS  368  AND  369 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  OLLIER 

Colebrook  Cottage,  Coiebrook  Row, 

Tuesday  [early  xS^6]. 

DEAR  Oilier, — I  send  you  two  more  proverbs,  which  will  be 
the  last  of  this  batcK  unless  I  send  you  one  more  by  the  post 
on  TnuttgOAY ;  none  will  come  after  that  day  ;  so  do  not  leave  any 
open  room  in  that  case*  Hood  sups  with  me  to-night.  Can  you 
come  md  eat  grouse  ?    Tis  not  often  I  offer  at  delicacies. 

YouTB  most  kmdly,        C.  Lamb. 
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CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  OLLIER 

Januafy,  1826. 

DEAR  O,, — ^We  lament^  your  absence  last  night  The  gitjuse 
were  piquant^  the  backs  mcotiiparahle«  You  must  come  in 
to  cold  mutton  and  oysters  some  evening:  Name  your  evening  ; 
though  I  have  qualms  at  the  distance.  Do  you  nevet  leave  early  ?  j 
My  head  is  very  queerish^  and  indisposed  for  much  company  ;  buti 
we  will  get  Hood,  that  half  HogarUi,  to  meet  you.  The  scrap  I 
send  should  come  in  after  the  '*  Rising  with  the  Lark/' 

Yours  truly, 
Colbum*  I  take  it,  pays  postages. 

Note 

[The  scrap  was  the  Fallacy  "  That  we  Should  Lie  Down  with  the] 
Lamb,"  which  has  perhajis  the  rarest  (luality  of  the  series.  J 

Here  perhaps  should  come  two  further  notes  to  OUier»  referring] 
to  some  articles  on  Chinese  jests  by  Manning.] 


LETTER  370 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[p.M,  February  7,  iSafi*] 

My  kind  remembrances  to  your  daughter  and  A,  K,  always. 

DEAR  B.  B. — I  got  your  book  not  more  than  five  days  ago*  so* 
am  not  so  negligent  as  I  must  have  appeared  to  you  with  a 
fortnight*B  sin  upon  my  shoulders.  I  telJ  you  with  sincerity  that  I 
think  you  have  completely  succeeded  in  what  you  intended  to  do. 
What  is  poetry^  may  be  disputed.  These  are  poetry  to  me  at  l^st. 
They  ai-e  concise,  pithy,  and  moving.  Uniform  as  they  are,  and 
unhistorify'd,  I  read  them  thro'  at  two  sittings  without  one  sensa- 
tion approaching  to  tedium,  1  do  not  know  that  among  your  many 
kind  presents  of  this  nature  this  is  not  my  favourite  volume.  The 
language  is  never  lax.  and  there  is  a  unity  of  design  and  feeling, 
you  wrote  them  with  love — to  avoid  the  Qos^-comMcal  phrase*  con 
amore.  I  am  particularly  pleased  with  the  "  Spiritual  Law,"  page 
54-5.  It  reminded  n^e  of  Qtiarles,  and  Holy  Mr.  Herbert,  as  izaak 
Walton  calls  him:  the  two  best,  if  not  only,  of  our  devotional 
poets,  tho'  some  prefer  Watts,  and  some  Tom  Moore. 
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I  am  far  from  well  or  in  m?  right  fipirits,  and  shudder  at  pen  and 
ink  work.  I  poke  out  a  monthly  crudity  for  Col  bora  in  his  magazine, 
which  I  call  "  Popular  Fallacies,"  and  periodically  crush  a  proverb 
or  two»  setting  up  mv  folly  against  the  wisdom  of  nations.  Do  yoti 
see  the  "  New  Monthly  "  > 

One  word  I  must  object  to  in  your  little  hook,  and  it  recurs  more 
than  once— FADELESS  is  no  genuine  compound;  loveless  is, 
because  love  h  a  noun  as  well  as  verb,  but  what  in  a  fadeP^and  I 
do  not  quite  like  whipping  the  Greek  drama  upon  the  lMw;k  of 
"  Genesis,"  page  8,  I  cio  not  like  pmise  handed  in  by  disparage- 
ment ;  as  I  objected  to  a  side  censure  on  B>Tt)n,  etc.,  in  the  lines  on 
Hloomfield  :  with  th^e  poor  cavils  excepted,  your  verses  are  with- 
out a  flaw,  C,  Lamb, 

Note 

[Barton's  new  hook  was  Devotional  Verses :  founded  oti^  arid 
illustrative  of  Select  Texts  of  Scripture^  1896.  See  the  Appendix, 
page  957,  for  **The  Spintuaf  l^w/' 

**Holy  Mr,  Herbert."  Writing  to  Lady  Beaumont  in  1836 
(*oleridge  says :  *'  My  deal-  old  friend  ('harles  Lamb  and  I  differ 
widely  {and  in  point  of  taste  and  moral  feeling  this  is  a  rare 
occurrence)  in  our  estimate  and  liking  of  George  Herbert's  sacred 
poem».     He  greatly  prefers  Quarles^^nay,  he  dislikes  Herbert  ". 

Barton  whipped  the  Greek  drama  on  the  back  of  Genesis  in  the 
following  stanza,  referring  to  Abraham's  words  before  preparing  to 
sacrifice  Isaac  : — 

Brief  colloquy,  yet  more  sublime, 

To  every  feeling  bean, 
Than  all  the  boast  of  classic  time^ 

Or  Drama's  proydest  art : 
Far.  feu-  beyond  the  Grecian  sUge, 
Or  Poesy's  most  j^lowing  page. 

For  Lamb's  reference  to  Byron  see  Letter  311,] 


LETTER  3T1 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  OLLIER 

[p,M.  March  i6,  iSa6,] 

DR  Oilier  if  not  too  late^  pray  omit  the  \mX  paragraph  in 
**Actor^s  Religion/*  which  is  clumsy.  It  will  then  end 
*itli  the  word  Mngletonian.  I  shaU  not  often  trouble  you  in  this 
manner,  but  I  atn  suspicious  of  this  article  as  lame. 

C.  Lamb. 
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Note 

["The  Religion  of  Actom"  was  printed  in  the  *Vw  ManiM^ 
MagaziTie  for  April,  1826.  The  essaj  ends  at  **  Maggletonian," 
See  Vol.  I.  of  this  edition^  page  287.] 


LETTER  372 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 


[f^k.  Mdrdi  20,  1626.] 

DEAR  B.  B. — You  may  know  my  letters  by  the  paper  and 
the  folding.  For  the  former,  I  live  on  scraps  obtained  in 
charity  from  an  old  friend  whose  stationary  is  a  permanent  per- 
quisite; for  folding,  I  shall  do  it  neatly  when  I  learn  to  tye  my 
n^kcloths.  I  surprise  most  of  my  friends  by  writing  to  them  on 
ruled  paper,  as  if  I  had  not  got  past  pothooks  and  hingers.  Seal- 
ing wax,  I  have  none  on  my  establishment.  Wafers  of  the  coarsest 
bran  supply  its  place.  When  my  Epistles  come  to  be  weighed  witb 
Pliny's,  however  superior  to  the  Roman  in  delicate  irony,  judicious 
reflexions,  etc,  his  gilt  post  will  bribe  over  the  judges  to  mm.  All 
the  time  I  was  at  the  E.  L  H.  I  never  mended  a  pen  ;  I  now  cot  'em 
to  the  stumps,  marring  rather  than  mending  the  primitive  goose 
quill.  I  cannot  bear  to  pay  for  articles  I  used  to  get  for  nothing. 
When  Adam  laid  out  his  fii^t  penny  upon  nonpareils  at  some  stall 
in  Mesopotamos,  I  think  it  went  hard  with  him,  reflecting  upon  hb 
old  goodly  orchard,  where  he  had  so  many  for  nothing.  When  I 
write  to  a  Gr^t  man,  at  the  Court  end,  he  opens  with  surprise  upon 
a  naked  note,  such  as  Whitechapel  people  interchange,  with  no 
sweet  degree  of  envelope  :  I  never  inclosed  one  bit  of  paper  in 
another,  nor  understand  the  rationale  of  it.  Once  only  I  seald 
with  borrowed  wax,  to  set  Walter  Soott  a  wondering,  sign'd  with 
the  imperial  quarterd  arms  of  England,  which  my  friend  Field  gives 
in  a>mpliment  to  his  descent  in  tne  female  line  from  0»  CromwelL 
It  must  have  set  his  antiquarian  curiosity  upon   watering.      To 

i^our  questions  upon  the  currency,  I  refer  you  to  Mr.  Robinson's 
ast  speech,  where,  if  you  can  find  a  solution,  I  cannot,  I  think 
this  tno'  the  best  ministry  we  ever  stumbled  upon*  Gin  reduced 
four  shillings  in  the  gallon,  wine  2  shillings  in  the  quart.  This 
comes  home  to  men's  minds  and  bosoms.  My  tirade  against  visitors 
was  not  meant  particvXarly  at  you  or  A.  K.  I  scarce  know  what 
I  meant,  for  I  do  not  just  now  feel  the  grievance.     I  wanted  to 
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make  an  article.  So  in  another  thing  I  talkd  of  ^mehody's  in- 
^'  '  I  wife,  without  a  correspondent  object  in  my  head  :  and  a 
_  lady,  a  friend's  wife,  whom  I  really  love  (don't  startle^  I  mean 
in  a  licit  way)  has  looked  shyly  on  me  ever  since.  The  blundeiH  of 
peiBonal  application  are  ludicrous.  I  send  out  a  character  every 
now  and  then,  on  purpose  to  exercise  the  ingenuity  of  my  friends. 
"Popular  Fallacies  will  go  on  ;  that  word  concluded  ia  an  erratum, 
I  suppose,  for  continued.  I  do  not  know  how  it  got  stufTd  in 
there.  A  little  thing  without  name  will  also  be  printed  on  the 
Religion  of  the  Actors,  but  it  is  out  of  vour  way»  so  I  recommend 
jou^  with  true  Author's  hypocrisy^  to  stip  it.  We  are  about  to 
§it  down  to  Roast  beef,  at  which  we  could  wish  A.  K.,  B.  B.^  and 
B-  B.'s  pleasant  daughter  to  be  humble  paiiakers.  So  much  for 
my  hint  at  visitors,  which  was  scarcely  calculated  for  droppers  in 
from  Woodbridge,     The  sky  does  not  drop  such  larks  every  day. 

My  very  kindest  wish^  to  you  all  three,  with  my  sister's  best 
love.  C.  Lamb, 


NOTTE 

["  Mr.  Robinson's  last  speech."  Frederick  John  Robinson,  after- 
waxds  Earl  of  Ripon,  then  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  under  the 
Earl  of  Liverpool.  '^The  Government  had  decided  to  check  the  use 
of  paper-money  by  stopping  the  issue  of  notes  for  less  than  X^5  ; 
ana  Robinson  had  made  a  speech  on  the  subject  on  February  10. 
The  motion  was  carried,  but  to  some  extent  was  compromised.  It 
was  Robinson  who,  as  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  found  the  money 
for  building  the  new  British  Museum  and  purchasing  Angerstein  s 
pictures  as  the  beginning  of  the  National  Gallery. 

"  Men's  minds  and  bosoms."  Bacon's  phrase  in  the  Dedication 
to  tJie  Essays :  *'  conie  home  to  men*s  business  and  bosoms," 

**My  tirade  against  visitors  "—the  Popular  Fallacy  "That 
Home  is  Home,"  in  the  New  Monthly  Magazine  for  March. 

^  Somebody's  ins-iyid  wife"  In  the  Popular  Fallacy  "  That 
You  Must  Love  Me  and  Love  My  Dog,"  in  the  February  number. 
Lamb  had  spoken  of  Honorius'  "  vapid  wife" 

Barton  and  his  daughter  visited  Lamb  at  Colebrooke  Cottage 
some  when  about  this  time,  Mrs.  FitzGerald,  in  1893,  wrote  out 
for  me  her  recollections  of  the  day*  Lambj  who  was  alone,  opened 
the  door  himself.  He  sent  out  for  a  luncheon  of  oysters.  The 
books  on  his  shelves,  Mrs.  FitzGerald  remembered^  retained  the 
price- labels  of  the  stalls  where  he  had  bought  them.  She  also  re- 
tDembered  a  portrait  over  the  fireplace.  This  would  be  the  Milton* 
hx  the  Gem  for  18S1  was  a  poem  by  Barton,  '*  To  Milton's  Portrait 
in  ft  Friend's  Parlour."] 
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LETTER  37S 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  S,  T.  COLERIDGE 

March  land,  1826. 

T^  EAR  C\,— We  will  with  great  pteosure  be  with  you  on  Thursdaji 
1^     in  the  next  week  early.     Your  finding  out  my  style  in  you 
nephew*8  pleasant  liook  ia  surprising  to  nie,     I  want  eyes  to  descry" 
it.    You  are  a  little  too  hard  upon  nis  morality,  though  I  confess  he 
has  more  of  Sterne  about  him  than  of  Stemhold*     But  he  saddens 
into  excellent  sense  before  the  conclusion.     Your  query  shall  be  sub- 
mitted to  Miss  Kelly^  though  it  is  obvious  that  the   pantomime, 
when  done,  will  be  more  easv  to  decide  upon  than  in  proposal.     I 
say,  do  it  by  all  means,     I  have  Decker's  play  by  me,  if  you  can 
filch  anything  out  of  it.      Miss  Gray,  with  her  kitten  eyes,  is 
actress^  though  she  shows  it  not  at  all,  and  pupil  to  the  formerj 
whose  gestures  she  mimics  in  tx>medy  to  the  aisparagement  of  ' 
own  natural  manner,  which  k  agreeable.     It  is  funny  to  see 
bridling  up  her  nark,  which  is  native  to  F,  K. ;  but  there  is 
setting  another's  manners  upon  one's  shoulders  any  more  than  the 
head,      I  am  glad  you  esteem  Manning,  though  you  see  but  hki 
husk  or  ahrine.      He  discloses  not,  save  to  select  worshippers^  and! 
will  leave  the  world  without  any  one  hardly  but  me  knowing  how 
stupendouii  a  creature  he  is.     I  am  perfecting  myself  in  the  "  Ode 
to  Eton  College  "  against  Thviisday,  that  I  may  not  appear  uncla^ic, 
I  have  just  discovered  that  it  is  much  better  than  the  "Elegy" 

In  haste,        C,  L, 

P,S, — I  do  not  know  what  to  say  t*>  your  latest  theory  aboufj 
Nero  being  the  Mesaiali,  though  by  all  accounts  he  was  a  noint™* 
one. 


Note 

[**  Next  week  early,"     Canon  Ainger'a  text  here  has  :    **  May 
venture  to  bring  Emma  with  us?" 

*'  Your  nephew's  pleasant  book  "—Henry  Nebon  Coleridge's  Six. 
Months  in  me  West  Indies  in  ISM,  In  the  last  chapter  but  one 
of  the  book  is  an  account  of  the  slave  question,  under  the  titto, 
*'  Planters  and  Slaves," 

*'Stenihold  "—Thomas  Steinhold,  the  oiadjutor  of  Hopkina 
paraphrasing  the  Psalms. 

"  The  pantomime."     Coleridge  seems  to  have  had  some  project 
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for  modemifiing  Dekker  for  FaEtiy  Kelly*     Mr,  Dykes  Campbell 
iuggesta  that  fte  play  to  be  treated  was  "  Old  Foiiuoatas  " 

"  Miss  Gray."     I  liave  found  nothing  of  this  Lady. 

"  Manning.  Writing  to  Robert.  Lloyd  twenty-five  years  earlier 
La  tub  had  said  of  Manning  :  *'  A  man  of  great  Power^ — an  enchanter 
almost, — Far  beyond  Coleridge  or  any  man  in  power  of  iinpre&sing 
— when  he  gets  vou  alone  he  can  act  the  wonders  of  Egypt.  Onlv 
he  is  laspy,  and  does  not  always  put  forth  all  his  strength  ;  if  he  didf, 
I  know  no  man  of  genius  at  all  comparable  to  him.** 

'*  Against  Thursday."  Coleridge  wa.s  "  at  home  "  on  Thursday 
evenings.  Possibly  on  this  occasion  some  one  interested  in  Gray 
was  to  be  there,  or  the  allusion  may  be  a  punning  one  to  Miji8 
Gray. 

**  Your  lateat  theory,"     I  cannot  explain  this. 

"*Nointed  one" — **  Anoint :  ironically  to  beat  soundly,  to  Imste. 
In  the  North  they  say  humorously  *  to  anoint  with  the  sap  uf  a 
tiitiel  rod/  *  An  anointed  rogue  *  means  either  one  who  has  been 
well  thrashed,  or  who  deserves  to  be.  In  the  latter  case  it  expresses 
theupinion  and  wish  of  the  speaker"  (Skeat»  A  StucUitt's  PastiTne)^] 


LETTER  S74 
CHAELES  LAMB  TO  H.  F,  CARY 

April  3,  1826, 

DEAR  Sir, — It  is  whispered  me  that  you  will  not  be  unwilling 
to  look  into  our  doleful  hermitage.  Without  more  preface, 
you  will  gladden  our  celt  by  accompanying  our  old  chums  of  the 
London,  Barley  and  Allan  Cunningham,  to  Enfield  on  Wednesday* 
You  shall  have  hermit's  fare,  with  talk  as  semphicaJ  as  the  novelty 
of  the  divine  life  will  permit,  with  an  innocent  retrospect  to  the 
world  which  we  have  left,  when  t  will  thank  you  for  your  hospitable 
offer  at  Chiswick,  and  with  plain  hermit  reasons  evince  the  necessity 
rf  abiding  here. 
Without  hearing  from  you,  then,  you  shall  give  us  leave  to  expect 

Cj.    I  have  long  had  it  on  my  conscience  to  invite  yoo,  but  spirits 
fe  been  low  ;  and  I  am  indebted  to  chance  for  this  awkwai'd  but 
most  sincere  invitation* 
Yours,  with  b^  love  to  Mm.  Gary,  C.  Lamb. 

Barley  knows  all  about  the  coaches.     Oh,  for  a  Museum  in  the 

wilderness  [ 
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Note 

[Cary,  who  had  been  afternoon  lecturer  at  Chiswick  and  curate 
of  the  Savoy,  this  year  took  up  his  post  as  Assistant  Keeper  of  the 
Printed  Books  at  the  British  Museum.  George  Darley,  who  wrote 
some  notes  to  Cary^s  Dante^  we  have  met.  Allan  Cunningham  mas 
the  Scotch  poet  and  the  author  of  the  Lives  of  the  Painters,  the 
"  Giant "  or  the  London  Magazine,  llie  Lambs  seem  to  have 
been  spending  some  days  at  Enfield. 

Here  should  come  a  note  ftx>m  Lamb  to  Oilier  asking  for  a 
copy  of  the  April  New  Monthly  Magazine  for  himself  and  one  for 
his  Chinese  friend  (Manning)  if  his  jests  are  in,] 


LETTER  S75 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  VINCENT  NOVELLO 

[p*H*  May  9,  1826,] 

DEAR  N,  YoQ  will  not  expect  us  to-morrow,  I  am  sure,  while 
these  damn'd  North  Easters  continue.  We  must  wait  the 
Zephyrs*  plea^tures.  By  the  bye,  I  was  at  Highgate  on  WeiSday^ 
the  onJy  one  of  the  Party, 

Yours  truly  *  C.  Lamb. 

Slimmer,  as  my  friend  Coleridge  waggishly  writes,  has  set  in  with 
its  usual  severity. 

Kind  remembers  to  Mrs.  Novello  &c. 


LETTER  376 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[p.m.  Miy  t6, 1S26.] 

DEAR  B.  B. — I  have  had  no  spirits  lately  to  bt^in  a  letter  to 
you  J  though  I  am  under  obligations  to  you  (how  many !)  for 
your  neat  little  poem,  Tm  just  what  it  professes  to  be,  a  simple 
tribute  in  chaste  veree,  serious  and  sincere,  1  do  not  know  how 
Friends  will  relish  it,  hut  we  out-lyers.  Honorary  Friends,  like  it 
very  well*  I  liave  had  my  head  and  ears  stuff"*d  up  with  the  East 
winds,  A  continual  ringing  in  my  brain  of  belb  jangled,  or  The 
Sphereii  touehd  by  some  raw  AugeL      It  is  not  George  S  trying 
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the  100th  psalm  ?  t  get  my  mnmc  for  notbing.  But  the  weather 
seeim  to  be  §ofteiiingj  and  will  thaw  mv  stunnings,  Coleridge 
writing  to  me  a  week  or  two  since  b^ins  his  note — "  Summer  haa 
set  in  with  its  usual  Severity."  A  cold  Summer  is  all  1  know  of 
disagre^ible  in  cold,  I  do  not  mind  the  utmost  rigour  of  real 
Winter,  hut  these  s^miling  hjrpocrites  of  Mays  wither  me  to  death. 
My  head  has  been  a  ringing  Chaos,  like  the  day  the  winds  were 
made,  before  they  submitted  to  the  disci phne  of  a  weathercock, 
before  the  Quarters  were  made.  In  the  street,  with  the  blended 
noise)  of  life  about  me,  I  hear,  and  my  head  is  iightened^  but  in  a 
room  the  hubbub  comes  back,  and  I  am  deaf  as  a  Sinner.  Did  I 
tell  you  of  a  pleasant  sketch  Hood  ha^s  done»  which  he  calls  Very 
Deaf  Indeed?  It  is  of  a  good  naturd  stupid  looking  okl  gentle- 
man, whom  a  footpad  has  stopt^  but  for  his  extt^me  deafness  cannot 
make  him  understand  what  he  want^ ;  the  uncun^ious  old  gentleman 
is  extending  his  ear- trumpet  very  complacently,  and  the  fellow  h 
firing  a  pistol  into  it  to  make  him  hear,  but  the  ball  will  piei-ce  his 
!tkull  sooner  than  the  report  reach  bis  sen.sonuni,  I  L*huse  a  very 
little  bit  of  paper,  for  my  ear  hisses  when  I  bend  down  to  write,  I 
ran  hardly  read  a  book,  for  I  miss  that  small  soft  voice  which  the 
idea  of  articulated  words  raises  (almost  imperceptibly  to  you)  in  a 
dlent  reader,  I  seem  too  deaf  to  see  what  I  i-ead.  But  with  a 
touch  or  two  of  returning  Zephyr  my  head  will  melt.  What  Lyes 
j^o  Poel^  tell  about  the  May  i  It  in  the  most  ungenial  part  of  the 
Year,  cold  crocuses^  cold  primroses,  you  take  your  blossoms  in  Ice — 
a  painted  Sun — 

UnmeariiRgf  joy  around  appeara. 
And  Nature  smiles  as  if  she  sneers. 

It  is  ill  with  me  when  I  begin  to  look  which  way  the  wind  sits. 
Ten  years  ago  I  literally  did  not  know  the  point  from  the  broad 
^d  of  the  Vane,  which  it  waa  the  [?  that]  indicated  the  Quarter. 
I  liope  these  ill  winds  have  blowd  aver  you,  as  they  do  thro'  me. 
Kiaaest  rememb^cs  to  you  and  yours.  C\  L, 

NOTK 

[**  Your  neat  little  poem/'  It  is  not  possible  to  trace  this  poem* 
^bftblv,  I  think,  the  "Stanzas  written  for  a  blank  leaf  in  Sewell's 
History  of  the  Quakers/'  printed  in  A  Widoiv'a  Tale,  18^7. 

'*  George  ^/*     Byron'«  "  Vision  of  Judgment "  thus  closes : — 

Ktng  George  slipp'd  into  Heaven  for  one ; 
And  when  the  tumtilt  dwindled  to  a  calm. 
I  left  hiin  pr^ctistni^  the  hundrcdih  psalm. 

Voii.  viL — 47 
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"  Very  deaf  indeed.'^ 
'*  Unmeaning  joy  around  appears  *  *  ."     I  have  not  found  this,] 


LETTER  377 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  S.  T.  COLERIDGE 

Jane  tst.  t8a6. 

DEAR  Coleridge, — If  I  know  myself,  nohody  more  detests  the 
display  of  peiBonal  vanity  which  is  implied  in  the  act  of 
sitting  for  one's  picture  than  myself.  But  the  fact  is,  that  the 
likeness  which  accompanies  this  letter  was  stolen  irom  my  person  at 
one  of  my  unguarded  moments  by  some  too  partial  aitist,  and  niiH 
fiiends  are  pleased  to  think  that  he  has  not  much  flattered  m3| 
Whatever  its  merits  may  be,  you,  who  have  so  great  an  interest  in 
the  original,  will  have  a  satisfaction  in  tracing  the  features  of  one 
that  has  so  long  esteemed  you.  There  are  times  when  in  a  friend's 
absence  these  graphic  representations  of  him  almost  seem  to  bring 
back  the  man  himself.  The  painter,  whoever  he  was,  seems  to  have 
taken  me  in  one  of  those  disengaged  moments,  if  I  may  so  term 
them,  when  the  native  character  is  so  much  more  honestly  displayed 
than  can  be  possible  in  the  restraints  of  an  enforced  sitting  attitude. 
Perhaps  it  rather  describes  me  as  a  thinking  man  than  a  man  in 
the  act  of  thought*  Whatever  its  pretensions,  I  know  it  will  be 
dear  to  you,  towards  whom  I  should  wish  my  thoughts  to  flow  in 
a  sort  of  an  undress  rather  than  in  the  more  studied  graces  of  diction, 
I  am,  dear  Coleridge^  youis  sincerely^  C.  Lamb. 


CHARLES   LAMB  (AGED  SO) 

rHOii    THE   ETCHING   BV    HOOIC   mLHAIt 
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Note 

[The  portrait  to  which  Lamb  refers  will  be  found  opposite  page 
706*     It  was  etched   by  Brook  Pulham  of  the  India  House.     It 
waB  this  picture  which  no  enraged  Procter  when  he  saw  it  in  a  print- 
shop  (probably  that  referred  to  by  Lamb  in  Letter  404)  that  he 
■      reprimanded  the  dealer.] 


I 
I 


I 
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LETTERS  S78  AND  379 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DJBDIN 

Friday,  some  day  iti  June,  iBa6.    [p*ii,  June  30,  tSae.] 


DEAR  D, — My  firat  impulse  upon  opening  your  letter  was 
pleasure  at  seeing  your  old  neat  hand,  nine  parts  gentle- 
manly, with  a  modest  dash  of  the  cferical  :  my  second  a  Thought, 
natuml  enough  this  hot  weather^  Am  I  to  answer  all  this?  why  'tis 
as  long  as  those  to  the  Ephesiana  and  Galatians  put  together — I 
have  counted  the  words  for  curiosity.  But  then  Paul  has  nothing 
like  the  fun  which  is  ebullient  all  over  yours,  I  don't  remember  a 
good  thing  (good  like  yours)  from  the  1st  Romans  to  the  last  of  the 
Hebrews*  I  remember  but  one  Pun  in  all  the  Evangely,  and  that 
was  made  by  his  and  our  master :  Thou  art  Peter  (that  is  Doctor 
Rock)  and  upon  this  rock  will  I  build  &c.  ;  which  sanctifies 
Funning  with  roe  against  all  gainsayei^.  I  never  knew  an  enemy 
to  puns,  who  was  not  an  ill-natured  man.  Your  fair  critic  in  the 
coach  reminds  me  of  a  Scotchman  who  assured  me  that  he  did  not 
see  much  in  Shakspeare.  I  replied,  I  dare  say  not.  He  felt  the 
equivoke,  lookd  awkward,  and  retldish,  but  soon  retumd  to  the 
attack^  by  saying  that  he  thought  Bums  was  as  good  as  Shak- 
speare :  I  said  that  I  had  no  doubt  he  was — to  a  Scotchman,  We 
exchangd  no  more  words  that  day,— Your  account  of  the  fierce 
faces  in  the  Hangings  with  the  presumed  interlocution  of  the 
Eagle  and  the  Tyger,  amused  us  greatly.  You  cannot  be  so  very 
imd^  while  you  can  pick  mirth  oft"  fi-om  rotten  walls.  But  let  me 
he^T  you  have  escaped  out  of  your  oven.  May  the  Form  of  the 
Fourth  Person  who  clapt  invisible  wet  blankets  about  the  shoul- 
ders of  Shadrach  Meshach  and  Abedn^o,  be  with  you  in  the  fiery 
Trial,  But  get  out  of  the  frying  pan.  Your  business,  I  take  it,  is 
bathing,  not  baking. 

Let  me  hear  that  you  have  clamber'd  up  to  Lover^s  Seat ;  it  is  as 
fine  in  that  neighbourhood  as  Juan  Fernandez,  as  lonely  too,  when 
the  Fishing  boats  are  not  out ;  I  have  sat  for  hours,  staring  upon  a 
eihiplees  sea.     The  salt  sea  is  never  m>  grand  m  when  it  is  left  to 
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itoelf*     One  cock-boat  spoilt  it*     A  sea-mew  or  two  improves  i 
And  go  to  the  little  chuich,  which  is  a  very   protestant  Lorett 
And  seems  dropt  by  some  angel  for  the  use  of  a  hermit,  who  was  i 
once  parishioner  and  a  whole  parish*     It  is  not  too  big.     Go  bi 
night,  bring  it  away  in  your  portmanteau,  and  I  will  plant  it  in 
garden.     It  must  have  b^^n  erected  in  the  very  infancy  of  Britia__ 
Christianity,  for  the  two  or  thiiee  first  converts  ;  yet  hath  it  all  the 
appertenances  of  a  church  of  the  first  magnitude,  its  pulpit,  its  pews, 
its  baptismal  font ;  a  cathedral  in  a  nutshelL     Seven  people  would 
crowd  it  like  a  Caledonian  Chapel     The  minister  that  divides*  the 
word  there,  must  give  lumping  pennyworths.      It  L*  built  to  the 
text  of  two  or  three  a^embled  in  my  name.     It  tieminds  me  of  the 
grain  of  mustard  seed.     If  the  glebe  land  b  proportionate,  it  may 
yield  two  potatoes.     Trthes  out  of  it  could  be  no  more  split  than 
a  hair*     lU  First  fruits  must  be  its  Last,  for  'twould  never  produce 
a  couple*     It  is  truly  the  strait  and  narrow  way,  and  few  there  be 
(of  London  visitants)  that  find  it*     The  still  small  voice  is  surely  tf^^ 
he  found  there,  if  any  where*     A  sounding  board  is  merely  tha^'  ^^"^^ 
ceremony*     It  is  secure  from  earthquakes,  not  more  from  sanctity     ' 
than   sise^  for  'twould  feel  a  mountain   thrown  upon   it  no  moi^ 
than  a  taper- worm  would.     Go  and  see,  but  not   without  vour 
spectacles.     By  the  way,  there's  a  capital  farm  house  two  thirds  d^ 
tne  way  to  the  Lover's  Seat,  with  incomparable  plum  cake,  ging«H| 
beer,  etc*     Mar\-  bids  me  warn  you  not  to  read  the  ^Vnatomy  o^^ 
Melancholy  in  yout   present  low  way.     You'll  fancy  yourself  a 
pipkin^  or  a  headless  bear,  s&  Burton  speaks  of.     Vou^llbe  lost  in 
a  tnaae  of  remedies  for  a  labyrinth  of  diseasements,  a  plethora  of 
mMvm*     Head  Fletcher ;   above  alt  the  Spanish  Curate,  the  Tbief 
or  Little  Nightwalker,  the  Wit  Without  Money,  and  the  Ix>ver^s 
Pilgrimage.     L^ugh  and  come  home  fat.     Neither  do  we  think  Sir 
T,  Hn>wnc  qmic  tlie  thing  for  you  just  at  present,     Fletcher  is  as 
light  Its  SiKla  water*     Browne  and  Burton  are  too  strong  potions  for 
an  hivalid.     And  don't  thumb  or  dirt  the  books.    Take  care  of  the 
hiii(iing54,     Ijiy  a  leaf  of  stiver  paper  under  'em,  as  you  read  thee 
And  dtrtvt  smoke  tobacco  over  'em,  the  ieav^  will  fall  in  «id  buf 
or  dirty  their  namc^sakt^*     If  you  find  any  dusty  atoms  of   the" 
Indian   Weed  cnunbled  up  in  the  Beaum^  and  Fletcher,  they  are 
mifM«     Hut  then«  you  know,  so  is  the  Folia  also.     A  pi^)e  and  a 
comfdy  of  Fletcher's  the  last  thing  of  a  night  is  the  best  reinpe  fo^^ 
light  dreams  and  to  scatter  away  Nightmares.     Probatum  est*     Bu^H 
do  aa  you  like  about  the  former.     Only  cut  the  Baker's,     You  w!l^^ 
emm  home  tbt  all  crust ;  Rankinga  must  chip  you  b^ire  you  can 
appear  in  hii  counting  bouse*     And  my  dear  Peter  Fin  Junr.,  do 
Cfmtrive  to  tee  the  sea  at  least  once  before  you  return*     Voi 
afik^d  about  it  in  the  Old  Jewry.     It  will  appear  tlnguiar  i 
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have  seen  it*  And  rub  up  your  Muae,  the  f&mily  Muse,  and  send 
us  a  rhyToae  or  so.  Don't  waste  your  wit  upon  that  damn'd  Dry 
Salter-  I  never  knew  but  one  Dry  Salter,  who  could  relish  those 
mellow  efFosions,  and  he  broke.  You  knew  Tommy  Hill,  the 
wettest  of  dry  salters.  Dry  Saltera,  what  a  word  for  this  thirsty 
weather  J  I  must  drink  after  it.  Here's  to  thee,  my  dear  Dibdin, 
and  to  our  having  you  again  snug  and  well  at  Colebrooke*  But 
otir  nearest  hopes  are  to  hear  again  from  you  shortly.  An  epistle 
only  a  quarter  as  agreeable  as  your  last,  would  be  a  treat. 

Youra  most  truly  C.  I^iAMh* 

Timothy  B.  Dibdm,  Esq., 
No.  g,  BluchcT  Row, 
Priofy,  Hastinp. 

Note 

[Dibdin^  who  was  in  delicate  health,  had  gone  to  Hastings  to 
recruit,  with  a  parcel  of  Lamb's  books  for  company.  He  seems 
to  have  been  lodged  above  the  oven  at  a  baker's.  This  letter 
contains  Lamb's  crowning  description  of  Hollingdon  Rural  church 
(iee  also  pages  617  and  64S).  I  subjoin  a  cut  of  the  building  as  it 
is  to-day : — 


^^^   > 
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^  A  Caledoniao  QiapeL''  Refemng  to  the  crowds  that  li^t^Qed 
ta  Imng  (§ee  note  on  page  661), 

"^  A  besdies  bear,"  From  iht  rkjmiiig  abetn^rt  of  mekncholj 
prefixed  to  the  Anaiom^, 

** Peter  F'uu'  A  chmMrter  in  Jofies'  "Peter  Finn's  Trip  to 
Brighton,"  ISm,  m  plftwl  b^  Litton. 

**Toiniiij  Hill."  In  the  British  Mutual  is  preserved  the  fol* 
lowit^  brief  note  addreaied  to  Mr,  Thomas  Hill — probably  the 
aftme.     The  date  is  between  1809  and  1817:— 

^l>Sni 

**It  is  nec^sarr   /  me  you  sign,  can   jroii  step  up  to 
me  4  Inner  Temple  Lane  this  evening,     I  shall  wait  at  home. 

^' Yours, 

I  have  no  notion  to  what  the  note  refers.  It  is  quite  likely,  Mr. 
J,  A,  Butter  su^ests,  that  Hill  the  dnsaJter,  a  famous  busybody, 
and  a  ftiend  of  Theodore  Hook,  stood  for  the  portrait  of  Tom  Fry 
m  Lamb's  **  Lepus  Papers"  (see  Vol,  L,  page  498).  S.  C.  Half, 
in  his  Book  of  Memorim^  says  of  Hill  that  "  his  peculiar  faculty 
was  to  find  out  what  everybody  did,  from  a  minister  of  state  to  a 
stable-boy.**] 


LETTER  380 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DIBDIN 


[p.m.  July  t4,  1S26.] 


BECAUSE  you  boaat  poetic  Grandsiie, 
And  rb}ining  kin,  both  Uncle  and  Sire, 
Dost  think  that  none  bat  their  Descendings 
Can  tickle  folks  with  double  endings  ? 
I  had  a  Dad,  that  would  for  half  a  bet 
Have  put  down  thine  thro'  half  the  Alphabet. 
Thou,  who  would  be  Dan  Prior  the  second, 
For  Dan  Posterior  must  be  reckon 'd. 
In  faith,  dear  Tim,  your  rhymes  are  slovmly. 
As  a  man  may  say,  dough-baked  and  ovenly ; 
Tedious  and  long  as  two  Long  Acres, 
And  smell  most  vilely  of  the  Baker's, 
(I  have  been  cursing  every  limb  o*  thee, 
Because  I  could  not  hitch  in  Timothy, 
Jack,  Will,  Tom,  Dick's,  a  serious  evil, 
But  Tim,  plain  Tim's — the  very  devil.) 
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Thou  most  ineorri^ble  acribbler. 

Right  Watering  pla^e  and  cockney  dribbler. 

What  child^  that  barely  understands  A 

B,  C,  would  ever  dream  that  Stanza 

Would  tinkle  into  rhyme  with  ''  Plan,  Sir"  ? 

Go,  gOj  yoQ  are  not  worth  an  answer. 

I  had  a  Sire,  that  at  plain  Crambo 

Had  hit  you  o'er  the  pate  a  damn'd  blow. 

How  now  ?  niay  I  die  game,  and  you  die  brass. 

But  I  have  stol'n  a  quip  from  Hudibras. 

Twas  thinking  on  that  fine  old  Suttler,  1 

That  was  in  faith  a  second  fiutler  ;  l 

Had  as  queer  rhymes  m  he,  and  subtlerj 

He  would  have  put  you  to  't  this  weather 

For  rattling  syllables  together ; 

Rhym'd  you  to  death,  like  "  rats  in  Ireland," 

Except  tliat  he  was  bom  in  Higb'r  Land. 

His  coimes,  not  crampt  like  thine,  and  rung  ill. 

Had  made  Job  split  his  sides  on  dungbilL 

There  was  no  limit  to  his  merryings 

At  christ'ningSj  weddings,  nay  at  ouryings. 

No  undertaker  would  live  near  hini^ 

Those  grave  practitioners  did  fear  him ; 

Mutes^  at  his  merry  mops,  turned  **  vocal," 

And  fellows,  hired  for  silence,  ** spoke  all" 

No  body  could  be  laid  in  cavity, 

Long  as  he  lived,  with  proper  gravity. 

His  mirth-fraught  eye  had  but  to  glitter. 

And  every  mourner  round  must  titter. 

The  Parson^  prating  of  Mount  Hermon, 

Stood  still  to  laugh,  in  midst  of  sermon. 

The  final  Sexton  (smile  he  must  for  him) 

Could  hardly  get  to  "dust  to  dust"  for  him. 

He  lost  three  pall-bearers  their  livelyhood^ 

Only  with  simp'ring  at  his  lively  mood : 

Provided  that  they  fresh  and  neat  came. 

All  j^ts  wei^  fish  that  to  bis  net  came. 

He'd  banter  Apostolic  castings. 

As  you  jeer  fishermen  at  Hastings. 

When  the  fly  bit,  like  me,  he  leapt-o'er-all. 

And  stood  not  much  on  what  was  scriptural. 


P.S. 


1  had  forgot,  at  Small  Bohemia 

(Enquire  the  way  of  your  maid  Euphemia) 


ihtees  of  a  and  m.  lamb 


Ami 


,  mt  ttU  good  fellowi 


-the 


md  gtTe  tn y  love  to  ^eiD  ; 
m  be  hand  and  glove  to  *em, 
about  a  mile  from  Ha^ng^s  i 
mn  get  m  far.  Bear  Dib,  !  fiod 
^  me^  m  truth  my  rhymes  come  slow. 
Tea  ksvr  ^fontk  ^  ^B.*  ft  giv^es  us  pleasure  to  Bitd  you  keep 
ymm  gnd  ipiiibL     T«^  Letter  did  us  good.     Pray  heaven  you 

*ftm^n*&  agreeable.     Take  a  donkejr, 
'  his  Wife,  oar  verv  good  firiends, 

Scrrr 

t  hmmwtat  tfcc  vkvs  which  Lamb  asked  for  in  the 
V  ihA  Ihs  ii  LamVs  icphr.  Pride  of  anc^^trj  litems 
m  Mmm  bHB  tfe  wit  of  Dibdm*s  cffiirt  Probably  there  is  a 
«8ta^  lamirt  €f  trtttk  m  Lamb's  account  of  the  resolute  merri- 
wmak  «f  hm  father.  It  is  oot  inconsistent  with  his  description  of 
tamA  m  ^t  M»m  mmj  ^  Tbe  OU  Benches  of  the  Inner  Temple.'' 

"^Dam  Priar  *— Matthew  Prior,  the  poet*  *'Dan"  meaning 
^  M^lvr  *  (a  <.iajm<iun  of  '^  dominus  ".) 

"^1  tmwn  wbaFm  a  ifitip.*  Hie  manner  rather  than  the  preeiae 
Bialt«r«  I  tliink. 

«  Rat^  in  Irt^aoi"  Ra^lmd  mys  in  "  As  You  Like  It "  (UL,  2, 
181-1881  **!  was  never  so  ba^l^Wd  smce  ...  I  was  an  Irish  rat/* 

**  Roiith  of  *mar  Ptooi  Bimis' "  Poem  to  J.  S.  .  .  .  ."  Verae 
S81— -rowtho'fliTttw." 

Hete  slKHild  come  a  letter  Irom  Lamb  to  the  Rev.  Edward 
tVleridge,  CcAmdge:*s  Depbew,  dated  July  19,  1826,  printed  by 
Mr.  Hazlitt  in  Bo&d's  editton  of  the  letters,  not  available  for  the 
(in^^nt  volume.  It  tbanLs  the  recipient  for  his  kindness  to  the 
child  of  a  friend  of  Lamb*^!^  Samuel  Anthony  Bloxam^  Coleridge 
having  aawted  in  gettii^  Frederick  Bloxam  into  Eton  (where  he 
was  a  maito*)  on  tbe  foundation.  Samuel  Bloxam  and  Lamb  were 
at  ChriistV  Hospital  togetiier] 

LETFER  381 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

[P,ii,  September  6»  1826.] 

MY  dear  Wordsworth,  The  Bearer  of  this  is  my  young  friend 
Moxon^  a  young  lad  with  a  Yorkshire  head,  and  a  heart  that 
wonitt  do  honoui*  to  a  more  Southern  county:  no  offence  to  We»t- 
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morelAnd*  He  is  one  of  Lon^an's  best  hands,  and  can  give  you 
the  best  account  of  The  Tmde  as  'tis  now  goine  ;  or  stopping.  For 
toy  pai*t^  the  tailure  of  a  Book&elkr  is  not  tne  mof^t  unpalatable 
accident  of  mortality : 

sad  but  not  saddest 
The  de&oiation  of  a  hostile  city. 

When  Constable  fell  from  heaven,  and  we  all  hoped  Baldwin  was 
next,  I  tuned  a  slight  atave  to  the  words  in  Macbeth  (D'avenant's) 
to  be  simg  by  a  Chonis  of  Authors^ 

What  should  we  do  when  Bookselletg  break  ? 

We  should  rejoyce. 

Moxcm  18  but  a  tradesman  in  the  bud  yet,  and  retains  his  vbcpn 
Honesty  ;  Esto  perpetua,  for  he  is  a  friendly  semceable  fellow,  and 
thinks  nothing  of  lugging  up  a  Cargo  of  the  New^t  No\*eIs  once 
or  twice  a  week  from  the  Row  to  CoTebrooke  to  gratify  my  Sister's 
passion  for  the  newest  things.  He  is  her  Bodley.  He  is  author 
oesides  of  a  poem  which  for  a  first  attempt  is  promising.  It  is 
made  up  of  common  images,  and  yet  contnves  to  read  originally. 
You  see  the  writer  felt  all  he  poui-a  foi-th^  and  has  not  palmed  upon 
vou  expressions  which  he  did  not  believe  at  the  time  to  be  more 
his  own  than  adoptive.  Rogers  has  paid  him  some  pmper  compli- 
ments^ with  sound  advice  intermixed,  upon  a  slight  introduction 
of  him  by  me;  for  which  I  feel  obliged,  Moxon  has  petitioned 
me  by  letter  (for  he  had  not  the  conBdence  to  ask  it  in  Ixindon) 
to  introduce  him  to  you  during  his  holydays;  pray  pat  him  on 
the  head,  ask  him  a  civil  question  or  two  about  his  verses,  and 
&vor  him  with  your  genuine  autograph.  He  shall  not  be  further 
troublesome,  I  think  I  have  not  sent  any  one  upon  a  gaping 
mission  to  vou  a  good  while.  We  are  all  well,  and  I  have  at  last 
bcoke  the  bonds  of  business  a  second  time,  never  to  put  'em  on 
a^in.  I  pitch  Colbum  and  his  ma^^ine  to  the  divil.  I  find  I 
can  Hve  without  the  necessity  of  wnting,  tho'  last  year  I  fretted 
myself  to  a  fever  with  the  haunt ings  of  being  star\'ed.  Those 
vapours  are  flown*  All  the  difference  I  find  is  that  I  have  no 
pocket  money:  that  is,  I  must  not  pry  upon  an  old  book  stall, 
wad  cull  its  contents  as  heretofore,  but  shoulders  of  mutton^  Whit- 
hread's  entire,  and  Booth'n  b^t,  abound  as  formerly. 

1  don't  know  whom  or  how  many  to  send  our  love  to,  your  house- 
hold is  so  frequently  divided,  but  a  general  health  to  all  that  may 
be  fixed  or  wandering ;  stars,  wherever.  We  read  with  pleasure  some 
«ioceaa  (I  foi^et  quite  what)  of  one  of  you  at  Oxford.  Mrs.  Monk- 
house  (,  ,  ,  was  one  of  you)  sent  us  a  kind  letter  some  [months 
hftck],  and  we  had  the  pleasure  to  [see]  her  in  tolerable  spirits, 
ItKiking  well  and  kind  as  in  bygone  days. 
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Do  take  pen,  or  put  it  into  j^oodnAtured  hands  Dorothean  or 
Wordsworthian-female,    or   Hutclhinsonian,  to  infortn    ua   of  your 

E resent  state,  or  possible  proceedings.  I  am  ashamed  that  this 
reaking  of  the  long  ice  should  be  a  letter  of  business.  There  is 
none  t-ircum  pi'aecordia  nostra  I  swear  by  the  honesty  of  pedantry, 
that  wil  I  nil  I  pushes  me  upon  actaps  of  Latin,  We  are  youi* 
cordially  :  Chas,  &  Masy  Lamb. 

Note 

[In  this  letter,  the  first  to  Wordsworth  for  many  months,  we  have 
the  first  mention  of  Edward  Moxon,  who  was  to  be  so  closely 
associated  with  Lamb  in  the  years  to  come,  Moxon,  a  young 
Yorkshire  man,  educated  at  the  Green  Coat  School  j  was  then  nearly 
twenty-five,  and  was  already  author  of  The  Prospect  and  other 
Poemsy  dedicated  to  Rogers,  who  was  destined  to  be  a  valuable 
patron,     Moxon  subsequently  became  Wordsworth's  publisher. 

"Sad  but  not  saddest  .  .  ,  "  From  ''Samson  Agonistes,"  lines 
1 560- 1 56 1 J  c  ond  en  sed, 

'^  Constable  .  .  .  Baldwin,"  Archibald  Constable  h  Co.,  Scott's 
publisher,  failed  in  1826  (see  note  on  page  697).  Baldwin  was 
the  first  publisher  of  the  London  Magazine..  See  mention  of  him 
in  Letter  290, 

"  Esto  perpetua " — '*  Be  thou  perpetual !  "  Here  referring,  I 
take  it,  to  Moxon*s  honesty—"  May  it  be  [perpetual  I  " 

"I  pitch  Colbum  and  his  magazine/'  Lamb  wrote  nothing  in 
the  New  Monthly  Magazine  after  September,  1826. 

"  Oircum  prmcordia  nostra.^    Chill  about  the  midriff. 

I  append  an  abstract  of  what  seems  to  be  Lamb's  first  letter  to 
Edward  Moxon,  obviously  written  before  this  date,  but  not  out  of 
place  here.  The  letter  seems  to  have  accompanied  the  proof  of 
an  article  on  Lamb  which  he  had  corrected  and  was  returning  to 
Moxon.  1  quote  from  Sotheby*s  catalogue,  May  13,  1903  :  "Were 
my  own  feelings  consulted  I  should  print  it  verbatim,  but  I  won't 
hoax  you,  else  I  love  a  Lye,  My  biography,  parentage^  place  of 
birth,  is  a  strange  mistake,  part  founded  on  some  nonsense  I  wrote 
about  Elia,  and  was  true  of  him,  the  real  Elia,  whose  name  1  took, 
,  .  .  C.  L.  was  bom  in  Crown  Office  Row,  Inner  Temple  in  1775, 
Admitted  into  Christs  Hospital,  178^,  where  he  was  contemporary 
with  T.  F,  M,  [Thomas  Fanshawe  Middleton],  afterwards  Bishop 
of  Calcutta,  and  with  S,  T.  C,  with  the  last  of  these  two  eminent 
scholars  he  has  enjoyed  an  intimacy  through  life.  On  Quitting  this 
foundation  he  became  a  junior  clerk  in  the  South  Sea  House  under 
his  Elder  Brother  who  died  accountant  there  some  years  since.  .  ,  , 
1  am  not  the  author  of  the  Opium  Eater,  &c/'  I  have  not  suc- 
ceeded in  finding  the  article  in  question,] 
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LETTER  38g 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHK  BATES  DIBDIN 

[p.ii*  September  9,  1836.] 

An  answer  is  requested, 
Saturday. 

DEAR  D*— I  have  observed  that  a  Letter  is  never  more  accept- 
able than  when  r^eived  upon  a  rainy  day,  especially  a  ramv 
Sunday  ;  which  moves  me  to  send  you  somewhat,  however  short. 
This  will  find  you  sitting  after  Breakfast,  which  you  wiJJ  have 
prolonged  as  far  as  you  can  with  consistency  to  the  poor  handmaid 
that  has  the  reversion  of  the  Tea  Leaves ;  making  two  nibbles  of 
your  last  morsel  of  stale  roll  (you  carniot  have  hot  new  ones  on  the 
Sabbath),  and  reluctantly  coming  to  an  end,  because  when  that  is 
done,  what  can  you  do  till  dinner  ?  You  cannot  go  to  the  Beach, 
for  the  rain  is  drowning  the  sea,  turning  rank  Thetis  fresh,  taking 
the  brine  out  of  Neptune's  pickles,  while  mermaids  sit  upon  rocks 
with  umbrellas,  their  ivory  combs  sheathed  for  spoiling  in  the  wet 
of  waters  foreign  to  them.  You  cannot  go  to  the  library,  for  it's 
shut.  You  are  not  religious  enough  to  go  to  church,  O  it  is 
worth  while  to  cultivate  piety  to  the  gods,  to  have  something  to 
fiU  the  heart  up  on  a  wet  Sunday  !  You  cannot  cast  accounts, 
for  your  ledger  is  being  eaten  up  with  moths  in  the  Ancient  Jewry. 
You  cannot  play  at  draughts,  for  there  is  none  to  play  with  you, 
and  besides  there  is  not  a  draught  board  in  the  hoase.  You  cannot 
go  to  market,  for  it  closed  last  night.  You  cannot  look  in  to  the 
shops,  their  backs  are  shut  upon  you.  You  cannot  read  the  Bible, 
for  it  is  not  good  reading  tor  the  sick  and  the  hypochondriacaL 
You  cannot  while  away  an  hour  with  a  friend,  for  you  have  no 
Mend  round  that  Wrekin.  You  cannot  divert  yourself  with  a 
stuay  acquaintance,  for  you  have  picked  none  up.  You  cannot  bear 
the  chiming  of  Bells,  for  they  invite  you  to  a  banquet,  where  you 
are  no  visitant.  You  cannot  cheer  yourself  with  the  prospect  of  a 
tomoiTQw^s  letter,  for  none  come  on  Mondays*  You  cannot  count 
those  endless  vials  on  the  mantlepiece  with  any  hope  of  making  a 
variation  in  their  numbers.  You  have  counted  vour  spiders  :  your 
BflstUe  b  exhausted.  You  sit  and  deliberately  curse  your  hard 
^tile  from  all  familiar  sights  and  sounds.  Old  Ranking  poking 
in  his  head  unexpectedly  would  just  now  be  as  good  to  you  as 
Grimaldi.  Any  thing  to  deliver  you  from  this  intolerable  weight 
of  Ennui.  You  are  too  ill  to  shake  it  off;  not  ill  enough  to  submit 
to  it,  and  to  lie  down  as  a  lamb  under  it.  The  Tyranny  of  Sick- 
nen  is  nothing  to  the  Cruelty  of  Convalescence  :  'tis  to  have  Thirty 
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Note 

[**I  saved  nothing/'     This  is  a  rather  curious  statement;  fori 
Lamb,  according  to  Procter,  left  .£*fOOO  at  his  death  eight  years 
later.     He  must  have  saved  ^"200  a  year  from  his  pension  of  J^441, 
living  at  the  rate  of  ^£^41  per  annum,  plus  small  earnings^  for  thej 
r^t  of  his  life»  and  inviting  the  i^^OO  at  5  per  cent,  compound] 
interest. 

"Colbum  had  Bomething  of  mine/*  The  Popular  Fallacy j 
"  That  a  Deformed  Person  is  a  Lord,"  not  included  hy  Lamb  with] 
the  others  when  he  reprinted  them.  Printed  in  VoK  L  of  thisi 
edition,  page  290, 

"  Reading  at  the  Museum/'  Lamb  had  begun  to  visit  the  J 
Museum  every  day  to  collect  extracts  from  the  Garrick  plays  for] 
Hone's  Table  Book,  18t7. 

"A,  K/' — Anne  Knight  a^ain. 

The  pleasant  Yorkshire  lad  whom  Mitford*s  secular  air  surprisedl 
was  probably  Moxon. 

Here  might  come  a  purely  business  letter  of  no  interest,  from] 
Lamb  to  Barton,  preserved  in  the  British  Museum,  retatiog  to] 
Mitford's  jars,] 

LETTER  384 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[No  date,     ?  Sept,,  i8i6,] 

I    HAVE  had  much  trouble  to  find  Field  to-day.     No  matter.] 
He  was  packing  up  for  out  of  town.     He  has  writ  a  hand- 
somest  letter,  which  you  will  transmit  to  Murry  with  your  proof- 
sheets.     Seal  it. — 

Youra  C\  L- 

Mfs,  Hood  will  drink  tea  with  us  on  Thursday  at  ^  paat  5  ^ 
Latest 

N.B.  I  have  lost  my  Museum  riding  today  i  a  day  with 
Titus:  owing  to  your  darned  bisness. — I  am  the  last  to  reproach 
anybody,     I  scorn  it, 

if  you  shall  have  the  whole  book  ready  soon,  it  will  be  beit  for 
Mun-y  to  see. 

Note 

[1  am  not  clear  as  to  what  proof-sheets  of  Moxon's  Lamb  refers. 
His  second  book,   Christmas^   1829,  was   issued  through    Hurst, 
Chance  Si  Co, 

Barron  Field  and  John  Murray  were  friends. 

"A  day  with  Titus,"  Can  this  (a  friend  suggests)  have  any 
connection  with  the  phrase  IHem  perditi  t  Thei^e  is  no  Titus  play 
among  the  Garrick  Extracts.] 
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LETTER  385 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 
[No  posbnark  or  date.     Soon  after  preceding  letter  to  Barton,     1S36J 

DEAR  B.  B. — the  Busy  Bee,  as  Hood  aftfir  Dr.  Watts  apostro- 
phises thee,  and  well  dost  thou  desenre  it  for  thy  laooi^  in 
the  Mu§es'  gardens^  wandering  over  parterres  of  Think-on-me's  and 
Forget-me-nots  to  a  total  impossibility  of  forgetting  thee, — ^thy 
letter  was  acceptable,  thy  scruples  may  be  dismksed,  thou  art  Rectus 
in  Cima»  not  a  word  more  to  be  said,  Verbum  Sapienti  and  so  forth, 
the  matter  is  decided  with  a  white  atone,  Classical  iy,  mark  me, 
and  the  appantions  vanishd  which  haunted  me,  only  the  Ci^mp, 
Caliban's  distemper,  clawing  me  in  the  calvish  part  of  my  nature, 
mak^  me  ever  and  anon  roar  BuUishlj,  squeak  cowardishly,  and 
limp  cripple-ishly.  Do  I  write  quakerly  and  simply^  'tis  my  most 
Master  Mathew-like  intention  to  do  it*  See  Ben  Jonson.^ — I  think 
told    me  your  acquaint^   with    the    Drama   was    confin*d    to 


kspeare  and  Miss  Bailly :  some  read  only  Milton  and  Croly* 

The  gap  is  as  from  an  ananas  to  a  Turnip.     I  have  fighting  in  my 

head  the  plots   characters   situations   and   sentiment  of  400  old 

Plays  (bran  new  to  me)  which  I  have  been  digesting  at  the  Museum^ 

and  my  appetite  sharpens  to  twice  as  many  more,  which  I  mean  to 

course  over  this  winter.     I  can  scarce  avoid   Dialogue  fashion  in 

this  letter,      I  soliloquise  my  meditations,  and  habitually  speak 

dramatic  blank  verse  without  meaning  it.     Do  you  see  Mitford? 

he  will  tell  you  something  of  my  labors.     Tell  him  I  am  sorry  to 

have  miitt  seeing  him,  to  have  talk'd  over  those  Old  Treasures. 

I  am  stiJl  more  sorry  for  his  missing  Pots.     But  I  shall  be  sure  of 

the  earliest  intelligence  of  the  Lost  Tribes,     His  Sacred  Specimens 

are  a  thankful  adtlition  to  my  shelve.     Marry,  I  could  wish  he  had 

been  more  careful  of  corrigenda*     I  have  discovered  certain  which 

have  slipt  his  Errata.     I  put  'em  in  the  next  page,  as  perhaps  thou 

amst  transmit  them  to  him.     For  what  purpose,  but  to  grieve  him 

(which  yet  I  should  be  sorry  to  doX  but  then  it  shews  my  learning, 

■nd  the  excuse  is  complimentary,  as  it  impli^  their  correction  in  a 

Mure  Edition,     His  own  things  in  the  book  are  magnificent,  and  as 

«i  old  Christ's  Hospitaller  I  was  particularly  refreshd  with  his 

eulogy  on  our  Ed  warn.      Many  of  the  choice  excerpta  were  new 

to  roe.    Old  Christmas  is  a  coming,  to  the  confusion  of  Puritans, 

Mi]ggletonianSj  Anabaptists,  Quakers,  and  that  Un wassailing  Crew, 

He  Cometh  not  with  his  wonted  gait,  he  is  shrunk  9  inches  in  the 

girth,  but  is  yet  a  Lusty  fellow.     Hood's  book  is  mighty  clever,  and 

^^t  off  600  copies  the  1st  day.    Sion's  Songs  do  not  disperse  lo 
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quickly.    The  next  leaf  is  for  Revd  J,  M,     In  this  Adieu  thine 
briefly  in  s  tal!  friendship  C.  Lamb. 

Note  , 

[Barton's  letter^  to  which  this  is  an  answer^  not  being  preserve 
we  do  not  know  what  his  scruples  were.  B,  B.  was  a  great  con 
tributor  to  aTinuab. 

'*  Rectu8  in  Gurid"     A  law  phrase,  **  Upright  in  the  court/' 

^^Verbwm  Sapienti*^ — **  Feriitm  sat  sapienti^^ — "A  wopd 
the  wise  is  sufficient." 

"  With  a  white  stone."     In  trials  at  law  a  white  stone  was 
as  a  vote  for  ac<^uittal,  a  black  stone  for  condenuiation  (see  Ovid 
MetaTnorphoaeSf  15,  ^l)* 

**  Caliban ^s  distemper  '* ; — 


Proiptro  {to  CaHban). 


To-night  thou  sbalt  have  cramps, 

'*  Tempest/'  I.,  *,  3*5, 


"  Master    Mathew " — in    Ben  Jonson's    **  Every   Man    in    Hii 
Humour." 

*tCroly"— the  Rev,  George  Cmly  ( 1780-1 860X  of  the  LUera 
Gazette^  author  of  The  Angel  of  the  World  and  other  pretentioii 
poems, 

"  Mitford's  Sacred  Specimens " — Sacred  SpedmeTis  Selsctsdfr 
the  Early  English  PoetB,  1827.     The  last  poem,  by  Mitford  hiii 
self,  was  "Lines  Written  under  the  Portrait  of  Edward  VL" 

"  Hood's  book  " — Whims  and  Oddities^  second  series,  1827.] 


LETTERS  386  AND  387 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON 

Colebrooke  Row,  Ulin^on, 
S&turcUiy,  20th  Jan.»  1827, 

DEAR  Robinson,— I  called  upon  you  this  morning,  and  foun^ 
that  you  were  gone  to  visit  a  dying  friend,  1  had  been  upon 
a  like  errand.  Poor  Norris  has  been  lying  dying  for  now  almost  a 
week,  such  is  the  penalty  we  pay  for  having  en}oyed  a  strong  con- 
stitution !  Whether  he  knew  nie  or  not,  I  know  not,  or  whether 
he  saw  me  through  his  poor  gla^d  eye»  ;  but  the  group  I  saw  about 
him  I  shall  not  forget.  Upon  the  bed,  or  about  it,  were  assembled 
his  wife  and  two  daughters^  and  poor  deaf  Richard,  his  son,  looking 
doubly  stupified.  There  they  were,  and  seemed  to  have  been  sittin 
all  the  week.     I  could  only  reach  out  a  hand  to  Mrs.  Norris.  Si 
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ing  was  impossible  in  that  mute  chamber.  By  this  time  I  hope  it 
is  all  over  with  him.  In  him  I  have  a  loas  the  world  cannot  make 
up.  He  was  my  friend  and  my  father's  friend  all  the  life  I  can  re- 
member. I  seem  to  have  made  foolish  friendships  ever  since.  Those 
ore  friendships  which  outlive  a  s^ond  generation.  Old  as  I  am 
waxing,  in  his  eyes  I  was  still  the  child  he  first  knew  me.  To  the 
last  he  called  me  Chariej,  I  have  none  to  call  me  Charley  now.  He 
was  the  last  link  that  bound  me  to  the  Temple,  You  are  but  of 
yesterday.  In  him  seem  to  have  died  the  old  plainness  of  mannens 
and  singleness  of  heart.  Letters  he  knew  nothing  of,  nor  did  his 
reading  extend  beyond  the  pages  of  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine." 
Yet  there  was  a  pride  of  litemture  about  him  from  being  amongst 
books  (he  was  librarian),  and  from  some  scraps  of  doubtful  Latin 
which  he  had  picked  up  in  his  office  of  entering  students,  that  gave 
him  very  diverting  airs  of  pedantry.  Can  I  forget  the  erudite  look 
with  which^  when  he  had  been  in  vain  trying  to  make  out  a  b!ack- 
letter  text  of  Chaucer  in  the  Temple  Library,  he  laid  it  down  and 
told  me  that — "  in  those  old  books,  Charley,  there  is  sometimes  a 
deal  of  vei^  indifferent  spelling ;  "  and  seemed  to  console  himself  in 
the  reflection  !  His  jokes,  for  he  had  his  jokesj  are  now  ended j 
but  they  were  old  trusty  perennials,  staples  that  pleased  after  decies 
repetiiOj  and  were  always  as  good  as  new.  One  song  he  had,  which 
was  reserved  for  the  night  of  Christmas-day,  which  we  always  spent 
m  the  Temple.  It  was  an  old  thing,  ^id  spoke  of  the  flat  bottoms 
of  our  foes  and  the  possibility  of  their  coming  over  in  darkness,  and 
alluded  to  threats  of  an  invasion  many  years  olown  over ;  and  when 
he  came  to  the  part 

**  We'll  still  make  'cm  run,  and  we'll  atlll  make  ^em  sweaty 
In  spite  of  the  devil  and  Brussels  Oaxctte  I '' 

ilia  eyes  would  sparkle  as  with  the  freshness  of  an  impending  event. 
And  what  is  the  **  Brussels  Gazette"  now?  I  cry  while  I  enumei^ 
ate  th^e  triflea.  "  How  shall  we  tell  them  in  a  stranger's  ear  ?  " 
His  poor  good  girls  wiil  now  have  to  receive  their  afflicted  mother 
in  an  inaccessible  hovel  in  an  obscure  village  in  Herts,  where  they 
have  been  long  struggling  to  make  a  school  without  effect ;  and 
poor  deaf  Ricmrd^ — and  the  more  helpless  for  being  so— is  thrown 
on  the  wide  world* 

My  first  motive  in  writing,  and,  indeed,  in  calling  on  you,  was  to 
ask  ijr  you  were  enough  acauainted  with  any  of  the  BendieiB,  to  lay 
a  plain  statement  before  tnem  of  the  circumstances  of  the  family. 
I  almost  fear  not,  for  you  are  of  another  hall.  But  if  you  can  oblige 
ine  and  my  poor  friend,  who  is  now  insensible  to  any  favours,  pray 
exert  yourself.  You  cannot  say  too  much  good  of  poor  Norris  and 
his  poor  wife. 

Yonrs  ever^  Charles  Lamb. 

VOL,  VIL — 48 
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Note 

[This  letter,  descnbin^  the  death  of  Hajidal  Norris,  Sub-Tneasurer 
and  Libraiian  of  the  Inner  Temple,  wa-s  printed  with  only  very 
slight  alterations  in  Hone*s  Table  Book^  18£7,  and  again  in  the 
Last  Essays  of  Elia,  1836,  under  the  title  "  A  Death-Bed,"  It 
wasj  however,  taken  ^ut  of  the  second  edition,  and  *'  Confessions  of 
a  Drunkard'*  substituted,  in  deference  to  the  wishes  of  Norria's 
family.  Mrs.  Norris,  as  I  have  said,  was  a  native  of  Widford, 
where  she  had  known  Mrs.  Field,  Lamb's  gmndmother*  With  her 
son  Richard,  who  was  deaf  and  peculiar,  Mrs.  Norris  moved  to 
Widford  again,  where  the  daughters,  Miss  Etetsy  and  Miss  Jane, 
had  openeti  a  school — ^Goddard  House ;  which  they  retained  until 
a  legacy  restored  the  family  prosperity.  Soon  after  that  they  both 
married,  each  a  farmer  named  Tween.  They  survived  until  t|UJte 
recently. 

Mrs,  Ckie,  an  old  scholar  at  the  Misses  Norris's  school  in  the 
twenties,  gave  me,  in  1902,  some  Feminiscences  of  those  days«  from 
which  I  4(uote  a  passage  or  so : — 

When  he  joined  the  Norrises'  dinner-tabte  he  kept  every  one  laughing;.  Mr. 
Richard  ia4  at  one  end,  and  some  of  the  $chooL  children  w^uJd  be  there  too^  One 
day  Mr.  Lamb  gave  every  one  a  fancy  name  all  round  the  table,  and  made  a  verse 
on' each.  *'You  are  so-and-so,'*  he  said,  "and  you  are  so-and  so/'  adding  the 
rhyme.  **  What*s  he  saying?  MThat  are  you  laughing  at?"  Mr.  Richaid  asked 
teeUiVt.  for  he  was  short-tetnpered.  Mu^  Betsy  cseptolned  the  joke  to  him,  and  Mr, 
Lamb,  coming  to  his  turn «  said — only  he  ^aid  it  in  vct&c — *' Now«  Pick,  it's  your 
lum.  1  shall  call  you  Gnibonim  ;  because  ai!  you  think  of  is  your  food  and  your 
stomach/'  Mr»  Richard  pushed  back  his  chair  in  a  rage  and  stamped  out  of  the 
room,  *'  Now  t've  done  it/'  said  Mr*  Lamb :  *'  1  must  go  and  make  friends  with  my 
oid  chum.  Give  me  a  brge  plate  of  pudding  to  take  to  him.'"  When  he  came 
back  he  said^  "  It's  all  right.  I  thought  the  pudding  would  do  it,*'  Mr,  L3,mb  and 
Mr.  Richard  never  got  on  very  well,  and  Mr,  Richird  didn't  ttke  his  teasing  ways  at 
all ;  but  Mr.  Lamb  often  went  for  long  walks  with  him,  because  no  one  else  would. 
He  did  many  kind  things  like  that. 

There  used  to  be  a  half- boH day  when  Mr.  Lamb  came,  partly  because  he  would 
force  his  way  into  the  schooh-oom  and  make  scriousnc^a  impoegible.  His  bead 
woukl  suddenly  appear  at  the  door  in  the  midst  of  lessons,  with  **  Well,  Betsy! 
How  do,  Jarve  ?  "  "  O,  Mr,  Lamb  I  '*  ihey  would  say,  and  that  was  the  end  of  work 
for  that  day.  He  was  really  rather  naughty  with  the  children.  One  of  his  tricks 
was  to  teach  Ihem  a  new  kind  of  catechism  (Mrs.  Coe  does  not  recnemtwr  it,  hat 
we  may  rest  assured*  I  fear,  thai  tt  was  secular),  and  he  made  a  great  fuss  with 
Liz  tie  Hunt  for  her  aldll  in  saying  the  Lord's  Prayer  backwards,  which  be  had 
taught  her. 

"i)eci«5  repetUa"  (Horace,  Are  Poetiea^  S65) — "  Haac  decies 
repetita  placebif — "Ten  times  rejpeated  will  please/' 

"'We'll  still  make  'em  nm  .  .  .  Canon  Ainger  says  that  the 
old  song  is  the  original  version  of  "  Hearts  of  Oak,"  printed  in  the 
Univeraal  Magazine,  March,  1760j  and  sung  in  ''Harlequin's 
Invasion," 
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**How  shall  we  tell  them  in  a  stmtiger*a  ear?"  A  quotation 
from  Lamb  himself,  in  the  lines  "  Written  soon  after  the  Preceding 
Poem,"  in  1798  (me  Vol.  V.,  page  22).] 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON 


[No  date.    Jan.  ao,  1837.] 

DEAR  R*     N.  is  dead.     I  have  writ  aa  nearly  a»  I  could  to 
look  tike  a  letter  meant  for  y^wr  eye  only^    WiU  it  do  ? 
Could  you  distantly  hint  (do  as  your  own  judgment  suggests) 
that  if  bis  son  could  be  got  in  as  Clerk  to  the  new  Subtrea*?urer,  it 
would  be  all  his  father  wiab'd  ?     But  I  leave  that  to  you,     I  don't 
want  to  put  you  upon  anything  disagreeable, 
I  Yours  thankfully 

I  0.  L, 

PP  Note 

r        [The  reference  at  the  beginning  is  to  the  preceding  letter,  which 
was  probably  enclosed  with  this  notej 


LETTERS  888  AND  3S& 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON 

[Dated  by  H,  C.  R.  Jan.  ?§«  1S37.J 

DEAR  Bobinsouj  If  you  have  not  seen  Mr,  Gumey,  leave 
him  quite  alone  for  the  present,  I  have  seen  Mr,  Jekyll, 
who  is  Bs  friendly  as  heart  can  d^ire,  he  entirely  approves  of  my 
formula  of  petition,  and  gave  your  verj^  reasons  for  the  propriety 
of  the  "little  village  of  Hertf^htrc "  Now,  Mr.  G,  mi^ht  not 
approve  of  it,  and  then  we  should  clash.  Also,  Mr.  J.  wishes  it 
to  be  presented  next  week,  and  Mr.  G.  might  fix  earlier,  which 
would  be  aukward.  Mn  J-  was  so  civil  to  me,  that  I  think  it 
wotdd  be  bfAter  not  for  you  to  show  hiin  that  Utter  you 
iniendsd.  Nothing  can  increase  his  zeal  in  the  cause  of  poor  Mr, 
Norris.  Mr.  Gardiner  will  see  you  with  this,  and  learn  from  you 
all  about  it,  &  consult*  if  you  nave  seen  Mn  G.  &  he  has  fixed  a 
time,  how  to  put  it  off  Mn  J*  is  most  friendly  to  the  boy ;  I 
think  you  had  better  not  teaze  the  Treasurer  any  more  about  ^im, 
tft  it  may  make  him  less  friendly  to  the  Petition 

Yours  Ever 

C.  L. 


724  LETTERS  OF  C  AND  M,  LAMB        Mamh 

Note 

[Writing  to  Dorothy  Wordsworth  on  February  13,  1827, 
Robinson  says :  "  The  Lambs  are  well.  I  have  been  so  busy  that 
I  have  not  lately  seen  them.  Charles  has  been  occupied  about  the 
affair  of  the  widow  of  his  old  friend  Norris  whose  death  he  has 
felt.     But  the  health  of  both  is  good." 

Gumey  would  probably  be  John  Gumey  (afterwards  Baron 
Gumey),  the  counsel  and  judgje.  Jekyl]  was  Joseph  Jekyll,  the 
wit,  mentioned  by  Lamb  m  his  essay  on  "  The  Old  Benchers  of 
the  Inner  Temple,"] 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON 

[Dated  by  H.  C.  R.  Jan.,  1827.] 

DEAH  R.  do  not  say  any  thing  to  Mr,  G,  about  the  day  or 
Petition,  for  Mr,  Jelcyll  wishes  it  to  be  next  week,  and 
thoroughly  approves  of  my  formula,  and  Mr.  G.  might  not,  and  then 
they  will  clash.  Only  speak  to  him  of  Gardner^s  wish  to  have  the 
Lad.     Mr.  Jekyll  wi^  excessive  friendly.  C<  L. 

Note 

[The  matter  referred  to  is  still  the  Norrises'  welfare.  Mr,  Hazlitt 
says  that  an  annuity  of  ^80  was  settled  by  the  Inn  on  Mrs,  Norris. 

Here  perhaps  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Allsop,  printed 
by  Mr,  Fitzgerald,  urging  AUsop  to  go  to  Highgate  to  see  Coler- 
idge and  tell  him  of  the  unhappy  state  of  his»  Allsop'sj  affaire. 
In  Crabb  Robinson's  Dia/ry  for  Februaiy  1,  1827+  I  read:  **I 
went  to  Lamb.  Found  him  in  trouble  about  his  friend  AUsop, 
who  is  a  ruined  man.  AUsop  is  a  very  good  creature  who  has  been 
a  generous  friend  to  Coleridge."  Writin^of  his  troubles  in  Letters^ 
Conversations  and  ReGolUctwns  of  S.  T.  Coleridge^  Allsop  says : 
**  Charles  Lamb,  Charles  and  Mary  Lamb,  *  union  is  partition,' 
were  never  wanting  in  the  hour  of  need."] 


LETTEE  390 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B.  R.  HAYDON 


[March,  1837.] 


DEAR  RafFaele  Haydon, — Did  the  maid  tell  you  I  came  to  ii 
your  picture,  not  on  Sunday  but  the  day  before  ?     I  think 
the  face  and  bearing  of  the  Bucepnalue-tamer  very  noble,  hts  fl^  1 
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too  effeminate  or  painty.  The  skin  of  the  female's  back  kjieeling  is 
much  more  camotis.  I  had  small  time  to  pick  out  praise  or  blame^ 
for  two  lord-like  Bucks  came  in,  upon  whose  stricture  my  presence 
seemed  to  impose  restraint :  I  pleoeian'd  off  therefore, 

I  think  I  have  hit  on  a  auoject  for  you^  but  can't  swear  it  was 
never  executed, — 1  never  heard  of  its  being, — **  Chaucer  beating  a 
Francis(;an  Friar  in  Fleet  Street.*'  Think  of  the  old  dresses,  houses, 
&c.  *'  It  seemeth  that  both  these  learned  men  (Gowerand  Chaucer) 
were  of  the  Inner  Temple ;  for  not  many  years  since  Master  Buckley 
did  tee  a  record  in  the  same  house  where  Geoffry  Chaucer  was  fined 
two  shillings  for  beating  a  Franciscan  Friar  in  Fleet  Street." 
Chancers  Life  by  T.  Speght,  prefixed  to  the  black  letter  folio 
of  Chaucer,  1598. 
I  Youm  in  haste  (salt  fish  waiting)^        C.  Lamb. 

I         ^ 

twc 

mc 


Note 

[Haydon's  picture  was  hia  **  Alexander  and  Bucephalus,"  The 
two  Bucks,  he  tells  us  in  his  Dia>ry^  were  the  Duke  of  Devonshire 
and  Mr.  Agar  Elhs* 

Haydon  did  not  take  up  the  Chaucer  subjects] 


LETTER  S91 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 


D 


[No  dale.     April  1827.) 


I  was 


EAR  H.  Never  come  to  our  house  and  not  come  in* 
quite  vex'd. 

Yours  truly, 

C.  L. 


There  is  in  Blackwood  thji  month  an  article  most  affecting 
indeed  called  Le  Revenant^  and  would  do  more  towards  abolish* 
ing  Capital  Punishments  than  400000  Romillies  or  Montagues,  I 
h^  you  read  it  and  see  if  you  can  extract  any  of  it*     The  Tried 

icefhe  in  particular. 

Note 

[Written  on  the  fourteenth  instalment  of  the  Gan-ick  Play  extracts. 
Now  preserved  at  Rowfant.  The  article  was  in  Blackwood  for 
ApriJ,  1827,  Hone  took  Lamb's  advice,  and  the  extract  from  it 
wUl  be  found  in  the  Table  Book^  Vol  L,  col.  456. 

Lamb  was  peculiaily  interested  in  the  subject  of  survival  after 
hanging.  He  wrote  an  early  Reflector  essay,  *'0n  the  Incon- 
veniencea  of  Being  Hanged/'  on  the  subject,  and  it  is  the  pivot  of 
his  faroe  "The  Pawnbroker's  Daughter/* 


Ill         LETTERS  OF  a  AKD  K  LAMB 

**  EomiUies  or  Montagyes*"^  Two  prQoiiiieiit  advoc^^  for  the 
abolition  of  capital  puoishmeDt  were  Sir  S«iniiel  RomiOy  (who  died 
in  1818)  and  Ba^il  Montagu,] 

LETTEH  899 
CHABLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  HOOD 

[No  date.     May*  tBtj.} 

DEAREST  Hood, — Your  news  has  spoiPd  us  a  merry  meetiiig. 
Miss  Kelly  and  we  were  coiniiig^  but  your  letter  elicited 
flood  of  tean  from  Mary,  and  I  saw  she  was  not  fit  for  a  party. 
God  bless  you  and  the  mother  (or  should  be  mother)  of  your  sweet 
girl  that  should  have  been.  I  have  won  sejipence  of  Moxon  by  the 
sex  of  the  d^u-  gone  one. 

Youn  most  trulv  and  hera, 

[a  Lo 

Note 

[This  note  refers  to  one  of  the  Hoods'  children,  which  was  still- 
bom.  It  was  upon  this  occasion  that  Lamb  wrote  the  beautiful 
lintfH  **On  an  Infant  Dying  as  soon  as  Bom"  (see  Vol.  \\  pages  49 
and  307)0 

LETTER  393 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[No  dace.     (1S27.J: 

MY  dear  B.  B- — A  gentleman  I  never  saw  before  brought 
me  your  welcome  present — imagine  a  scraping,  fiddling, 
fidgetting,  petit -maitre  of  a  dancing  school  advancing  into  my  plain 
parlour  with  a  coupee  and  a  sideling  bow,  and  presenting  the  bookj 
as  if  he  had  been  handing  a  glass  of  lemonade  to  a  young  miss — ^1 
imagine  this,  and  conti'ast  it  with  the  serious  nature  of  the  bookf 
presented]  Then  task  your  imagination,  revelling  this  picture,  to 
conceive  of  quite  an  opposite  messenger,  a  lean,  ^trai  tlocted,  whey- 
faced  methodist,  for  such  was  he  in  reality  who  brought  it*  t£ie 
Genius  (it  seems)  of  the  W^lejan  Magazine.  Certes,  friend  B., 
thy  Widow's  tale  is  too  horrible,  spite  of  the  lenitives  of  Religion^ 
to  embody  in  verie :  I  hold  prose  to  be  the  appropiiate  expositor  of 
such  atixxrities !  No  offence,  but  it  is  a  coi*dial  that  makes  the  heart 
nick.  Still  thy  skill  ki  compounding  it  I  not  deny.  1  turn  to 
what  gave  me  less  mingled  pleasui-e,  I  find  markd  with  pencil 
these  pe^es  in  thy  pretty  bootc,  and  fear  I  have  been  penuiious. 
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page  5%  53  capital. 
^  59  6tn  stanza  exquisite  mmile. 

„  61  11th  stanza  equally  ^od. 

,,         lOS  Sd  stanza,  1  long  to  see  van  Balen. 
„         111  a  downright  good  sonnet,     Disd. 
„         158  Lines  at  the  bottom. 

So  you  see,  I  read,  hear,  and  mark^  if  I  don't  learn — In  short  this 
little  volume  is  no  discredit  to  any  of  your  former,  and  betrays  none 
of  the  Senility  you  fear  about.  Apropos  of  Van  Balen^  an  artist  who 
painted  me  lately  had  painted  a  Blackamoor  praying,  and  not 
filling  his  canvas,  9tuff*d  in  his  little  girl  aside  of  Blacky,  gaping  at 
him  unmeaningly;  and  then  didn^t  know  what  to  call  it.  Now 
for  a  picture  to  be  promoted  to  the  Exhibition  (Suffolk  Street)  as 
Historical,  a  subject  is  requisite.  What  does  me?  I  but  christen 
it  the  '*  Young  Catechist  "  and  furbtshd  it  witb  Dialogue  following, 
which  diibb'd  it  an  Historical  Painting.     Nothing  to  a  friend  at  need. 

While  thifl  tawny  Ethiop  pray«ih, 

Paint cr,  who  is  She  that  4taycth 

By,  with  skin  of  whitest  lustre  ; 

Sunny  Iocks»  a  shining  duster  ; 

Sajntlike  seeming  to  direct  him 

To  the  Power  that  must  protect  him  ? 

Is  she  of  the  heav'nborn  Three, 

Meek  Hope,  ntrong  Faith,  sweet  Charity  } 

Or  some  Cheruh  ? 

They  you  menibn 
Far  transcend  my  weak  invention, 
'Tis  a  simple  Christian  child, 
M lesion ary  young  and  mild. 
From  her  store  of  script'ral  knowledge 
(Bihle- taught  without  a  college) 
Which  by  reading  she  could  gather, 
Teaches  him  to  say  Our  Father 
To  the  common  Parent,  who 
Colour  not  respects  nor  hue. 
White  and  Black  in  him  have  pan. 
Who  looks  not  to  the  skin,  but  heari.^ 

rd  done  it,  the  Artist  (who  had  clapt  in  Mim  merely  m  a 
fill-§pace)  swore  I  exprest  his  full  meaning,  and  the  damosel  bridled 
up  into  a  Missionarj's  vanity.  I  like  verses  to  explain  Pictures: 
iteldom   Pictures  to  illustrate  Poems*     Your  wood  cut  is  a  rueful 

, Lignum  Mortis,     By  the  hy*  i»  the  widow  likely  to  marry  again  ? 

I  I  am  giving  the  fruit  of  my  0!d  Plav  reatling  at  the  Museum  to 
Hone,  who  ^U  forth  a  Portion  weekly  in  the  Table  BtK)k.  Do 
vou  see  it  ?     How  is  Mitford  ? — 

ril  jiifit  hint  that  the  Htcher,  the  i.'hoi\l  and  the  B*>wl  ai^e  a 
little  too  often  rej>eateii  (passim)  in  voui'  Book,  and  that  on  jjage  17 
last  line  hut  4  h%m  i«  put  for  A^,  but  the  poor  widow  1  take  it  had 
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sumU  leisure  for  gmmmatical  niceties.  Doo't  you  see  there's  He^ 
fnyadf^  and  Aim ;  why  not  both  him  t  likewise  imperviously  is 
cruelly  spelt  imperioudy.  These  are  trifles,  and  I  honestly  like 
your  [b<Kik^]  and  you  for  giiong  it,  tho'  I  re&lly  am  ashamed' of  9o  J 
EOany  presents. 

I  can  thmk  of  no  news,  therefore  I  will  end  with  mine  and  Maiy'a 
kindest  remembmnces  to  you  and  youis.  C  L. 

Note 

[It  has  been  customarv^  to  date  this  letter  December,  1827,  but  [1 
^think  that  must  be  too  late.  Lamb  would  never  have  waited  till  I 
then  to  tell  Barton  that  he  was  contributing  the  Garrick  Ptays  tul 
Hone  s  TabU  Book,  especmlly  as  the  last  iustaJment  was  printed  tn] 
that  moaUi* 

Barton's  new  volume  was  A  Widow^s  Tai^  and  Other  Poems^S 
U827.  The  title  poem  tells  how  a  missiouarr  and  his  wife  were] 
wrecked,  and  how  afirer  three  nights  and  days  of  horror  she  was  saved.  I 
The  woodcut  on  the  title-poge  of  B&rton^s  book  represented  thei 
widow  supporting  her  dead  or  dymg  husband  in  the  midst  of  the] 
storm. 

This  is  the  "*  exquisite  simile  "*  on  page  59,  from  "  A  Grandsiie'tJ 
Tale":— 

Tbou|:b  9omt  mifht  deem  her  pedsive^  If  not  ssd. 

Yet  those  who  knew  her  better,  be&t  could  tdl 
How  aihc^  happy,  and  how  meekly  gUd 

Her  qniet  bean  in  its  own  deptbs  did  dweU : 
Like  lo  the  waterii  of  some  crystal  weU, 

In  which  th«  stai«  of  heatvexi  mt  noon  nw  8een« 
F«n^  mifht  deem  oa  ber  yovmg  spirit  fell 

Glimpics  of  licht  more  gkxiotiK  and  $efene 
Tban  thmt  of  U^  s  brief  dmy,  so  heavenly  wfts  ber  J3ikn, 

This  ws  the  **  downright  good  »mnet  ** : — 

TO  A  GRANDMOTHER 
**  Old  s^  itdarii  vid  unloii^/*— Omaa. 

O  sAv  &M  90 !    A  bright  old  m  i»  lliifie ; 

Caltn  a*  ihe  fentle  li^bc  of  nmmer  m^im^ 

&e  twiKght  dim  he?  A^asky  mamile  wt&n-t ; 
Bec^is«  to  Ihee  h  fi^ttiv  to  strengtli'i  dedine, 
A  beftft  thai  dott  DOC  thmJtkwly  repme 

At  aia«hl  of  whkli  tile  b»»d  or  God  bereaves^ 

Vet  aU  He  s«fk^  vtih  gratitiide  receives  i — 
>itay  such  s  quiet,  thaak^  dote  be  mine. 
And  h^kce  thy  fii^-tide  chair  im«£S  to  me 

A  peaceful  tluone--'wliicli  taoi  wot  ibnit^d  to  fill ; 

Thy  children — mimten*  wte  do  thy  wiQ ; 
And  those  frii»d<hjldien,  sporting  loond  thy  koee. 
Thy  little  stih|ectB«  loctdng  up  to  tbee. 

As  one  who  ctaima  tbeii  food  aEviaaice  ttSL 
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And  these  are  the  lin^  at  the  foot  of  pa^  153  in  a  poem 
addressed  to  a  child  seven  years  old  : — 

There  li  a  holy,  bJest  companionfthip 
tn  the  sweet  intercourse  thus  held  with  thoie 

Whose  tear  and  smile  are  guileless ;  from  whose  lip 
The  simple  dictate  of  the  heart  yet  flows  ; — 

Though  even  in  the  yet  unfolded  rose 

The  worm  may  lurk,  and  sin  blight  blooming  youth, 

The  light  born  with  us  long  so  brightly  glowa* 
That  childhood's  first  deceits  seem  almost  truth. 
To  life's  cold  after  lie,  selfish^  and  void  of  ruth* 

Van  Balen  was  the  painter  of  the  picture  of  the  "  Madonna  and 
Child'*  which  Mrs.  FitzGerald  (Edward  FitzGeiuid^s  mother)  had 
given  to  Barton  and  for  which  he  expressed  his  thanks  in  a  poem. 

The  artist  who  painted  Lamb  recently  was  Henry  Meyer 
(1782?-!  847),  the  portrait  being  that  which  serves  as  frontispiece 
to  Vol.  VL  of  this  edition.  See  opposite  page  728  for  a  reproduc- 
tion  of  "  The  Young  Catechist^"  which  Meyer  also  engiuved*  with 
Lamb's  vei^ies  attached.] 


LETTERS  394  AND  396 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 

[No  date.     End  of  May,  1827.] 

! 

DEAR  H,  in  the  forthcoming  "  New  Monthly  '*  are  fco  be  verses 
of  mine  on  a  Picture  about  Angels.     Translate  em  to  the 
Table-book.     I  am  off  for  Enfield. 

Yours,         C,  L* 

Note 

[Written  on  the  back  of  the  XXI.  Garrick  Extracts,  The  poem 
■* Angel  Help"  was  printed  in  the  New  Monthly  Magazine  for 
June  and  copied  by  Hone  in  the  Tahle-Book^  No,  24*  1827.] 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 

[No  date,    June,  1837.] 

DEAR  Hone»  I  should  like  this  in  your  next  book.     We  are  at 
Enfield,  where  (when  we  have  solituded  awhile)  we  shall  be 
glad  to  see  you.  Yours, 

C.  Laicb. 


LETTERS 


M.  LAMB 


Note 


[This  was  written  on  the  back  of  the  MS.  of  "Going  or  Gone" 
(see  Vol.  v.,  page  70),  a  poem  of  reminiscences  of  Lamb's  earlr 
Widford  days,  printed  in  HoDe'»  Table-Book^  June»  1S£7,  signed 
Elia.] 


LETTER  S96 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 


Enfietdi  and  for  some  w^eks  t9  « 


DEAR  B,  B* — ftie  word  more  of  the  picture  rer»ei^  and 
for  good  and  all ;  pmy,  with  a  neat  pen  alter  one  line 


to 


HUleftrning 


to  Uy  flitiali  strcM  on 


Hi&  leaining  lays  no  mighty 


on 


to  avoid  the  unseemly  recmrence  (ungrammatical  also)  of  "  seems 
in  the  next  line,  besides  the  nonsence  of  "  but  '*  there,  as  it  oo**^ 
stands.     And  I  request  you»  as  a  pericmal  favor  to  me,  to  erase  tl»^ 
last  line  of  all,  which  I  should  never  have  written  from  myself,     Tb^ 
fact  is,  it  was  a  silly  joke  of  Hood's,  who  gave  me  the  frame,  (yo'J 
judg'd  rightly  it  was  not  its  own)  with  the  remai'k  that  yoa  woul^ 
like  itj  because  it  was  b — d  b — d^ — and  I  lugg'd  it  in :  but  I  sliall  b^ 
quite  hurt  if  it  stands,  because  tho*  you  and  youri  have  too  good 
sense  to  object  to  it,  I  would  not  have  a  sentence  of  mine  seen,  that 
to  any  foolish  ear  might  sound  unrespectful  to  thee.     Let  it  end  at 
appalling  ;    the  joke  is  coarse  and  useless,  and  hurts  the  tone  of 
the  rest.     Take  your  best  '*  ivory-handled  "  and  scrape  it  fortk 

Your  specimen  of  what  you  might  have  written  is  hardly  fair. 
Had  it  been  a  present  to  me,  I  should  have  taken  a  more  senti- 
mental tone  ;  but  of  a  trifle  from  me  it  was  my  cue  to  speak  in  an 
underish  tone  of  commendation.  Prudent  givers  (what  a  word  for 
such  a  nothing)  disparage  their  gifts  ;  'tis  an  art  we  have.  So  you 
see  you  wouldnt  have  been  so  wrong,  taking  a  higher  tone.  But 
enough  of  nothing. 

By  the  bye,  I  suspet-ted  M.  of  being  the  disparager  of  the  fi^me ; 
hence  a  certain  line. 

For  the  frame,  'tis  as  the  room  is,  where  it  hongs.  It  hung  up 
fmnting  my  old  txjbwebby  folios  and  battered  furniture  (the  fruit 
piece  hm  resum'd  ib^  place)  and  was  much  better  than  a  spick  and 
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span  one.  Bat  if  your  room  be  very  neat  and  your  other  pictwres 
bright  with  gilt,  it  should  be  so  too.  I  can't  judge,  not  having 
i^n  :  but  my  dingy  study  it  suited. 

Martinis  Belshazzar  (the  picture)  I  have  seen*  Its  axchitectuml 
effect  is  stupendous  ;  but  the  human  figures,  the  squalling  contorted 
little  antics  that  are  playing  at  being  frightend,  like  children  at  a 
aham  ghost  who  half  know  it  to  be  a  mask,  are  detestable.  Then 
the  letters  are  nothing  mqre  than  a  transparency  lighted  up,  such 
as  a  Lord  might  order  to  be  lit  up  on  a  sudden  at  a  Xmas 
Gambol,  to  scare  the  ladies.  The  type  is  as  plain  as  Baskervil'a — 
they  should  have  been  dim,  full  of  mystery,  letters  to  the  mind 
rather  than  the  eye, — Rembrandt  has  painted  only  Belshazzar  and 
a  courtier  or  two  (taking  a  part  of  the  banquet  for  the  whole)  not 
fribbled  out  a  mob  of  fine  folks.  Then  every  thing  is  so  distinct^  to 
the  very  necklaces,  and  that  foolish  little  prophet.  What  ons  point 
is  there  of  interest  ?  The  ideal  of  such  a  subject  is,  that  you  the 
spectator  should  see  nothing  but  what  at  the  time  you  would  have 
seen,  the  hand — and  the  King — not  to  be  at  leisure  to  make 
taylor-remarks  on  the  dresses,  or  Doctor  Kitchener-like  to  examine 
the  good  things  at  table* 

Just  such  a  confusd  piece  is  his  Joshua,  fritterd  into  1000  frag- 
ments, little  armies  here,  little  anni^  there — you  should  see  only  the 
Sun  and  Joshua  ;  if  I  remember,  he  has  not  left  out  that  luminary 
entirely^  but  for  Joshua,  I  wa^^  ten  minutes  a  finding  him  out. 

Still  he  is  showy  in  all  that  is  not  the  human  figure  or  the  preter- 
natural interest :  but  the  first  are  below  a  drawing  school  girl's 
attainment^  and  the  last  is  a  phantasmagoric  trick,  ''  Now  you  shaJI 
see  what  you  shall  see,  dare  is  Balshazar  and  dare  is  DanieL" 
You  have  my  thoughts  of  M.  and  so  adieu  €,  Lamb. 


Note 

[Lamb  had  sent  Barton  the  picture  (now  in  the  posBession  of 
Mix,  Edmund  Lyons)  that  is  reproduced  in  Vol.  V,  of  this  edition, 
and  again  here,     Later  Lamb  had  sent  the  following  lines :— > 

When  list  you  left  your  Woodbridge  pretty. 

To  stare  at  sigfhts,  and  &ee  the  City, 

If  I  your  meaning  understood, 

You  wish'd  a  Ptciurc^  cheap,  but  good  ; 

The  colouring  ?  decent  ;  cleat,  not  muddy  ; 

To  tuit  a  Poet's  quiet  study. 

Where  Books  and  Prinii  fot  delectation 

Hanf^,  rathef  than  vain  ostentation. 

The  subject  ?  what  I  plea&ed,  if  comely  ; 

But  something  scfiptural  and  hoinely : 

h  sober  Piece,  not  gay  or  wanton, 

For  winter  fire-ddes  to  descant  on  ; 
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The  theme  sq  scrupulously  handled, 

A  Quaker  might  look  on  tiitseandal'd ; 

Such  a*  might  satisfy  Ann  Knight, 

And  classic  Mitford  just  not  fright. 

Just  fiuch  a  one  IVe  found,  and  $end  it ; 

If  liked,  I  give— if  not,  but  lend  it* 

The  moral  ?  nothing  can  be  sounder. 

The  fable  }  *ti$  its  own  expounder — 

A  Mother  teaching  to  her  Chit 

Some  good  book,  and  explaining  it. 

He,  silly  urchin,  tired  of  lesson, 

Hi$  learning  seems  to  lay  small  stress  OtU 

But  seems  to  hear  not  what  he  hears ; 

Thrusting  his  fingers  in  his  ear«t 

Ltke  Obstinate,  that  perverse  fijnny  one, 

In  honest  parable  of  Bunyan, 

His  working  Sister,  more  sedate, 

Listens;  but  in  a  kind  of  state, 

The  painter  meant  for  steadiness  ] 

But  has  a  tinge  of  sullenness  ; 

And,  at  first  sight,  she  seems  to  brook 

As  ill  her  needJe,  as  he  his  book. 

This  is  the  Picture,     For  the  Frame— 

*Tis  not  ill-suited  to  the  same  ; 

Oak -carved,  not  gilt,  for  fear  of  falling : 

Old-fa^hion'd  ;  plain,  yet  not  appalling  ; 

And  broad  brimm'd,  as  the  Owner's  Calling. 

It  was  not  Obstinate^  by  the  way,  who  thrust  his  Angers  in 
earsj  but  Ckristiao. 

"  Hence  a  certain  line  '* — line  16,  I  suppose. 

Martin's  "  BeiahazKar,"  '*  BebhazKar's  Feasts'*  by  John  Martin 
(1789-1854),  reproduced  opposite  page  450  of  VoL  IL,  had  been 
exhibited  for  some  years  and  had  created  an  immeuae  impresstoti. 
Lamb  subjected  Martin's  work  to  a  minute  analysis  a  few  years 
later  (see  the  Elia  essay  on  the  "  Barrenness  of  the  Imaginative 
Faculty  in  the  Productions  of  Modem  Art,"  VoL  IL,  page  226). 
Martb's  "Joshua  Commanding  the  Sun  to  Stand  Still"  is  there 
reproduced  also»  opposite  page  452.  Barton  did  not  |:ive  up  Martin 
in  consequence  of  this  letter*  The  frontispiece  to  his  New  Tear's 
Eve,  1828,  is  by  that  painter,  and  the  volume  contains  eulogisticj 
poems  upon  him,  one  oeginning — 

Boldest  painter  of  our  day, 

"Baskervifs" — John  Baslcerville  (1706-1775),  the  printer,  famous 
for  his  folio  edition  of  the  Bible,  1763. 

Doctor  William  Kitchiner — the  [author  of  Apici^is  Redivivti9;_ 
or,  The  Cook's  Oracle,  1817,] 
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LETTER  397 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON 

[f^m.  June  afi,  iSaj,] 

DEAK  H,  C.  We  are  at  Mrs.  Leishman's,  Chase,  Enfield. 
Why  not  come  down  by  the  Green  Lanes  on  Sunday? 
Picquet  aJJ  day.  Pass  the  Churchy  pass  the  "Rising  Sun,"  turn 
iharp  round  the  corner^  and  we  are  the  6th  or  7th  house  on  the 
Chase  :  tall  Elms  darken  the  door.  If  you  set  eyes  on  M.  Bumey, 
bring  him. 

Youi»  truly        C,  Lamb. 

Note 

[Mrs.  Leisbman^s  bouse,  or  its  successor,  is  the  seventh  from  the 
Rising  Sun,  It  is  now  on  Gentleman's  Row,  not  on  Chase  Side 
proper.  The  house  next  it — still,  as  in  Lamb's  day,  a  girrs  school 
^is  called  Elm  House,  but  most  of  the  elms  which  darkened  both 
doors  have  vanished.  It  has  been  surmised  that  when  later  in  the 
year  Lamb  took  an  Enfield  house  in  his  own  namc^  he  took  Mrs* 
Leishman^s;  but,  as  we  shall  see,  his  own  bouse  was  some  little 
distance  &om  hers.] 


LETTER  398 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 

(No  date.     Early  July.  1S37O 

DEAR  H.,  This  is  Hood's,  done  from  the  life,  of  Mary  getting 
over  a  style  here.  Mary,  out  of  a  pleasant  revenge,  wants 
jou  to  get  it  engraved  in  Table  Book  to  surprise  H.,  who  I  know 
*iJ)  be  amus'd  with  you  so  doing* 

Append  some  observations  about  the  awkwardn^s  of  country 
styles  about  Edmonton,  and  the  difficulty  of  elderly  Ladies  getting 
oyer  %m~ 

Th&t  is  to  aay,  if  you  think  the  sketch  good  enough. 

I  take  on  myself  the  warranty. 

Can  you  slip  down  here  some  day  and  go  a  Green*dragoning  ? 

C.  L- 

Snfidd  (Mrm.  Lclthman's,  Chase). 

If  you  do,  send  Hood  the  number,  No,  t  Robert  St.,  Adelphi^ 
^  kfep  the  sketch  for  me.  t 
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Note 

[**TTm"  was  a  drawing  by  Hood,  reproduced  on  page  SI  4  of  Vol* 
L  of  this  edition,  where  tt  repTBsents  Mrs,  Gilpin  resting  near 
Edmonton.     1  repeat  the  drawing  here  from  the  Ttible-Book:- 

>55 


l;i. 


Lamb   subsequent l^v  appended    the   observatioas    him^lf     ' 
text  of  his  little  article,  changing  Mary  Lamb  into  Mrs*  Gilpifl 
follows  in  Mr.   Locker- Lam pson's  album.     The  postmark   is 
17,  1827.] 

LETTER  399 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

£n6dd.     pm.  July  £7,  183(7]. 

DEAR  M.  Thanks  for  your  attentions  of  every  kind,  Emma 
will  not  fail  Mrs*  Hood^s  kind  invitation,  but  her  Aunt  ia 
BO  queer  a  one,  that  we  cannot  let  her  go  with  a  single  gentle- 
man singly  to  Vauxhall ;  she  would  withdmw  her  from  us  altogether 
in  ft  fright ;  but  if  any  of  the  Hood's  family  accompany  you,  tbea 
there  can  be  small  objection.  * 
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I  have  beeo  writiog  letteiB  till  too  dark  to  see  the  marki.     I 

can  just  say  we  shall  he  happy  to  see  you  any  Sunday  after  th^ 

ithexi:  say,  the  Sunday  after,  and  perhaps  the  Hoods  will  come 

too  and  liave  a  merry  other  clay,  before  they  go  hence*     But  next 

i  Sundav  we  expert  as  many  as  we  can  well  entertain. 

UWith  onis  and  Etnina's 
acknowlgm^ 
yours 
Nora 

I  [The  earliest  of  a  long  series  of  letter*  to  Edward  Moxon,  now 
preserved  at  Rowfant  by  Mr.  Godfrey  Locker- La uipson.  Emma 
IsoWs  aunt  was  Miss  Humphreys  (see  Letter  S53),] 


LETTER  400 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  P.  a  PATMORE 

[Dated  at  end:  July  xg,  1827.] 

DEAR  P- — ^I  am  so  poorly  \  I  have  been  to  a  funeral,  where 
I  made  a  pun,  to  the  consternation  of  the  rest  of  the 
inoumers.  And  we  had  wine.  I  can't  describe  to  you  the  howl 
*hich  the  widow  set  up  at  proper  intervals.  Dash  could,  for  it  was 
not  unlike  what  he  mak^. 

The  letter  I  sent  you  was  one  directed  to  the  care  of  E,  White, 
Wia  House,  for  Mrs,  Hazlitt.  Which  Mrs,  Hazlitt  I  don't  yet 
bow,  but  A,  ha^  taken  it  to  France  on  speculation.  Really  it 
is  embarra&ting.  There  L^  Mn*.  present  H.,  Mrs.  late  H.,  and  Mrs. 
•lohn  H,,  and  to  which  of  the  three  Mrs,  Wiggins's  it  appertains^  I 
don't  know.     I  wanted  to  open  it,  but  ifs  tiBUBportation, 

I  am  sorry  you  are  plagued  about  your  book.  I  would  strongly 
reeommend  you  to  take  for  one  story  Massinger's  **  Old  Law."  It 
i«tiquisite,     I  can  think  of  no  other. 

Baah  is  frightful  this  morning.  He  whines  and  stands  up  on  his 
^ifld  tegs.  He  misses  Beckey,  who  h  gone  to  town,  I  took  him  to 
Bamet  the  other  day,  and  he  couldn't  eat  his  victuals  after  it>  Pray 
God  hk  intellectuals  be  not  slipping. 

Mary  ia  gone  out  for  some  soles.  I  suppose  'tis  no  use  to  ask  you 
to  come  and  partake  of  'em  ;  else  there's  a  steam-v^sel. 

I  am  doing  a  tragi -comedy  in  two  acts,  and  have  got  on  toler- 
^\y\  hot  it  will  be  refused,  or  worse.  I  never  had  luck  with  any- 
thing my  name  was  put  to. 
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Oh,  I  am  so  poorly!  I  waked  it  at  my  cousin's  the  txyokbinder's^ 
who  is  now  with  God  ;  or,  if  he  is  not,  it's  no  fault  of  mine. 

We  hope  the  Frank  wines  do  not  disagree  with  Mrs.  Patmore.  By^j 
the  wayt  I  like  her*  ^M 

Did  you  ever  taste  frogs  ?  Get  thein^  if  you  can.  They  are  like" 
little  Lilliput  rabbits^  onJy  a  thought  nicer. 

Christ,  how  sick  I  am  \ — not  of  the  world,  but  of  the  widow's 
shrub.  She's  sworn  under  ^6000,  but  I  think  she  perjured  hereelf. 
She  howls  in  E  la^  emd  I  comfort  her  in  B  flat.  You  understand 
music  ?  ,  .  , 

"  No  shrimps  I  "  (That's  in  answer  to  Mar/s  question  about  how 
the  soles  are  to  be  done.)  ^d 

I  am  uncertain  where  this  wandering  letter  may  reach  you^^^ 
What  you  mean  by  Poste  Restante,  God  knows,  Eki  you  mean  I  ^ 
must  pay  the  post^^ge  ?     So  I  do  to  Dover. 

We  had  a  merry  passage  with  the  widow  at  the  Commons.  She 
was  howling — part  howling  and  part  giving  directions  to  the 
proctor — when  cmsh  I  down  went  my  sister  through  a  cxazj  chair, 
and  made  the  clerks  grin,  and  I  grinned,  and  the  widow  tittered — 
and  then  I  knew  that  she  was  not  inconsolable,  Mary  was  more 
frightened  than  hurt. 

She'd  make  a  good  match  for  anybody  (by  she,  I  mean  the 
widow). 


"  If  he  bring  but  a  tmU^I  away, 

He  U  liappy,  nor  heard  to  complain.'* 


SheH  STONE. 


Procter  has  got  a  wen  growing  out  at  the  nape  of  his  neck,  which 
his  wife  wants  him  to  have  cut  off;  but  I  thinK  it  rather  an  agree^ 
able  excrescence — like  his  poetry — redundant.     Hone  has  haj 
himself  for  debt.     Godwin  was  taken  up  for  picking  pockets. 
Beckey  takes  to  bad  courses.     Her  father  was  blown  up  in  a  si 
machine.    The  coroner  found  it  Insanity^     I  should  not  like  him  to 
sit  on  my  letter,  ^ 

Do  you  observe  my  direction  ?     Is  it  Gallic  ? — Classical  ?  fl 

Do  try  and  get  some  frogs.  You  must  ask  for  "  grenouilles  ** 
(green-eels).  They  don't  understand  "  frogSj"  though  it's  a  common 
pnrase  with  us.  ^^H 

If  you  go  through  BuUoign  (Boulogne)  enquire  if  old  Godfrey  in^ 
living,  and  how  he  got  home  from  the  Crusades,    He  must  be  a  very 
old  man  now.  ^ 

If  there  is  auything  new  in  politico  or  literature  in  France^  '^^^ijfl 
it  till  I  see  you  again^  for  I'm  in  no  hurry.     Chatty-Briaat  is  well 
I  hope. 

I  think  I  have  no  more  news ;  only   give  both  our  lovea  (**all 
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thiee^"  says  Dash)  to  Mra*  Pat  mope,  and  bid  her  get  quite  well,  as 
I  am  at  present,  bating  qualoiB,  and  the  grief  incident  to  losing  a 
valuable  rdatioii.  C.  L. 


Londrcs,  July  19, 1827. 


NOTK 


[This  is  from  Patmore's  My  Friends  and  Acquaintances^ 
1854 ;  but  I  have  no  confidence  in  Patmore's  traascnption.  After 
** picking  pockets"  should  come,  for  example,  accoruing  to  other 
editors,  the  sentence,  "  Moxon  has  fallen  in  love  with  Emmas  our 
nut-brown  maid  "  This  is  the  first  we  hear  of  the  circumstance  and 
quite  probably  I^mh  was  then  exaggerating*  As  it  happened, 
however,  Moxou  and  Miss  Isola,  as  we  shall  see,  were  manned  in 
1833* 

We  do  not  know  the  name  of  the  widow ;  but  her  husband  was 
Lamb*s  cousin^  the  book  binder. 

The  doubt  about  the  Hazlitts  refer*  chieflj  to  William  Hazlitt's 
divorce  from  his  firat  wife  in  182^^  and  his  remarriage  in  1824  with 
a  Mrs.  Bridge  water, 

*'  Your  bcHik,**  Patmore,  in  My  Friends  and  Acquaintances^* 
writes : — 

This  refers  to  a  scries  of  tales  that  I  was  wtiting,  (since  pyblished  under  the  title 
^tCkatsworth^  or  iki  R&matut  0/^  Week^)  for  the  subject  of  one  of  which  he  ha<l 
recommended  me  to  taki:  '*  The  Old  Law."  As  Lamb's  critical  faculties  (as  dts- 
played  in  the  celebrated  "  specimens  **  which  created  an  era  in  the  dramatic  taste  of 
England]  weic  not  Burpasijed  by  those  of  any  WTiter  of  his  day^  the  reader  may  tike 
to  see  a  few  *'  specimens  "  of  some  notes  which  Lamb  toolc  the  pains  to  make  on 
two  of  the  talcs  that  were  shown  to  him.  I  give  these  the  rather  that  there  is 
isceaatonally  blended  with  their  critical  nicety  of  tact*  a  drollery  that  is  very  charac* 
ttiifiiic  of  the  writer.  1  shall  leave  these  notes  and  verbal  ciiticisms  to  speak  for 
lbero*eJve«,  after  merely  explaining  that  they  aie  written  on  separate  bits  of  paper ^ 
each  note  having  a  numerical  reference  to  that  page  of  the  MS.  in  which  occurs  the 
ptssage  commented  on, 

**  Besides  the  words  '  riant '  and  '  Euphrosynet'  the  sentence  is  senseless,  '  A 
f*eet  sadness  '  capable  of  inspiring  '  a  more  gravf  joy  * — than  what  ? — than 
demonstrations  of  mirth  ?  Odd  if  it  had  not  been,  I  had  once  a  Ufty  auni,  which 
miy  make  me  dislike  the  phrase, 

** '  Fleasitrable ;  * — no  word  is  good  that  Is  awkward  to  speU.  (Query,)  Welcome 
Of  Joyous, 

'^*SUa^y  tilf*positsnon  rather  than  undaunUd  courage,*  etc^  The  two  things  sue 
not  opposed  enough.     You  mean,  rather  than  rash  fire  of  valour  in  action, 

*'*  Looking  like  a  heifer,*  I  fear  wont  do  in  prose,  (QyO  *  ^t^^  to  some  spotless 
heifet/— oTj  *th3t  you  might  have  compared  her  to  some  spotless  heifer/ etc.— or 
'like  to  some  sacrificial  heifer  of  old/  I  should  prefer,  *  garlanded  with  Bowers 
i»  for  a  sacrifice  '^and  cut  the  cow  altogether, 

■*  (Say)  *  Like  the  muttering  of  some  strange  spdl/ — omitting  the  demon^ — they 
ail  tit^eci  to  spellst  they  don't  use  them* 

'*  *  Feud  '  here  (and  before  and  after)  is  wrong,     (Say)  old  malice,  or,  difference, 
^^  is  of  clans.     It  might  be  applied  to  family  quarrels,  but  is  quite  improper  to 
individuaJs  Calling  out* 
*"  *  Apathetic/     Vile  word, 
?0L,  VIL — 49 
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^'  ^  Mecbanically/ laugh  l^lneeniibiy — iEivoZuntanly — ta^nyti)iiig4y  but  mechani- 
cally. 

^*  Call  an  ax's  character  should  be  somewhere  brie  By  dratMn^  not  teft  lo  be  dr; 
caliy  inferred. 

*'  ♦  Surprised  and  almosi  vexed  while  it  troubled  her  J    (Awkward.)     Better,  *  in 
way  that  while  it  deeply  troubled  her,  could  not  but  surprise  and  vcJt  her  to  tl 
It  should  be  a  source  of  trouble  at  all/ 

*"  *  Reaction  *  is  vile  slangs     *  Phyeicat  '-*vile  word, 

**  Decidedly,  Dorigen  should  simply  propose  to  him  to  remove  the  rocks  ai  ugl 
or  dangi-rous^  not  as  afTccting  her  with  (ears  for  her  husband.  The  idea  of  h _ 
husband  should  be  excluded  froni  a  promise  which  is  meant  to  be  frank  upon  im« 
po8S»blc  conditions.  She  cannot  promise  in  one  breath  infidelity  to  him,  and  make 
the  conditions  a  good  to  him,  Her  reason  for  hating  the  rocks  is  good,  but  not  tg 
be  expressed  here» 

**  Insert  after  *  to  whatever  consequences  it  might  Icad/^ — *  Neither  had  ArvifJ 
been  disposed  to  interpose  a  husband^s  authority  to  prevent  the  execution  of 
ritsh  vow,  was  he  unmindful  of  that  older  and  more  solemn  vow  which,  in  the  dayi 
of  ihcir  marriage,  he  had  imposed  upon  himself^  in  no  instant^e  to  control  the  settled 
purpose  or  determination  of  his  wedded  wife : — so  that  by  the  chains  of  a  double 
contract  he  seemed  bound  to  abide  by  her  decision  in  this  instance,  whate\'er  it 
might  be' " 

"  A  tra^i-conieclv  " — Lamb*s  duBbtnatic  version  of  Crabbers  "  Con 
fidante,'*  whkh  he  called  "  The  Wife's  Trial "  (see  Vol  V.  of  1  ' 
edit  ion). 

.    "  If  he  bring  but  a  relict  away  -  .  ,"     From  Shenstone's  **  Al 
sence"; — 

If  he  bear  but  a  relique  away 
Is  hAppy,  nor  heard  to  repine. 

**  Ptt>cter  has  got  a  wen  "     This  paragraph  must  be  taken  wit 
salt.     Poor  Hone,  however^  had  the  rules  of  the  King's  Bench  \ 
tht!  time.     Beckey  was  the  Latnbs'  senraot  and  tyrant ;  she   ha 
[been  Haditt's.     Patmore  descril)€d  her  at  some  length  in  his  i 
i  tntni^cences  of  Lamb. 

**  Chatty- Bnant  "^ — Chateaubriand  J 


LETTER  401 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MES.  PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY 

Enfield,  July  aSth,  1827. 

DEAR  Mm.  Shelley,^ — At  the  risk  of  throwing  away  some  fine 
thoughts,  I  must  write  to  say  how  pleased  we  were  with  your 
¥tTy  kind  remembeiing  of  us  (who  have  unkindly  run  away  from  all 
our  ftiends)  before  you  go.  Perhaps  you  are  gone,  and  Uien  my 
ttQfm  «ie  waated.  If  any  piece  of  better  fortune  has  lighted  upon 
mil  tliaii  jou  latprctedt  but  less  than  we  w^ish  you^  we  are  rejoiced. 
We  aiv  here  tiying  to  hke  sohtude^  but  have  dcaree  enough  to  justify 
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the  experiment.  We  get  some,  however.  The  six  days  are  our 
Sabbsth ;  the  seventh* — why^  Cockneys  will  come  for  a  little  frerfi 
air,  and  so — 

But  by  yawr  mtmtk,  or  October  at  furthest,  we  hope  to  see 
Islington  :  I  like  a  giant  refreshed  with  the  leaving  off  of  wine^ 
and  Mary,  pining  for  Mr.  Moxon's  books  and  Mn  Moxon's  society* 
Then  we  shall  meet. 

1  am  bu»y  with  a  farce  in  two  atrts,  the  incidents  tragi-comic, 
I  can  do  the  dialogue  cotri'mey  for :  but  tht*  damned  plot — I  believe 
I  must  omit  it  altogether.  The  scenes  come  after  one  another  like 
geese,  not  maishalling  like  cranes  or  a  Hyde  Park  review.  The 
ftory  is  aa  simple  as  G[eorge]  D[yer],  and  the  language  plain  as  his 
spouse.  The  charactern  are  three  women  to  one  man  ;  whicli  is  one 
more  than  laid  hold  on  him  in  the  **  Evangely."  I  think  that 
prophecy  squinted  towards  my  draina, 

I  want  some  Howard  Paine  to  sketch  a  skeleton  of  artfully  suc- 
ceeding scenes  through  a  whole  play,  a;*  the  courses  are  arranged  in 
Up  cookery  book  :   1  to  find  wit,  passion,  sentiment,  character,  and  the 
like  trifles  :  to  lay  in  the  dead  coIouib,— rd  Titianescjue  'em  up  : 
to  mark  the  channel  in  a  cheek  (smooth  or  furrowed,  youra  or  mine), 
and  where  tears  should  course  I'd  draw  the  waters  down  i  to  say 
where  a  joke  should  come  in  or  a  pun  l>e  left  out :  to  bring  my 
pfrsonof  on  and  off  like  a  Beau  Nash  ;  and  Td  Frankenstein  them 
Ihere :   to  bring  three  together  on  the  stage  at  once ;  they  are  so 
ihv  with  me,  that  I  can  get  no  more  than  two  ;  and  there  they  stand 
till  it  i^  the  time,  without  being  the  season,  to  withdraw  them. 

I  am  teaching  Emma  Latin  to  qualify  her  for  a  superior  governess- 
thip;  which  we  see  no  prospect  of  her  getting,  ^Tis  like  feeding  a 
dutd  with  chopjietl  hay  from  a  spoon.  Sisyphus — his  laboui^s  were 
*s  nothing  to  it. 

Actives  and  passives  jostle  in  her  nonsenise,  till  a  deponent  enters, 
like  Chaos,  more  to  embroil  the  fray.  Her  prepositions  are  sup- 
potfltions  ;  her  conjunctions  copulative  have  no  connection  in  them  ; 
ber  concordii  disagree  i  her  interjections  are  purely  English  *'  Ah  I  '* 
^d  "  Oh !  "  with  a  vawn  and  a  gape  in  the  same  tongue ;  and  she 
herself  is  a  lazy,  block-heatlly  supine.  As  I  say  to  her,  ass  in 
P^mmnti  ranely  makes  a  wise  man  in  futuro. 

But  I  daresay  it  was  so  with  you  when  you  began  Latin,  and  a 
good  while  after. 
Good-by  !     Mary's  love. 
Yours  trulys  C.  Lamb. 

Note 

[This  is  the  only  letter  to  Mtb,  Shelley,  mk  Mary  WoUstonecraft 
Godwin,  the  widow  of  the  poet  and  the  author  of  Frankenstein. 
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She  had  been  living  in  England  since  18^3  j  and  in  18^6  had  issued 
anonymously  The  Last  Man.  That  she  kept  much  in  touch  with 
the  Lambs'  affairs  we  know  by  her  letters  to  Leigh  Hunt. 

"A  farce"— '* The  Wife's  Trial,"  Lamb's  blank-verse  treatroeit  I 
of  Crabbers  *' Confidante"  (see  Vol,  V^  page  243).     GomTne^for  ia 
Latnb*s  comme  il  faut 

"  In  the  '  Evangely/  "  If  by  Evangely  he  meant  Gospel,  Lamb 
was  a  little  confused  here,  I  think.  Probably  Isaiah  iv.  1  was  in 
his  mind :  "  and  in  that  day  seven  women  shall  take  hold  of  one 
man."     But  he  may  also  have  half  remembered  Luke  xvii-  SB, 

"  Howard  Faine.'*     See  note  on  page  576, 

"  I  am  teaching  Emma  Latin."  Mary  Lamb  contributed  to 
Blackwood*8  Magazine  for  June,  18S9,  the  following  little  poem 
describing  Emma  luola's  difficulties  in  these  lessons  i — 

TO  EMMA,  LEARNING  LATIN,  AND  DESPONDING 

Droop  not,  dear  Emma,  dry  those  falHng  t«ar», 

And  call  up^  smites  into  thy  pallid  facei, 

Pallid  and  care- worn  with  thy  arduous  race; 

In  few  brief  months  thou  ha^t  done  the  work  of  years. 

To  young  beginnings  natural  lure  these  f<^ars. 

A  right  good  scholar  shalt  thou  one  day  be. 

And  that  no  distant  one ;  when  even  she^ 

Who  now  to  thee  a  star  far  off  appears, 

That  most  rare  Latin ist,  the  Northern  Maid — 

The  language -loving  Sarah  ^  of  the  Lake^ — 

Shall  ha* I  thee  Sister  Linguist.     This  will  make 

Thy  firiends,  who  now  afford  thee  careful  aid, 

A  recompense  most  rich  for  all  their  pains, 

Counting  thy  acquisiltons  thetr  best  gains. 

**  Ass  in  prcesenii"  This  was  Beyer's  joke,  at  Christ's  Hospital 
(see  Vol.  I.  of  this  edition,  page  305)/ 

Here  should  cotne  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Edward  Wbite,  of  the 
India  Hou«e,  dated  August  1,  1837,  not  available  for  this  edition 
(printed  by  Mr.  Haxlilt),  in  which  Lamb  has  some  pleasantrv  about 

E lying  postages,  and  ends  by  heaiiily  commending  White  to  mind 
s  ledger^  and  keep  his  eye  on  Mr,  C'liambers'  balances. 
See  Appendix  IL,  pSLge  91 B^  for  another  letter  at  this  time  J 

LETTER  402 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  BASIL  MONTAGU 

{Summef,  1837.] 
EAR  Madam^ — I  return  your  List  with  my  name.    I  should  be 


D 


sorry  that  any  respect  should  be  going  on  towards  [Clarkson,] 
and  I  be  left  out  of  the  conspiracy.     Otherwise  I  frankly  own  that 

*  Daughter  of  S.  T.  Colertdge^  Esq. ;  an  accomplished  linguisl  in  the  Greek  and 
Latin  tongues,  and  translatress  of  a  History  of  the  Abiponcs, 
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to  pillarize  a  man's  good  feelings  in  his  lifetime  is  not  to  mj  taste. 
Monuments  to  goodness,  even  after  death,  are  equivooil,  I  torn  away 
from  Ho  ward  ^s,  I  scarce  know  why.  Goodness  blows  no  trumpet^ 
nor  desires  to  have  it  blown.  We  should  be  modest  for  a  modest 
man— as  he  is  for  himself.  The  vanities  of  Life — Ail,  Poetry,  Skill 
miljtan%  are  subjects  for  trophies;  not  the  silent  thoughts  arising 
in  a  good  man's  mind  in  lonely  places.     Was  I  C[larkson,]  I  should 

never  be  able  to  walk  or  ride  near again.     Instead  of  bread, 

we  ai'e  giving  him  a  stone.  Instead  of  the  locality  recalling  the 
nobl^t  moment  of  his  existence^  it  is  a  place  at  which  his  friends 
(that  is,  himself)  blow  to  the  world,  "  What  a  good  man  is  he !  *'  1 
Bat  down  upon  a  hillock  at  Forty  Hill  yestemight^a  fine  eon- 
templative  evening, — with  a  thousand  good  speculations  about  man- 
kinci.  How  I  yearned  with  cheap  baievolencel  I  shall  go  and 
inquire  of  the  stone*cutter,  that  cuts  the  tombiton^  here,  what  a 
stone  with  a  short  inscription  will  cost  i  just  to  say — "  Here  C.  Lamb 
loved  his  brethren  of  mankind/*  Everybody  will  come  there  to  love< 
As  I  can't  well  put  my  own  name,  I  shall  put  about  a  subscription  : 

8.    d. 

Mrs. .  .50 

Procter        ,  ,26 

G.  Dyer       .  .10 

Mr.  Godwin  .     0    0 

Mrs.  Grt>dwm  *    0    0 

Mr.  Irving   .  ,  a  watch-chain. 

mw    /the  proceeds  of 

^"^^  '  *  1       Arst  edition* 


8  6 
1  scribble  in  haste  from  here,  where  we  shall  be  some  time.  Pray 
ret^uest  Mr.  M[ontagu]  to  advance  the  guinea  for  me,  which  shall 
fjdtkfully  be  forthcoming ;  and  pardon  me  that  I  don't  see  the  pro- 
posal in  quite  the  light  that  he  may.  The  kindness  of  his  motives^ 
*nd  bis  power  of  appi-eciating  the  noble  passage^  I  thoroughly  agree  in. 
With  most  kind  regards  to  him,  1  conclude, 

Dear  Madam^ 

Youis  truly, 

C.  Lahb. 

F^om  Mrs.  Leiihniaii% 
Cha&e,  Enfield. 

•  A  capital  book,  by  the  bye,  but  not  over  saleable. 
Note 
IThe  memorial  to  Thomas  Clarkson  stands  on  a  hill  above  Wade 
Miti,  on  the  Buritingford  Road,  in  Hertfordshire. 
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Forty  Hill  is  cloee  to  Enfield. 

Edward  Irvingfs  watch-chaiiL  The  explanation  of  Lamb^s  joke 
is  to  be  found  in  Carljle*^  RsminiBceneeB  (quoted  also  in  Froude'i 
Life^  Vol.  I.,  pa^  326).  Irving  had  put  down  as  bia  contribution 
to  eome  subscriptiun  list,  at  a  pubbc  meeting,  *'an  actual  gold 
w&tch,  which  he  said  had  just  arrived  to  him  from  hi»  beloved 
brotber  lately  dead  in  India."  This  rather  theatrical  action  had 
evidently  amused  I.^mb  as  it  bad  disgusted  C^arlyle, 

The  '* first  etlition"  of  "Mr. "  was,  I  suppoee)  Basil  Mon- 
tagu's work  on  Bacon,  which  Manmulay  reviewed  J 


LETTER  403 
MAHV  LAMB  TO  LADY  STODDART 


[August  g,  1837,] 

MY  dear  Lady-Friendj — My  brother  called  at  our  empty  cottage 
yesterday,  and  found  tbe  cards  of  your  son  and  his  friend, 
Mr.  Hine,  under  the  door ;  which  has  brought  to  my  mind  that  I 
am  in  danger  of  losing  this  post,  as  I  did  the  last,  being  at  that 
time  in  a  confused  state  of  mind — for  at  that  time  we  were  talking 
of  leavings  and  persuading  ourselves  that  we  were  intending  to  leave 
town  and  alJ  our  friends,  and  sit  down  forever,  solitar)-  and  forgotten, 
here.     Here  we  are ;  and  we  have  locked  up  our  house,  and  left  it 
to  take  care  of  itself;  but  at  pfesent  we  do  not  design  to  ertend 
our  rural  life  beyond  Michaelmas.     Your  kind  letter  was  most  wel- 
come to  me,  though  the  good  news  contained  in  it  was  already 
known  to  me.     Accept  my  warmest  congratulations,  though  they 
come  a  little  of  the  latest.     In  my  next  I  may  probably  have  to  1 
hail  you  Grandmama  ;  or  to  felicitate  you  on  the  nuptiak  of  prettyl 
Mary,  who,  whatever  tbe  beaux  of  Malta  may  think  of  her,  I  cani 
only  remember  her  round  shining  face,  and  her  "  O  William ! "— •*  dean 
William  1  *'  when  we  visited  her  the  other  day  at  school.     Present! 
my  love  and  b^t  wishes — a  long  and  happy  married  life  to  dear 
Isabella^ — I  love  to  call  her  Isabella ;  but  m  truth,  having  left  your 
other  letter  in  town,  I  recollect  no  other  name  she  has.  U 

The  same  love  and  the  same  wishes^in  futuro— to  my  friend™ 
Mary,     Tell  her  that  her  "  dear  William  "  grows  taller,  and  improves 
in  manly  looks  and  manlike  behaviour  every  time  I  see  him.     What 
is  Henry  about  ?  and  what  should  one  wi^h  for  him  ?     If  he  be  in 
search  of  a  wife,  I  will  send  him  out  Emma  Isola. 

You  remember  Emma,  that  you  were  so  kind  as  to  invite  to  your 
ball  ?     She  is  now  with  us ;  and  I  am  moving  heaven  and  earth, 
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that  is  to  say^  I  am  pressing  the  matter  upon  all  the  veiy  few 
friends  I  have  that  are  likely  to  a^ist  roe  in  such  a  case,  to  get  her 
into  a  family  as  a  governess ;  and  Charleys  and  I  do  little  el &e  here 
than  teach  her  something  or  other  all  day  long. 

We  are  istri  ving  to  put  enough  Latin  into  her  to  enable  her  to 
b^n  to  teach  it  to  young  learners.  So  much  for  Emma — for  you 
are  so  fearfully  far  away,  that  I  fear  it  is  oselesii  to  implare  your 
patronage  for  her, 

I  have  not  heard  fmm  Mrs.  Ha^litt  a  long  time.  I  believe  she  is 
still  with  Hazlitt's  mother  in  Devonshire. 

I  expect  a  paccjuet  of  manuscript  from  you :  you  promised  me 
the  office  of  negotiating  with  booksellers,  ana  m  forth,  for  your  next 
work.  Is  it  in  good  forwardness  ?  or  do  you  grow  rich  and  indolent 
now  ?  It  is  not  ?iurprifiing  that  your  Maltese  story  should  find  its 
way  into  Malta ;  but  I  was  highly  pleased  with  the  idea  of  your 
pleasant  surpri.^  at  the  sight  of  it.  I  took  a  large  sheet  of  paper, 
m  order  to  leave  Charles  room  to  add  something  more  worth  tieaaing 
than  my  poor  mite. 
May  we  all  meet  again  once  more  ! 

M.  Lamb. 


LETTER  403  (continued) 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SIR  JOHN  STODDART 

DEAR  Knight — Old  Actjuatntance— *Tis  with  a  violence  to  the 
pure  irtiaginatian  (vide  the  "  Excursion  *^ passim)  that  I  can 
bring  myself  to  believe  I  am  writing  to  Dr.  Stoddart  oni^e  again,  at 
Malta.  But  the  deductions  of  severe  reason  wamsmt  the  proceeding. 
I  write  from  Enfield,  where  we  are  seriously  weighing  the  advantages 
of  dulness  over  the  over-excitement  of  too  much  company,  but  have 
not  y^t  come  to  a  conclusion*  What  is  the  news  ?  for  we  see  no 
paper  here  ;  perhaps  you  can  send  us  an  old  one  from  Malta,  Only,  I 
heard  a  butcher  in  the  market-place  whisper  ^mething  about  a  change 
of  ministry.  I  don't  know  who's  in  or  out^  or  care^  only  a^  it  might 
aflfect  you^  For  domestic  doings^  I  have  only  to  tell,  with  eattrenie 
Pegret,  that  poor  Ellsa  Fen  wick  (that  was) — Mrs.  Rutheifoi-d — is 
dead  ;  and  that  we  have  received  a  most  heart-broken  letter  from 
her  mother — left  with  four  grandchildren,  orphans  of  a  living 
icoundtel  lurking  about  the  pothouses  of  Little  Russell  Street, 
Landon  :  they  and  she — God  nelp  *em  I— at  New  York.  I  have 
just  received  Godwin's  third  volume  of  the  Repvilic^  which  only 
fmihm   to  the  eommencenient  of  the  Protectorate,     1    think  hie 


744         LETTERS  OF  C.  AKD  SL  LAMB      AogoBt 

means  to  wfin  it  out  to  bk  life's  tHiead.     Hane  too  seen  Feam's 
Anti'Tooke  f     I  am  do  judge  of  such  UsSd^ — joo  are ;  but  1  thinlj' 
it  very  clever  iocfeed.     U  I  kaew  your  b»k«eller,  IM  order  it  fo 
jou  at  a  ventoie  :  'tis  two  octafos^  LoDgmati  and  Co,     Or  do  you 
read  oow  ?    Tell  it  oot  in  the  Admimlt j  Comt,  bat  my  head  achas 
kestsmo  inno.     I  can  scarce  pomp  up  wonk^  moch  less  ideas,  con* 
gnious  to  be  sent  so  far.     Btit  yoor  son  must  have  this  by  to-night's 
post*      {Here  came  a  passage  relating  to  an  escapade  of  young 
Stoddart,   then   at  the  Charterhouse^  tcAtVA,  probably  through 
Lamb's    vnUrv^ntitm^  was   treated  leniently.      Lamb    helped 
Mm  with  his  vmpontion — Gray^a  "  Elegy  "  into  Greek  eUgiaes.] 
Manniii^  is  gone  to  Rome,  Naples^  ete^  probably  to  touch  at  Sicilj 
Malta,  Guernsey,  etc. ;  but  I  don^t  know  tne  map.    Hazlitt  is  residen  _ 
at  Park,  whence  he  pours  his  lampoons  in  safety  at  his  friends  in 
England,     He  has  his  boy  with  him.     I  am  teaching  Emma  Latin. 
By  the  time  you  can  answer  this,  she  will  be  qualified  to  instruct  voting 
ladies :  she  is  a  capital  English  reader  :  and  S.  T.  C.  acknowie  ' 
that  a  part  of  a  passage  in  Mi! ton  she  read  better  than  he, 

Crt  he  lead  bes^  her  part  being  the  shorter.     But,  seriously, 
dy  St (oblivious  pen,  that  was  about  to  write  Mrs.  !)  could 

hear  of  such  a  young  person  wanted  (she  smatters  of  French,  some 
Italian^  music  of  course),  we'd  send  our  lov^  by  hen  My  congratu- 
lations and  assurances  of  old  ^teein.  C.  1* 

Note 

[Stoddart  had  been  appointed  in  18£6  Chief-Justice  and  Justic 
of  the  Vice-AdmLralty  Court  in  Malta  and  had  been  knighted 
the  same  year.     His  daughter  Isabella  had  just  mamed,     Ladj 
Stoddart's  literar\^  efforts  did  not,  I  think,  reach  print. 

"The  deductions   of  severe  reason/'     See  the  quotation   fromjr 
Cottle  on  page  257.  ^| 

"A  change  of  ministry."     On  LiverpooFs  resignation  early  iii^T 
1827  Canning  had  been  called  in  to  form  a  new  Ministry,  which 
he  effected  by  an  alliance  with  the  Whigs. 

"Godwm's    Republic" — History   of   me    Camnwnwealth    of 
England^  in  four  volumes,  1824-1828. 

"Feam*s  Anti-Tooke^'-^Anii'Tooke ;  or.  An  Analysis  of 
PriTiciples  and  Bimciwre  of  Language  Exemplijied  in 
English  Tongue^  1824. 

"  Sestemo  vino  " — "  with  yesterday's  wine.'' 

Here  should  come  a  note  from  Lamb  to  Hone»  dated  August  10, 
1827,  in  which  Lamb  espresses  r^et  for  Matilda  Hone's  illne^.] 
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LETTER  404 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

DEAR  B.  B.— ^I  have  not  been  able  to  answer  you,  for  we 
have  had,  and  are  having  (I  just  snatch  a  moment X  our 
poor  quiet  retreat,  to  which  we  fled  frotii  society,  full  of  company, 
some  staying  with  us,  and  this  moment  a8  I  write  almost  a  heavy 
importation  of  two  old  Ladies  has  come  in.  Whither  can  I  take 
wing  from  the  oppression  of  human  faces?  Would  I  were  in 
a  wilderness  of  Apes^  tossing  cocoa  nuts  about,  grinning  and 
grinned  at  I 

Mitford  was  hoaxing  you  surely  about  my  Engraving,   'tis  a 
little  sixpenny  thing,  too  like  by  half,  in  which  the  draughtsman 
has  done  his  best  to  avoid  flattery.     There  have  been  2  eilitions  of 
it,  which  I  think  are  all  gone,  as  they  have  vanish 'd  from  the  win- 
dow where  they  hung^  a  print  shop^  comer  of  Great  and  Little  Queen 
Streets,  Lincolns  Inn  fields,  where  any  London  friend  of  yours  may 
inquire  for  it ;  for  I  am  (tho*  you  wanH  undersiaTid  it)  at  Enfield 
CMrs.  LeishmanX  Chase),     We  have  been  here  near  3  months,  and 
shall  stay  2  or  more,  if  people  will  let  us  alone,  but  they  persecute 
us  from  village  to  village.     So  don't  direct  to  Islington  again,  till 
fxjrther  notice 

I  am  trying  my  hand  at  a  Drama,  in  ^  acts,  founded  on  Oabbe's 
"Confidant,"  mutatis  mutandis. 

Yoy  like  the  Odyssey.  Did  you  ever  read  my  "  Adventures  of 
IHysses,"  founded  on  Chapman's  old  translation  of  it  ?  for  children 
fit  men.  Ch.  is  divine,  and  my  abridgment  has  not  quite  emptied 
Mm  of  his  divinity.     When  you  come  to  town  Til  show  it  you. 

You  have  well  described  your  old  fashioned  Grand -pate  mall  Hall 
1b  it  not  odd  that  ^y&ry  one's  earliest  recollections  are  of  some  such 
f\m.  I  had  my  Blakesware  (Blakeamoor  in  the  "London"). 
Nothing  fills  a  childs  mind  like  a  large  old  Maasion  [one  or  two 
^di  wafered  over];  better  if  un-or^partially -occupied  ;  peopled 
*Hh  the  spirits  of  deceased  members  of  [for]  the  County  and 
Justices  of  the  Quorum.  Would  I  were  buried  in  the  peopled 
"•olitude  of  one,  with  my  feelings  at  7  yeai^  old. 

Those  marble  busti*  of  the  Emperors,  they  seem'd  as  if  they  were 
^  stand  for  ever,  as  they  had  stood  from  the  living  days  of  Rome, 
""  that  old  Marble  Hall,  and  I  to  partake  of  their  permanency  ; 
^niity  iras,  while  I  thought  not  of  Time*  But  he  thought  of 
^j  md  they  are  toppled  down,  and  com  covers  the  spot  of  the 
^'oble  old  Dwelling  and  its  princely  gardens.     I  feel  like  a  grass- 
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hopper  that  chirping  about  the  grounds  escaped  his  scythe  only  by 
my  littleness.  Ev'n  now  he  is  whetting  one  of  his  sniallest  razors 
to  clean  wipe  me  out,  perhaps.     Well  I 

Note 

[**  My    Engraving " — Brook    Pulham's   caricature   (see   oppositej 
page  706), 

"You    have    well    described    your  ,  ,   .  Grand -paternal  I    HaU* 
Barton  wrote  the  following  account  of  this  house,  the  home  of 
step-grandfather   at  Tottenham  ;   but  1  do  not  know    whether 
is  the  same  that  Lamb  saw  : — 

My  most  delightful  recolJcctions  of  boyhood  are  connected  with  tbe  line  ol^ 
country-house  in  a  green  lane  diverging  from  the  high  rr>ad  which  runs  throug' 
Tottenham,     I  would  give  seven  years  of  life  as  it  now  is,  for  a  week  of  that  whk 
I  then  led.     It  was  a  large  old  house,  with  an  iron  palisade  and  a  pair  of  iron  gate 
in  front,  and  a  huge  stone  eagle  on  each  pier.     Leading  up  to  the  step«  by  wfeir' 
you  went  up  to  the  hall  door,  was  a  wide  gravel  walk|  bordered  in  summer  time  I 
huge  tubs,  in  which  were  orange  and  lemon  trees,  and  in  the  centre  of  the  graa 
plot  stood  a  tub  yet  huger,  holding  an  enormous  aloe.     The  hall  itself,  to  my  tanc 
then  lofly  and  wide  as  a  cathedral  would  seem  now,  was  a  famous  place  for  batl^ 
dore  and  shuttlecock ;  and  behind  was  a  garden,  equal  to  that  of  old  Alcinous  bin 
self-     My  favourite  walk  was  one  of  turf  by  a  long  straight  pond*  bordered  wjd__ 
lime-trecfi.     But  the  whole  demesne  was  the  fairy  ground  of  my  childhood;  and 
its  preBiding  genius  was  grandpapa.     He  must  have  bocn  a  very  handsome  man  in 
his  youth,  for  1  remember  him  at  nearly  eighty,  a  very  ftne-lookin^  one,  even  in 
the  decay  of  mind  and  body.     In   the  morning  a  velvet  cap;  by  dmner,  a  flaatcn 
wig;  bis  features  always  expressive  of  benignity  and  pTacid  cheerfulness.     Whees 
he  walked  out  into  the  garden,  his  cocked  hat  and  amber^headed  carte  completed 
his  costume.      To  the  recollection  of  this  delightful  personage,  !  am,  I  think,  in- 
debted for  many  soothing  and  pleasing  associations  with  old  age.  m 

"Those  marble  busts  of  the   Emperors,"      See  the  Elia  esiay 
*'  Blakesmoor  hi  H ^shirej"  in  Vol.  IL  of  th^  editioru  page  153. 


LETTER  405 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

aStb  of  Aug*,  iSt7. 
I  have  left  a  place  for  a  wafer,  but  can't  find  it  again. 

DEAR  B,  B. — I  am  tliankful  to  you  for  your  ready  compliance 
with  uiy  wishes.  Emma  is  delighted  with  your  ver^s^^  i^ 
which  I  have  appended  this  notice  "  The  6th  line  refers  to  the  child 
of  a  dear  friend  of  the  author^  named  Emma/*  without  which  it 
must  be  obscure ;  and  have  sent  it  with  four  Album  poems  of  my 
own  (your  daughter's  with  yoitr  hiding,  requesting  it  a  place  pert 
mine)  to  a  Mr.  Eraser,  who  is  to  be  editor  of  a  more  superb  Pock*' 
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hook  than  has  yet  appeared  by  far  I  the  property  of  some  wealthy 
bookseliei^,  but  whom,  or  what  its  name,  I  foi^t  to  ask.  It  is 
actually  to  have  in  it  schoolboy  exercises  by  hiw  pr^ent  Majesty 
and  tKe  late  Duke  of  York,  so  Lucy  will  come  to  Court;  how  she 
win  be  stared  at  J  Wordsworth  is  named  as  a  Contributor.  Frazcr, 
whom  I  have  slightly  seen.  Is  Editor  of  a  forth-come  or  coming  Review 
rirf  foreign  books,  and  is  intimately  cxinnected  with  Lockhart,  &c, 
nC  I  take  it  that  this  is  a  concern  of  Murray's.  Walter  Scott  also 
contributes  mainly.  I  have  stood  oft'a  lon^  time  from  these  Annuals, 
which  are  ostentatious  trumpery,  but  coult^  not  withstand  the  truest 
of  Jameson,  a  particular  friend  of  mine  and  Coleridge. 

E  shall  hate  myself  in  frippery,  atrutting  aIoDg»  and  vying  finery 
with  Beaux  and  Belles 

wiih  **  Future  Lord  Byron  s  and  awcet  L,  E.  L/sJ*^ 

Your  taste  I  see  is  less  simple  than  mine,  which  the  difference  of 

our  periuaaiona  has  doubtless  effected.     In  fact,  of  late  you  have 

m  frenchifyM  your  style,  larctbg  it  with  hors  de  a>mbatSj  and  au 

desopoin,  that  o'  my  conscience  the  Foxian  blood  h  quite  dried  out 

of  you  J  and  the  skipping  Monsieur  spirit  has  been  infused.     Doth 

Lucy  go  to  Balls  ?     i  must  remodel  my  lines,  which  I  write  for  her. 

I  hope  A*  K.  keeps  to  her  Primitives.     If  you  have  any  thing  you'd 

like  to  send  further,  1  don't  know  Frazer's  address,  but  I  sent  mine 

thro'  Mr.  Jameson,  19  or  90  Che}Tie  Street,  Totnam  Court  road. 

I  dare  say  an  honourable  place  wouM  be  given  to  them  ;  but  I  have 

mi  beaxd  from  Frazer  ^ince  I  sent  mine,  nor  shall  probably  again, 

and  therefore  I  do  not  solicit  it  as  from  him. 

Yesterday  I  sent  off  my  tra^i  comedy  to  Mr.  Kemble.  Wish  it 
\nvh  I  made  it  all  (*tis  blank  vei^e,  and  I  think,  of  the  true  old 
dramatic  cut)  or  most  of  it,  in  the  green  lanes  about  Fin  field,  where 
I  am  and  mean  to  remain,  in  spite  of  your  pereniptorj'  doubts  on 
tkthead. 

Your  refusal  to  lend  your  poetical  saaiction  to  my  Icon,  and  your 
treasons  to  Evans,  are  moat  sensible.  May  be  I  may  hit  on  a  line  or 
two  of  my  own  jotnilar.     May  be  not. 

Di>  you  never  Londonize  again  ?  I  should  like  to  talk  over  old 
poetn'  with  you,  of  which  I  have  much,  and  yon  I  think  little.  Do 
your 'Drammonds  allow  no  holydays?  I  would  willingly  come  and 
Hork]  for  you  a  three  weeks  or  so,  to  let  you  loose.  Would  I  could 
^11  or  give  you  some  uf  mv  Leisure  !  Positively^  the  best  thing  a  man 
cin  have  to  do  u  nothing,  and  next  to  that  perhaps — ^i^ood  works. 

I  am  but  poorjyish,  and  leel  m>*self  writing  a  dull  letter;  poorlvish 
from  Company,  not  generally,  for  I  never  was  better,  nor  took  more 
*ilb,  14  miles  a  day  on  an  average*  with  a  sporting  dog — Dash^ — 
Jm  would  not  know  the  plain  Poet,  any  more  than  he  doth  re- 
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cogni^  Jam^  Naylor  trick'd  out  au  deserpoy  (how  do  you  spell  it,) 
En  Passant,  J^aime  entendre  da  mon  bon  homme  sur  surveillanc 
de  croiKj  ma  paa  Thomme  figuratif — do  you  understand  me  ? 

Note 

[The  verses  with  which   Emma  was  delighted  were   probabl| 
written  for  her  album.     I  have  not  seen  them.     That  alDuin  was ' 
cut  up  for  the  value  of  its  autographs  and  exists  now  only  in  a 
mutilated  state :  where,  I  cannot  discuver     The  pocket-book  wa 
The  Bijou,  18^5  edited  by  William  Fraser  for  Pickering.     iMf 
one  of  Lamb's  contributions  was  included :  his  verses  for  his  ov 
album  (see  VoL  V.  of  this  edition ;  see  the  letter  on  page  47). 

Jameson    was    Robert    Jameson,    to    whom    Hartley   Coleridg 
addressed  the  sonnet^  in  the  London  Magazine  to  which   Laint 
alludes  in  Letter  £95.     He  was  the  husband   of  Mrs.  Jameson 
author  of  Sacred  and  Legendary  Ari^  but  the  marriage  was  no 
happy.     He  lived  in  Chenies  Street* 

"  Future  Lord  Bj^Tons  aiid  sweet  L.  E.  L/s."    A  line  from  some 
verses  written  by  Lamb  in  more  than  one  album.     Probably  origin-i 
ally  intended  for  Emma  Isola^s  album.     The  passage  runs,  answe  * 
the  question^  "  What  is  an  Album  ?  "^ — 

•Tis  a  Book  kept  by  modern  Young  Ladies  for  show. 
Of  which  their  plain  grandmothers  nothing  did  know^ 
*Tis  a  medley  of  scraps,  fine  verse »  and  fine  prose, 
And  some  things  not  very  like  either »  God  knows* 
The  fiOft  First  E/Tusicins  of  Beaux  aiid  of  B«Iles, 
Of  future  Lord  Byrons  and  sweet  L.  E.  L.'s. 

L.  E*  L.  was,  of  course,  the  unhappy  Letitia  Landon^  a  famoui 
contributor  to  the  published  albums, 

"My  tragi  comedy.^'    Still  "The  Wife's  Trial"     Kemble 
Charles  Kemble^  manager  of  Covent  Garden  Theatre.     The  play 
was  never  acted, 

"Your  refusal  to  lend  your  poeticaJ  santrtion,"  This  is  not  clear, 
but  I  think  the  meaning  to  be  deducible*  The  Icon  was  Pulham's 
etching  of  Lamb*  Evans  was  William  Evans,  who  had  grangerised 
Byron's  English  Ba/rds  and  Scotch  Reviewers  (see  the  note  on 
page  53£).  I  take  it  that  he  was  now  making  another  coUectioii  h 
of  portraits  of  poets  and  was  asking  other  poets,  their  friends,  ti^ 
write  verses  upon  them.  Fn  this  way  he  had  applied  through  Lamb 
to  Barton  for  verses  on  Pulham's  Elia,  and  haa  heen  refused,  ITiis 
is,  of  course,  only  conjecture, 

**  Your  Drummonds  " — your  bankers.     Barton's  bankers  were  tbe^ 
Alexanders,  a  Quaker  firm.  J 

"  James  Naylor,"    Barton  had  paraphrased  Nayler's  **  T^t  imony  '^ 
(see  page  644). 

See  Appendix  IL,  page  975,  for  a  letter  to  R,  S*  Jam^on,]  ^M 
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LETTER  406 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  P.  G,  P  ATM  ORE 

Mn*  Leishman's,  Chac£|  En  fields 
September*  i8:*7. 

DEAR  Fatmore — Excuse  my  anxiety — but  how  is  Daab  ?     (1 
should  have  a^ked  if  Mrs*   Patmore  kept  her  rules,  and 
was  improving — but  Dash  came  uppermost.     The  ortler  of  our 
thoughts  should  be  the  order  of  our  writing,)     Goes  he  muzzled^  or 
aperto  ore  ?     Are  his  intellects  sound,  or  does  he  wander  a  little 
in  his  conversation  ?     You  camiot  be  too  careful  to  watch  the  first 
symptoms  of  incoherence.     The  finst  illogical  snarl  he  makes,  to  St. 
Luke's  with  him  !     All  the  dogs  here  are  going  mad,  if  you  believe 
the  overseers ;  but  I  protest  they  seem  to  me  very  rational  and 
collected.      But  nothing  is  so  deceitful  as  mad   people  to  those 
who  are  not  used  to  them.     Try  him  with  hot  water.     If  he  won't 
lick  it  up,  it  is  a  sign  he  does  not  like  it.     Does  his  tail  wag  hori- 
lontally  or  perpendicularly  ?     That  has  decided  the  fate  of  many 
dogs  in  Enfield.     Is  his  general  deportment  cheerful  ?    I  mean  when 
he  is  pleased— for  otherwise  there  is  no  judging.     You  can't  be  tcx) 
cireful.     Has  he  bit  any  of  the  children  yet  ?     If  he  has,  have  them 
shot,  and  keep  him  for  curiosity*  to  see  if  it  was  the  hydrophobia. 
Hie?  say  all  our  array  in  India  had  it  at  one  time — but  that  was  in 
Syaer-AWfs  time.     Do  you  get  paunch  for  him  ?     Take  care  the 
ibeep  was  sane.     You  might  pull  out  his  teeth  (if  he  would  let 
youi  and  then  you  need  not  mind  if  he  were  as  mad  as  a  Bed- 
lamite.    It  would  be  rather  fun  to  see  his  odd  way§.     It  might 
mwse  Mrs.  Patmore  and  the  children.     They'd  have  more  sense 
tban  he  i     He'd  be  like  a  Fool  kept  in  the  family,  to  keep  the 
household  in  good  humour  with  their  own  understanding,     You 
icight  teach  him  the  mad  dance  set  to  the  mad  howl.     Madge 
OwUet  would  be  nothing  to  him.     **  My,  how  he  capers  I  "     [In 
ihtma/rgin  is  written :]  One  of  the  children  speaks  this, 

[Three  lines  here  are  erased.]  What  I  scratch  out  is  a  German 
quotation  fi-om  Lessing  on  the  bite  of  rabid  animals ;  but,  I 
^member,  you  don't  read  German.  But  Mrs.  Patmore  may,  so 
I  *ish  I  baa  let  it  stand.  The  meaning  in  English  is^'^  Avoid  to 
*Ppmach  an  animal  suspected  of  madness*  as  you  would  avoid  fire 
^f  &  precipice  : — "  which  I  think  is  a  sensible  observation.  The 
*Wmans  are  certainly  profounder  than  we. 

If  the  slightest  suspicion  arises  in  your  breast,  that  all  is  not  right 
*ith  him  (Dash),  muzde  him,  and  lead  him  in  a  string  (common 
pe^^lt-thread  will  do  ;  he  don't  care  for  twist)  to  Hood's,  his  quon- 
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dam  master,  and  he*lJ  take  him  in  at  any  time.  You  may  mention 
your  suspicion  or  not,  as  you  like,  or  as  }ou  think  it  may  wound  oTi 
not  Mr*  H/s  feelings*  Hood,  I  know,  will  wink  at  a  few  follies  in' 
Daah^  in  connideratioD  of  his.  former  sense.  Besides,  Hood  is  deaf^ 
and  if  you  hinted  anything,  ten  to  one  he  would  not  hear  you. 
Besides,  you  will  have  discharged  your  conscience,  and  laid  the 
child  at  the  right  door,  as  they  say. 

We  are  dawdling  our  time  away  very  idly  and  pleasant ly,  at 
Mrs.  Leishman\  Chace,  Enfield,  where,  if  you  come  a-hunting,  w^ 
can  give  you  cold  meat  and  a  tankard.     Her  husband  is  a  tailor  j 
but  that,  you  know,  does  not  make  her  one,      I  knew  a  jailor 
(which  rhymes),  but  his  wife  was  a  fine  lady* 

Let  us  hear  from  you  respecting  Mrs,  Patmore's  regimen.     I  sei 
my  love  in  a to  Dash.  C.  Lamb. 


I 
i 

,3r 
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[On  the  outside  of  the  letter  W€b3  written  :— ] 

Seriously^  I  wish  you  would  call  upon  Hood  when  you  are  that 
wav*     He  8  a  capital  fellow.      I  sent  him  a  couple  of  poems — one 
ordered  by  his  wife,  and  written  to  order ;  and  'tis  a  weelc  since,  i 
Tve  not  heard  from  him,     I  fear  something  is  the  nmtter. 

Omitted  within 

Our  kindest  remembrance  to  Mrs.  P. 


Note 

[This  is  from  Patmore's^j^  Friends  and  Acquaintances^  1854 
but  again  I  have  no  confidence  in  Patmore's  transcnption. 

Dash  had  been  Hood's  dcjg,  and  afterwaixls  was  Lamb's ;  w 
at  one  time  (see  page  773)  Moxon  seems  to  have  had  the  cj 
of  it*  Patmore  [wssibly  was  taking  Dash  while  the  Lambs  were 
at  Mrs.  Leishman's.  One  of  the  children  who  might  be  amused 
by  the  dog's  mad  ways  was  Coventry  Patmore,  afterwards  the  poet^ 
then  nearly  four  years  old.] 


LETTER  407 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DIBDIN 

[p.m.  Septembef  5^  1827.] 

TXEAR  Dib, — Emma  Isok,  who  is  with  us,  has  opened  an 
J^  ALBUM :  bring  some  veises  with  you  for  it  on  Saty  evenings 
Any  fun  will  do,  I  am  teaching  her  Latin ;  you  may  make 
aomething  of  that.     Don't  be  modest .     Fop  in  it  you  shall  appear. 


^ 
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if  I  ntmntBge  out  some  of  your  old  pkasKit  lett^s  for  rhymes. 
But  an  original  is  better. 

Has  your  pa  *  any  scrap  ?  C.  L. 

We  shall  be  MOST  glad  to  see  your  sister  or  aister^  with  you. 
Can't  you  a>ntrive  it  ?     Write  in  that  case. 

*  the  infantile  word  for  father. 

Note 

[On  the  blank  pag^  inside  the  letter  Dibdin  seems  to  have  jotted 
down  ideas  for  his  contribution  to  the  album.  Unfortunately,  as 
I  have  said,  the  album  is  not  forthcoming,] 

LEITEK  408 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DIBDIN 

[p.M*  September  tj,  1817.] 


I 

|\EAR  John — Your  veraes  are  very  pleasant,  and  have  been 
L/  adopted  into  the  splendid  Emmatic  constellation,  where 
tbey  are  not  of  the  least  magnitude.  She  is  delighted  with  their 
merit  and  readings.  Thty  are  just  the  thing.  The  14th  line  is 
found.  We  advertij^ed  it.  Hell  is  cooling  for  want  of  company. 
We  ahall  make  it  up  along  with  our  kitchen  fire  to  roast  you  into 
our  new  House,  where  1  hope  you  will  hnd  us  in  a  few  Sundays. 
We  have  actually  ta^ken  it,  and  a  compact  thin*^  it  will  be. 

Kemble  does  not  return  till  the  month's  end.  My  heait  some- 
t'ttkes  h  gooti,  sometimes  Imd,  about  it,  a;*  the  day  turns  out  wet  or 
walky. 

Emma  has  just  died,  choak'd  with  a  (ierund  in  dum.  On  opening 
^  we  found  a  Participle  in  rus  in  the  pericordium.  The  king 
never  diea,  which  may  be  the  reason  that  it  always  HEIGNS  hei'c. 

We  join  in  loves.  C.  L,  his  orthograph. 

what  a  pen ! 

the  Umberella  is  cum  bak. 


LETTER  409 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DIBDIN 

tP,M.  Septembcf  tS,  1827.] 


IV /f  Y  dear,  and  now  more  so,  JOHN — 

iVl    r 


-  _^     How  that  name  smacks  I  what  an  honest,  full,  English,  and 

Jfet  withal  holy  and  apostolic  siound  it  bears,  above  the  methodistical 
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k  priggish  Bishoppy  name  of  Timothy,  under  which  I  had  obscured 
jour  merits  I 

What  I  think  of  the  paternal  verses,  you  shall  read  within^  whic 
I  aasure  you  is  not  pen  praise  but  heart  pmtse. 

It  is  the  gem  of  the  Dibdin  Mujes, 

I  have  got  all  my  books  into  my  new  house^  and  their  readers 
a  fortnight  will  follow^  to  whose  joint  converse  nobody  shall  be  mor 
welcome  than  you,  and  any  of  yowrs. 

The  house  is  perfection  to  our  use  and  comfort* 

Milton  is  come,  I  wish  Wordsworth  were  here  to  meet  hin 
The  next  importation  is  of  pots  and  saucepans,  window  curtain 
crockery  and  such  base  ware. 

The  pleasure  of  moving,   when  Becky  moves  for  you*     0  the 
moving  Becky ! 

I  hope  yon  will  come  and  wmmi  the  house  with  the  first* 

From  my  temporary  domicile,  Enfield. 

ELI  A,  that  "  is  to  go,"— 

Note 

[The  paternal  verses  were  probably  a  contribution  by  Charlc 

Dibdin  the  Younger  for  Emma  [sola's  album.     The  Lambs  were  just 
moving  to  Enfield  for  good,  as  they  hoped  (see  next  letter),      Miltoa , 
was  the  portrait.] 


LETTER  410 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  HOOD 

Tyesday  tSeptembei  iS,  il^]. 

DEAR  Hood, 
If  I  have  any  thing  in  my  head^  I  will  send  it  to 
Watts.     Strictly  speaking  be  should  have  had  my  Album  verees, 
but  a  very  intimate  friend   importund  me  for  the  trifles,  and   I 
believe  I  forgot  Mr,  Watts,  or  lost  sight  at  the  time  of  his  similar 
Souvenir.    Jamieson  conveyed  the  farce  from  me  to  Mrs,  C.  Kemble,p, 
he  will  not  be  in  town  before  the  S7th.     Give  our  kind  loves  to  aUL 
at  Highgate»  and  tell  them  that  we  have  finally  torn  ourselves  oufc 
right  away  from  Colebrooke,  where  I  had  no  health,  and  are  abouK^ 
to  domiciliate  for  good  at  Enfield,  where  I  have  experienced  good. 

Lord  what  good  hours  do  we  keep  L 
How  quietly  we  sleep  1 

See  the  rest  in  the  Complete  Angler.     We  have  got  our  books  int*:^ 
our  new  house.     I  am  a  dravhon^  if  I  was  not  asham'd  of  the  tta  — 
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digested  dirty  lumber,  as  I  toppled  'em  out  of  the  cajt,  and  blest 

Becky  that  came  with  'em  for  her  having  an  unstufTd  brain  with 

sucb  rubbish.     We  shall  get  in  by  Mlchaers  ma^,     Twas  with 

some  pain  we  were  evuls'd  from  Colebrook.     You  may  find  some 

of  our  flesh  sticking  to  the  door  posts.      To  change  habitations 

is  to  die  to  them,  and  in  my  time  I  have  died  seven  deaths.     But 

I  dont  know  whether  every  such  change  does  not  bring  with  it  a 

rejuvenescence*  ^    Tis  an  enterprise,  and  shoves  back  tne  sense  of 

death's  approximating,  which  tho*  not  terrible  to  me,   is  at    all 

times  particularly  distasteful.     My  house-deaths  have  generally  been 

periodic  recurring  after  seven  years^  but  this  last  is  premature  by 

oalf  that  time.     Cut  off  in  the  flower  of  Colebrook,     The  Middle- 

tonian  stream  and  all  its  echoes  moum.     Even  minnows  dwindle. 

A  parvis  fiunt  minimi.     I  fear  to  invite  Mrs,  Hood  to  our  new 

mansion,  lest  she  envy  it>  &  rote  [?  rout]  us.     But  when  we  are 

fairly  in,  I  hope  she  will  come  &  try  it,     I  heard  she  &  you  were 

tnade  uncomfortable  by  some  unworthy  to  be  cared  for  attacks,  and 

have  tried  to  set  up  a  feeble  counteraction  thm^  the  Table  Book  of 

last  Saturday.     Has  it  not  reach'd  you,  that  you  are  silent  about 

it  ?     Our  new  domicile  h  no  manor  house^  but  new^  &  externally 

not  inviting^  but  fumi&hy  within  with  every  convenience.     Capital 

new  locks  to  every  door,  capital  grates  in  every  room,  with  notning 

to  pay  for  incoming  &  the  lent  jPIO  less  than  the  Islington  one. 

It  was  built  a  few  years  since  at  PI  100  expence,  they  tell  me,  & 

I  perfectly  believe  it-     And  I  get  it  for  £S5  exclusive  of  moderate 

taxes.     We  think  ourselves  most  lucky.     It  is  not  our  intention  to 

Abandon  Regent  Street^  &;  West  End  prambulations  (monastic  & 

terrible  thought  !X  but  occasionally  to  tireathe  the  fresher  air  of 

the  metropolis.     We  shall  put  up  a  bedroom  or  two  (all  we  want) 

for  occasional  ex-rustication,  where  we  shall  visit,  not  be  visited* 

FlaVB  too  well  see, — perhaps  our  own.     Urbani  Sylvani,  &  Sylvan 

Urbanuses  in  turns.     Courtiers  for  a  spurt,  then  philosophers.     Old 

Wiely  tell-truths  and  leam-t ruths  in  the  virtuous  shades  of  EnBeld, 

Liars  again  and  mocking  gibers  in  the  coffee  houses  ^  resorts  of 

Ixindon.    What  can  a  mortal  desire  more  for  his  bi-paited  nature  ? 

0  the  CTjrds  &  cream  you  shall  eat  with  us  here  I 

0  the  turtle  soup  and  lobster  sal  lads  we  shall  devour  with  you 

0  the  old  books  we  shall  peniee  here  I 
0  the  new  nonsense  we  shall  trifle  over  there  I 
0  Sir  T,  Browne  ! — here. 
0  Mr.  Hood  &  Mr.  Jerdan  there, 
thiae, 

C  (urbenus)  L  (sylvanus)  (ELIA  ambo) 

VOL.  vri."50 
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Inclosed  are  verses  which  Emtna  mt  down  to  write,  her  6TBt,  on 
the  eve  after  your  departure.  Of  course  they  are  only  for  Mrs,  H/s 
pmsaL  They  will  anew  at  least,  that  one  of  our  pait y  is  not  will- 
ing to  cut  old  friends.  What  to  call  'em  I  don  t  know.  Blank 
vei^se  they  are  not,  becauj^  of  the  rhymes — Rhimes  they  are  not, 
because  of  the  blank  vei^e.  Hemics  they  are  not,  because  they  ai^e 
lyric,  IvTic  they  are  not,  because  of  the  Heroic  measure.  They  must 
be  caird  Emmaics.^ 

Note 

[This  IB  the  present  form  of  Iamb's  first  house  at  Enfield  (1904)» 
I  imagine  that  it  was  smaller  in  Lamb's  time* 


^ 


^^^^^^i^fl? 


Mr.  Watts  was  Alaiic  A.  Watts,  a  great  maker  of  albums  and 
anthologies. 

"  Lord  what  good  hours  .  .  ,'*     From  Cotton's  '*  lletirement "  in 
the  Complete  Angler,     It  appeal^  first  in  the  5th  edition,  1676. 

"  A  pitrvis  Jiunt  TniTdmL      Their  smaliness  grows  to  a  minimum 
(minnowmum). 

'^Thro'  the  Table  Book:*  Lamb  contributed  to  Hone's  TahU 
Book  a  prose  paraphrase  of  Hood's  Plea  of  the  Mid^wrrnner  Fairiu^ 
just  puolished,  which  had  been  dedicated  to  him,  under  the  title 
*'  The  Defeat  of  Time.'*    In  a  previous  number  Moxon  had  addressed 
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to  Hood  a  eulogistic  sonnet  on  the  same  subject.  The  attacks  on 
Hood  1  have  not  gought. 

"We  shall  put  up  a  bedroom."  This  project  was  very  imper- 
fectly carried  out.  Indeed  Lamb  practically  lost  London  from  this 
date,  his  subsequent  visits  there  being  as  a  rule  not  fortunate, 

"  Urbani  Syhani  ,  .  /'  The  dTOastic  name  of  the  editor  of  the 
GentlemanhMagamne  was  Sylvanus  Urban,  signifjnng,  say,  the 
Woodland  Townsman. 

**  Mr.  Jerdan  "—William  Jerdan,  editor  of  the  Literary  Oazette, 

*'  Emmaics,"     These  veraes  are  no  longer  forthcoming,] 


LETTER  411 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  COLBURN 

[Dated  at  end  i  September  35,  tSa?.] 

J  EAR  Sir — I  beg  leave  in  the  warmest  manner  to  recommend 
to  your  notice  Mr,  Moxon,  the  Bearer  of  this,  if  by  any 
chance  yourself  should  want  a  steady  hand  in  your  buiiness,  or 
know  of  any  Publisher  that  may  want  such  a  one.    He  is  at  present 
m  the  house  of  M^«rs.  Longman  and  Co.,  where  he  has  been 
^tablbhed  for  more  than  six  yeans,  and  has  the  conduct  of  one  of 
the  four  departments  of  the  Country  line.     A  difference  respecting 
Salary,  which  he  expected  to  be  a  little  raised  on   his  lost  pro- 
motion, makes  him  wish  to  try  to  better  himself.     I  believe  him  to 
be  a  joimg  man  of  the  highest  integrity,  and  a  thorough  man  of 
busings  ;   and  should  not  have  taken  the  liberty  of  recommending 
tj^m,  if  I  had  not  thought  him  capable  of  being  highly  useful. 

[  am. 
Sir, 
with  great  respect, 
your  hble  Serv* 

Charles  Lamb. 

finfield*  Chacc  Side, 
ajib  Sep.  1827. 

Note 

[Moxon  did  not  go  to  Colbum,  but  to  Hurst  &  Co,  in  St.  Paul's 

^-luithyard,] 
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CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[No  date.    ?  Sept.  a6,  iSaj.] 
Pmy,  send  me  the  Table  Book. 

DEAR  M.    Our  pleasant  meeting[s]  for  some  time  are  suspended, ' 
My  sister  was  taken  very  ill  in  a  few  hours  after  you  left  us 
(I  had  suspected  it), — and  I  must  wait  eight  or  nine  weeks  m  slow 
hope  of  her  recovery.     It  is  her  old  complaint.     You  will  say  as 
nmch  to  the  Hoods,  and  to  Mrs.  Loyekin,  and  Mi^.  Hazlitt»  wit^  ^y^^ 
kind  loye.  H 

We  are  in  the  House,  that  is  all.  I  hope  one  day  we  shall  both  ~ 
enjoy  it,  and  see  our  friends  again.  But  till  then  I  must  be  a  i 
solitary  nurse,  H 

I  am  trying  Recky^s  sister  to  be  with  her,  so  don^t  say  anything  ™ 
to  Miss  James. 

Yours  truly 

Ch,  Lame 
Monday.    I  will  send  your  books  soon* 

Note 

[Miss  James  was,  as  we  have  seen,  Mary  Lamb's  regular  nurse. 
She  had  subsequently   to   be  sent   for*       I   do  not   identify 
Lovekin,] 

LETTER  413 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON 


D 


[Dated  at  end:  October  i  (iSa^).] 

EAR  R— I  am  settled  for  life  I  hope,  at  Enfield.     I  have 
taken  the  prettiest  compactest  house  I  ever  saw,  near  to 


have  had  in  coming  down  and  finding  us  householders. 

Farewell,  till  we  can  all  meet  comfortable.     Fray,  apprise  Martir: 
Bumey,     Him  I  longed  to  have  seen  with  you,  but  our  houie  is 
Bmall  to  meet  either  of  you  without  her  knowledge. 


God  ble^a  yoa 


Cbase  Side 
tst  Octr. 


C*    LAltIB, 
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Note 

[Antony  Robmson,  a  prominent  Unitarian*  a  friend  but  no 
relation  of  Cmbb  Robinson's*  had  died  in  the  previous  January. 
Hb  widow  still  lived  at  Enfield,] 


LETTER  414 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  BATES  DIBDIN 

tP.M.  Octob^  2,  1847,] 

MY  dear  Dibdin,  It  gives  me  great  pain  to  have  to  say  that  I 
cannot  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  for  some  time.  We 
are  in  our  house,  hut  Mary  has  been  seized  with  one  of  her  periodical 
diaorc!ers — a  temporary  demngement — which  commonly  lasts  for  two 
inonths.  You  shall  have  the  first  notice  of  her  convalescence.  Can 
you  not  send  your  manuscript  by  the  Coach  ?  directed  to  Chase 
Side,  next  to  Mr,  Westwood  a  Insurance  office.  I  will  take  great 
care  of  it 

Yours  most  Truly  C\  Lamb, 


LETTER  415 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BARRON  FIELD 

Oct-  4th,  1B37. 

I  AM  not  in  humour  to  return  a  lit  reply  to  your  pleasant 
letter.  We  are  fairly  housed  at  Enfield^  and  an  angel  shall 
Dot  persuade  me  to  wicked  London  a^ain.  Wc  have  now  six 
«abbatb  days  in  a  week  for — none  f  The  change  has  worked  on 
^y  sister^fi  mind,  to  make  her  ill  ;  and  I  must  wait  a  tedious  time 
Wore  we  can  hope  to  enjoy  this  place  in  unison.  Enjoy  it,  when 
^  recovers,  I  know  we  shall.  I  see  no  shadow,  but  in  her  illness^ 
for  repenting  the  step  I  For  Mathewa— I  know  my  own  utter 
'^^•fitness  for  such  a  task.  I  am  no  hand  at  describing  costumes,  a 
F^t  requisite  in  an  account  of  mannered  pictures.  I  have  not  the 
^%htest  acquaintance  with  pictorial  language  even.  An  imitator 
**f  me,  or  rather  pretender  to  be  me,  inliis  Rejected  Articles^  has 
^e  me  minutely  describe  the  dresses  of  the  poissardes  at  Calais  \ 
-^I  could  as  soon  r^otve  Euclid*  I  have  no  eye  for  fonns  and 
Wuong.  I  substitute  analysis,  and  get  rid  of  the  phenomenon  by 
•jJ^TOig  in  for  it  its  impression.  I  am  sure  you  must  have  observed 
"lis  defect,  or  peculianty,  in  my  writings ;  else  the  delight  would 
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be  incalculable  in  doing  such  a  thing  for  Mathews,  wham  I  greatly 
like^ind  Mrs.  Mathews,  whom  I  almost  greatlier  like.  What  a 
feast  'twould  be  to  be  sittiixg  at  the  nietures  painting  'em  into 
words :  but  I  could  almost  as  ^oon  aiake  woitls  into  pictures.  I 
speak  this  deliberately,  and  not  out  of  modesty.  I  pretty  well 
know  what  I  can*t  do* 

My  sister's  verses  are  homelv%  but  just  what  they  should  be;  I 
send  them^  not  for  the  poetry,  but  the  good  sense  and  good-will  of 
them.  I  was  beginning  to  transcribe ;  but  Emma  is  sadly  jealous 
of  its  getting  into  more  hands,  and  I  won't  spoil  it  in  her  eyes  by 
divulging  it*  Come  to  Enfield,  and  read  it.  As  my  poor  cousin, 
the  fijokbinder,  now  with  God,  told  me,  mmt  sent!  men  tally »  that 
having  purchased  a  picture  of  fish  at  a  dead  man's  sale,  his  heart 
ached  to  see  how  the  widow  ^ieved  to  jmrt  with  it,  lieing  her  dear 
husband's  favourite ;  and  he  almast  apologised  for  his  generosity  by 
sa}ing  he  could  not  help  telling  the  widow  she  was  "  welcome  to 
come  and  lo<jk  at  it  " — e,g*  at  hw  house — "as  often  as  she  pleased.** 
There  wa*^  the  genu  of  generosity  in  an  uneducated  mind.  He  bad 
jiiit  reading  enoycrh  from  the  Wks  of  l)ooks  for  the  "  nee  sinit 
e$Be  f^os^ — had  he  read  inside,  the  same  impulse  would  have  led 
him  to  give  back  the  two-guinea  thing — with  a  reciuest  to  see  it, 
now  an  J  then,  at  her  house.  We  are  fiaiToted  into  delicacy  > — ^Thus 
you  have  a  tale  for  a  Sonnet* 

Adieu  !  with  (imagine  both)  our  toves.  C.  Lamb, 

Note 

[The  suggestion  had  been  made  to  Lamb,  through  BaiTon  Field, 
that  he  should  write  a  d^criptive  catalogue  of  Charles  Mathews* 
collection  of  theatrical  portraits;  Lamb  having  already  toucheii 
upon  them  in  his  ^*Uld  Actors"  articles  in  the  London  Magazine 
(see  Voh  IL  of  this  edition,  page  ^9-4).  When  they  were  exhibited, 
after  Mathews*  death,  at  tne  Pantheon  in  Oxford  Street*  Lamb's 
remarks  were  appended  to  the  catalogue  raiaonne.  They  are  now 
at  the  Garrick  Club. 

*'  An  imitator  of  me/'  P.  G.  Patmore's  Rejected  Articles,  1826, 
leads  off  with  "  An  Unsentimental  Journey  '^  by  Elia*  which  is»  except 
for  a  fitful  superficial  imitation  of  some  of  Lamb's  mannerisms^  t%s  an* 
like  him  as  could  well  be.  The  description  of  the  butterwoaien^s 
dress,  to  which  Lamb  refers,  will  illustrate  the  dlvei^nce  between 
Ella  and  his  parodist ; — 

Her  sitttre  is  fashioned  as  follows :  and  It  diners  &oin  all  her  tribe  only  in  the 
rdative  aj-rangemenl  of  its  colourii.  On  ihe  body  a  cnmaon  jacket,  of  a  thidc,  «olid 
texture,  arid  tight  to  the  shape;  but  without  any  pretence  at  ornament.  This  is 
met  at  the  waial  (which  Is  neither  long,  nor  shorty  but  exactly  where  nature  placed 
it)  by  a  dark  blue  petticoat*  of  a  stiU  thicker  texture,  fto  Ihat  it  hangs  in  large  plalta 
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wh^e  it  is  gathered  in  behind.  Over  thb*  in  front,  ia  tied  tightly  round  the  waists 
so  AS  to  keep  all  trim  and  coin  pact,  2  dark  apron  ,^  the  string  of  which  passes  over 
Ihe  tittle  titled  skiit  of  the  jacket  behind,  and  makes  it  stick  out  smartly  and  tastily, 
while  it  clips  the  waist  in.  The  head-gear  con^ist^  of  a  &OTt  of  mob  cap,  nothing  of 
which  but  the  edge  round  the  face  can  be  seen,  on  account  of  the  kerchief  (of  flowered 
cotton)  which  is  passed  Over  it,  hood  fashion,  and  half  tied  under  the  chin.  This 
head-kerchief  is  in  place  of  the  bonnet — a  thing  not  to  be  seen  among  the  whole  five 
hundred  females  who  make  up  thii  pleasant  show.  Indeed,  varying  the  coloura  of 
the  different  articles,  this  description  applies  to  every  dress  of  the  whole  assembly ; 
except  IhaC  in  some  the  fineness  of  the  day  has  dispensed  with  the  kerchief,  and  left 
\  the  mow-white  cap  exposed;  and  in  others,  the  whole  figure  (except  the  head)  is 
^  coyiihly  covered  and  concealed  by  a  large  hooded  cloak  of  black  cloth,  daintily  hned 
with  «jlk,  and  confined  close  up  to  the  throat  by  an  embossed  silver  clasp,  but 
hanging  loosely  down  to  the  heeis^  in  thick,  full  folds.  The  petticoat  is  very  short  ] 
the  trim  ancles  are  cased  in  close-fit  hose  of  dark,  sober,  sbte  colour  ;  and  the  shoes, 
though  thick  and  serviceable  like  all  the  rest  of  the  costume,  fit  the  foot  as  neatJy  as 
those  which  are  not  made  to  walk  tn. 

Patmore  teJ!s  us  that  Ms  first  meeting  with  the  Lambs  was  im- 
mediately after  they  had  first  seen  his  book ;  and  they  left  the 
houBe  intent  upon  reading  it, 

**  My  sister*3  verses,"     1  think  these  would  probably  be  the  lines 
on  Kmma  learning  Latin  which  I  have  quoted  on  page  740, 
**  Nee  Binit  esse  feros!* 

Ingenuas  didtcisse  fidetiter  artes 
EmolUt  mores,  nee  si  nit  esse  fcros- 

Ovid,  Ep.  2,  9,  47, 

^A  careful  study  of  the  liberal  arts  refines  the  manneis  and 
prevents  their  becoming  rude.*' 

Here  should  come  a  very  pleasant  letter  from  I^amb  to  Dodwell, 
of  tJje  India  House,  datea  October  7,  18^7,  not  available  for  this 
edition  (printed  by  Canon  Ainger).  Lamb  thanks  Dodwell,  to  whom 
there  is  an  earlier  letter  extant  (see  pa^  490),  for  a  pig.  He  first 
describe  bis  new  bouse  at  EnBeld,  and  then  breaks  o^  abont  the 
cooking  of  the  pig,  bidding  Becky  do  it  "nice  and  crips:"  The  test 
is  chaff^  concern  mg  the  India  House  and  DodweU's  fellow-clerks  J 


LETTER  416 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 

[No  date.     ?  Oct,  tSij.] 

DEAR  Hone, — having  occasion  to  write  to  Clarke  I  put  in  a 
bit  to  you.  I  see  no  Extracts  in  this  N^.  You  should 
have  three  sets  in  hand,  one  long  one  in  particular  from  Atreu§ 
and  Thyeates^  terribly  fine*  Don't  spare  'em ;  with  fragments, 
divided  as  you  please,  they'll  hold  out  to  Xmas.  What  I  have  to 
say  is  enjoined  me  most  seriously  to  say  to  you  by  Moxon.  Their 
country  customers  grieve  at  getting  the  Table  Book  so  late.  It  is 
indispensable  it  should  appear  on  Friday.  Do  it  but  once^  &  you'll 
never  know  the  difference. 
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m  hut  im  M  hotter  ewerj  mnmigg  fiv  eicr.    Soae  CkrxM  < 
sIbmdmfDD  Jf  batter  to  tl«rbimk&slL    He  ImI  hobc.    BiU  I 
boi^  OM  one  mam^.    Wlttt  did  be  <fe?  He  <fid  set  at  ft»| 
belt  ctittiEig  it  in  twd,  iold  cadi  me  of  the  hBho  to  m  imS-ix^ak* 
b^Ud  Bktm  BoT  for  his  vbcfe  roll  tQ-siomnr«    Tbe  next  dar  be  had 
a  vbole  idU  to  eat,  aad  two  faah^s  to  swap  widi  oUmt  tro  bejS|  j 
1^  hmd  eftt  their  i^e  &  mn  ^ID  not  m^ted,  for  whole  r-     "    ^ 
uortoir.     So  OD   ad  iufiiiiiiuiiL     Bj  one  mgnuBg^s 
faiited  feren  jeats  after. 

Aptucatiox 

Britig  otit  the  next  S^".  on  Fridaj,  &r  aMnttrj  < 
lake.     I[t]  iriU  be  ooe  piece  of  ex^^lioii,  and  joii  will  go  fi|^ 
aftei^  tor  you  wiU  have  jcrt  tbe  ttoie  jou  had  befoie^  to 
oot  ewer  after  by  tbe  Friday. 

You  don't  know  the  difleraice  m  getting  a  thing  ^Lriy.  Your 
€orrespondQ)ts  axe  your  autboi%.  You  don' t  know  ho«  an  author 
frets  to  know  the  world  has  got  hk  oootributicMi,  whtsi  he  dnda  it 
not  on  hiK  breakfast  table, 

OxLE  m  tbifl  case  m  Ever  without  a  gram  of  tronble  afterw^. 

I  won't  like  you  or  speak  to  you  if  you  don't  try  it  once* 

Youm,  on  that  oooditioii, 

C.  LAWt* 

Note 

[ITiis  letter  is  dated  by  Mr.  Hazlitt  conjecturally  1826,  but 
thmk  it  more  probably  October^  1827,  as  the  extracts  (passages  f 
Crowne'a  "Thyertes")  contributed  by  Lamb  to  Hone's  Tmme  1 
were  printed  late  in  18^  (see  Vol.  iV.  of  this  edition,  page  546), 

In  Lamb'^  next  note  to  Hone  he  says  how  glad  he  whs  to  leceive 
the  Tahle  Book  early  on  Friday  t  the  result  of  the  fable,] 


LETTER  417 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  HOOD 

[No  date.     ?  i837*J 
EAR  H.5 — Emma  has  a  favour,  besides  a  bed»  to  ask  of  Mrs. 


D 


Hood.  Your  parcel  wm  gratifying.  We  have  all  been  pleased 
with  Mrs.  Leslie ;  1  speak  it  most  sincerely.  There  is  much  manly  J 
sense  with  a  feminine  expression,  which  is  my  definition  of  ladies*J 
writing. 
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Note 

[Mrs,  Leslie  and  Her  Grandchildren^  1827,  was  the  title  of  a 
book  for  children  by  Mi^.  Reynolds^  mother  of  John  Hamilton 
Reynolds  and  Mrs,  Hood»  and  wife  of  the  Writing  Master  at 
Chrisft's  Hospital.] 


LETTER  418 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[No  date.    Late  iSjj,] 

MY  dear  B*  B.^ — ^You  will  understand  my  silence  when  I  tell 
you  that  my  sister,  on  the  very  eve  of  entering  into  a  new  * 
bouse  we  have  taken  at  Enfield,  was  surprised  with  an  attack  of 
one  of  her  sad  long  illnesses,  which  deprive  me  of  her  society,  tho' 
not  of  her  domestication,  for  eight  or  nine  weeks  together.     I  see 
her,  but  it  does  her  no  good.     But  for  this,  we  have  the  snuggest, 
most  comfortable  house^  with  every  thing  most  compact  and  de- 
lorable.     Colebrook  is  a  wilderness.     The  Books,  prints,  etc.,  are 
come  hei'e^  and  the  New  River  came  down  with  us.     The  familiai- 
Prints,  the   Bust,  the  Milton,  seem  scarce  to  have  changed  their 
TooiDs.     One  of  her  last  observations  was  "  how  frightfully  like  this 
room  is  to  our  room  in  Islington  " — our  up-stairs  room,  she  meant. 
How  I  hope  you  will  come  some  better  day,  and  judge  of  it  1     We 
haTe  tried  quiet  here  for  four  months,  and  I  will  answer  for  the 
comfort  of  it  enduring. 

On  emptying  my  bookshelves  I  found  an  Ulj'sses,  which  I  will 
^nd  to  A*  K.  when  1  go  to  town,  for  her  acceptance— unless  the 
Book  be  out  of  print.  One  likes  to  have  one  copy  of  every  thing 
one  does*  I  neglected  to  keep  one  of  "  Poetry  for  ChiJdi-en,"  the 
joint  production  of  Mary  and  me,  and  it  is  not  to  be  had  for  love 
or  money.  It  had  in  the  title-page  "  by  the  author  of  Mrs.  Lester's 
i^HooI "  Know  you  any  one  that  has  it,  and  would  exchange  it  ? 
^trolling  to  Waltham  Cross  the  other  day,  I  hit  oft'  these  lin^. 
It  is  one  of  the  Creases  which  Edwd  1st  caused  to  be  built  for  his 
*ife  at  every  town  where  her  a>rpse  rested  between  Northampton- 
^h'  and  London. 

A  stately  Cross  each  «ad  spot  doth  attest, 

Whefcat  ihe  corpse  of  EUnoi  did  rest, 

From  Herd  by  fetch 'd — her  Spoyse  ao  honouf 'd  hcf^ 
To  sleep  with  royal  dust  at  Westminster. 
And,  if  tess  pompous  obsequies  were  thine, 
Duke  Brunswick 'i&  daughter,  princely  Caroline, 
Grudge  not,  g^eat  ghost,  nor  count  thy  funeral  tosses : 
Thou  in  thy  ufe-time  had'st  thy  «hare  of  crosses. 
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My  dear  B.  B.^ — My  head  akes  with  this  little  excumon.     Ptift/_ 
accept  S  sid^  for  3  for  once. 

And  believe  me 

yaur&  sadly  C.  L* 

Chace  aide  Enfietd. 

Note 

["  An  Ulysses  ** — ^Latob's  book  for  children^  The  Adventures  of 
UlysBes,  1808. 

The  Poetry  for  Children.  The  known  copies  of  the  first  edition 
of  this  work  caii  be  counted  on  the  fingers  (see  note  on  page  863), 

*'  A  stately  Cross  ,  ,  /'  These  verses  were  printed  in  the 
Engliahman^s  Magazine  in  September,  185L  Lamb's  sympathies 
were  wholly  with  Caniline  of  Brunswick,  as  his  epigrams  in  The 
Chwnvpwn  show  (see  VoL  V*  of  this  edition).] 


LETTER  419 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[f.h.  December  4,  1^27.] 

MY  dear  B,  B. — I  have  scarce  spirits  to  write,  yet  am  hamsa'i^H 
with  not  writing.     Nine  weeks  are  completed,  and  Maiy 
does  not  get  any  better.     It  is  perfectly  exhausting.     Eniield  and 
every  thing  is  very  gloomy.     But  for  long  experience^  I  shotiJd  feur 
her  ever  getting  well,  ^^ 

I  feel  most  thankftil  for  the  spina terly  attentions  of  your  sisteH^f 
Thank  the  kind  "knitter  in  the  sun"  ^" 

What  nonsense  seems  verse,  when  one  is  seriously  out  of  hope  and 
spirits  *  I  mean  that  at  this  time  I 'have  some  nonsense  to  write, 
pain  of  incivility.  Would  to  the  fifth  heaven  no  coxconibess  had 
invented  Albums.  H 

I  have  not  had  a  Bijoux,  nor  the  slightest  notice  from  Pickerinf " 
about  omitting  4  out  of  5  of  my  things.     The  best  thing  is  never 
to  hear  of  such  a  thing  as  a  bookseller  again^  or  to  think  there  ate 
publishers :  second  hand  Stationers  and  Old  Book  Stalls  for  me, 
Authorship  should  be  an  idea  of  the  Past.  H 

Old  Kings,  old  Bii^hop^,  are  ^'enerable,     AU  pre9ent  is  hollow.      V 

I  caimot  make  a  Letter,  I  have  no  straw,  not  a  pennyworth  of 
chaff,  only  this  nia}"  stop  your  kind  importunity  to  know  about  us. 

Here  is  a  comfoiiable  house,  but  no  tenants.  One  does  not  make 
a  household. 
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Do  not  tbmk  I  am  quite  in  dej^pair,  but  in  addition  to  hope  pro- 
tmcted,  I  have  a  stupifpng  cold  and  obstructing  headache,  and  the 
i  u  dead. 
1 1  will  not  fail  to  apprise  you  of  the  revival  of  a  Beam. 
Meantime  accept  this,  rather  than  think  I  have  forgotten  you  all. 
Best  renieinb 

Yours  and  thein  truly,  C,  L. 

Note 


f*["  Knitter  in  the  sun  " : — 

The  spinsters 
"A  Bijoux,^    See  note  on  page  748.] 


The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  the  sun. 

**  Twelfth  Night/*  IL,  4,  45. 


LETTER  4^0 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  LEIGH  HUNT 

[No  date*     December,  iBzj,} 

DEAR  H*5 — I  am  here  almost  in  the  eleventh  week  of  the 
longest  illness  my  sister  ever  had,  and  no  symptoms  of 
4mendment.  Some  had  begun,  but  relapsed  with  a  change  of 
nurse.  If  she  ever  gets  well,  you  will  like  my  house,  and  I  shall 
^  happy  to  show  voo  Enfield  country. 

As  to  ray  head,  it  is  perfectly  at  your  or  any  one's  service  ;  either 
M[e]3ers'  or  Haziitt's,  which  h^t  (done  fifteen  or  twenty  years  since) 
^hite,  of  the  Accountant's  office,  India  Hou»e,  has;  ne  lives  in 
Kentish  Town :  I  foi^et  where,  but  is  to  be  found  in  Leadeiihall 
daily.  Take  your  choice.  I  should  be  proud  to  hang  up  as  an 
*l^house  sign  even;  or,  mtlier,  I  care  not  about  my  head  or  any- 
tliittg^  but  haw  we  are  to  get  weJI  again,  for  I  am  tired  out. 

God  bleae  you  and  youi^s  from  the  woi^t  calamity. — Yours  truly, 

Kindest  remembrances  to  Mrs,  Hunt.  H.'s  is  in  a  queer  dress, 
M,*s  would  be  preferable  ad  populvmi. 

Note 

[Leigh  Hunt  had  asked  Lamb  for  his  portrait  to  accompany 
Ws  Lord  Byron  and  Some  of  His  Conienipora/riea,  Lamb  had 
^5  painted  by  Hajfilitt  in  1804^  and  by  Henry  Meyer,  full  size, 
^  May,  18JUi,  as  well  as  by  others,     Hunt  chose  Meyei^a  picture. 
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which  was  beautifully  engraved,  for  his  book,  in  the  lai^  P*p^r 
edition.  The  original  is  now  in  the  India  Office;  a  reproductioar 
serves  as  the  frontispiece  to  VoL  VI.  of  this  edition.  The  Hazlitt 
portrait,  representing  Lamb  in  the  garb  of  a  Venetian  senator,  i« 
now  in  the  National  Portrait  Gallery ;  a  reproduction  serves  as  the 
5^ntispiece  to  Vol.  IV-  of  this  edition,] 


LETTER  421 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 

[P.M.  Dec.  15,  1837,] 

MY  dear  Hone,  I  read  the  sad  accident  with  a  careless  e> 
the  newspaper  giving  a  wrong  name  to  the  poor  Sufferer, 
but  leam'd  the  truth  fmm  Clarke.     God  send  him  ease^  and  you 
comfoit  in  your  thick  misfortunes.     I  am   in  a  sony  state.     Tis 
the  eleventh  week  of  the  illness,  and  I  cannot  get  her  well.     To 
add  to  the  calamity,  Miss  James  is  obliged  to  leave  us  in  a  day 
or  two.     We  had  an  Enfield   Nurse  for  seven  weeks,  and  jnst  as 
she  seem*d  mending,  she  was  callM  away.     Miss  J.*s  coming  seemed 
to  put  her  back,  and  now  she  is  going.     I  do  not  compare  myj 
"?  sufferings  to  yours,  but  you  see  the  world  is  full  of    troubles* 
wish  I  could  say  a  word  to  comfort  you.     You  must  cling  to  al| 
that  is  left.     I  fear  to  ask  you  whether  the  Book  is  to  be  dis 
continued.     What  a  pity,  when  it  must  have  delighted  so  manyl 
Let  me  hear  about  you  and  it,  and  believe  me  with  deepest  fellow^ 
feeling 

Your  friend 

C.  Lamb. 
Friday  eveng. 

Note 

[Hone's  son  Alfred,  who  had  met  with  an  accident,  was  a  sculptor*. 

The  Table  Book  was  to  close  with  the  year.] 


LETTER  4g2 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[No  date.     ?  Middle  Dec,  1B17J 

MY  dear  Allsop — Thanks  for  the  Birds.     Your  announcement  1 
puzdes  me  sadly  as  nothing  came.    I  send  you  back  1 
in  your  letter^  which  I  can  fK»itively  make  nothing  [of]  and  therefore 
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return  to  you  m  useless.     It  means  to  refer  to  the  birds,  but  gives 
me  uo  information.     They  are  at  the  fire^  however. 

My  sister's  illness  h  the  most  obstinate  she  ever  had*  It  will 
not  go  away^  and  I  am  afraid  Miss  James  will  not  be  able  to  stay 
above  a  day  or  two  longer.  I  am  desperate  to  think  of  it  some- 
times.    Tis  eleven  weeks ! 

The  day  is  sad  as  my  prospects. 

With  kindest  love  to  Mrs.  A.  and  the  children, 

Yours,  C.  L. 

No  Atla.s  this  week.  Poor  Hone's  good  boy  Alfred  has  fractured 
his  skulk  anoUier  son  is  returned  "dead*'  from  the  Navy  office, 
k  his  Book  is  going  to  be  given  up^  not  having  answered.  What 
a  world  of  troubles  this  is  I 

Note 

[The  Atlas  was  the  paper  which  Allsop  sent  to  Lamb  every  week 
(see  letter  on  pa^  767),] 


LETTER  4M 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[December  ao,  iJa?,] 

MY  dear  Allsop— I  have  writ  to  say  to  you  that  I  hope  to 
have  a  comfortable  Xmas-day  with  Mary,  and  I  can  not 
bring  myself  to  go  from  home  at  present.  Your  kind  offer,  and  the 
kind  t!onsent  of  the  young  Lady  to  come,  we  feel  as  we  should  do  ; 
pt^y  accept  all  of  you  our  kindest  thanks  :  at  present  I  think  a 
visitor  (good  &  excellent  as  we  remember  her  to  be)  might  a  little 
put  us  out  of  our  way*  Km  ma  is  with  us,  and  our  small  house  just 
Wlds  us,  without  obliging  Mary  to  sleep  with  Becky,  &c. 

We  are  going  on  extremely  comfortably,  &  shall  soon  be  in  capacity 
of  seeing  our  friends.     Much  weakness  is  left  still.     With  tWiks 


Mid  old  rememb",  Youni, 


C,  L. 


LETTER  434 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[KM.  Dec.  at,  tSa?.] 

Y  dear  Moxon,  I  am  at  length  able  to  tell  you  that  we  are 
all  doing  well,  and  shall  be  able  soon  to  see  our  friends  as 
usual.     If  you  wdl  venture  a  winter  walk  to  Enfield  tomorrow  week 


M 
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(Sunday  30th)  you  will  find  us  much  as  usu&I ;  we  intetid  a  delieiaui 
quiet  Christmas  day,  dull  and  friendless,  for  we  have  not  spirits  for 
festivities.  Pray  communicate  the  good  news  to  the  Hoodn,  and 
say  I  hope  he  is  better.  I  should  be  thankful  for  any  of  the  books 
you  mention,  but  I  am  m  apprehensive  of  their  miscarriage  by  the 
stage, — ^at  all  events  I  want  none  just  now,  l*ray  call  and  see  Mn*. 
Lovekin,  I  heard  she  was  ill ;  say  we  shall  be  glad  to  see  them  some 
fine  day  after  a  week  or  so. 

May  I  beg  you  to  call  upon  Miss  James,  and  say  that  we  are 
quite  well^  and  that  Mary  hopes  she  will  excuse  her  writing  hetself 
yet ;  she  knows  that  it  is  rather  troublesome  to  her  to  write.  We 
have  rec^  her  letter*     Farewell^  till  we  meet* 

Yours  truly, 

C.  Lamb* 


LETTER  425 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 


I 


[No  date.     End  of  iSs?*] 

MY  dear  B. — We  are  all  pretty  well  again  and  comfortable, 
and  I  take  a  first  opportunity  of  sending  the  Adventures 
of  lllvsses,  hoping  that  among  us— Homer,  Chapman,  and  0°.-^ 
we  shall  afford  you  some  pleasure.  I  fear^  it  la  out  of  print,  if  not, 
A.  K*  will  accept  it,  with  wishes  it  were  bigger;  if  another  copy  is  not 
to  l)e  had,  it  reverts  to  me  and  my  heirs  j^r  ever.  With  it  I  send 
a  trumj>ery  book  ;  to  which,  without  my  knowledge^  the  Editor  of 
the  Bijoux  has  contributed  Lnc/s  veraes  ;  I  am  ashamed  to  ask  her 
acceptance  of  the  tiash  accompanying  it*     Adieu  to  Albums— for  a 

freat  while,  I  said  when  I  came  here,  and  had  not  been  fixed  two 
ays  but  my  Landlord's  daughter  (not  at  the  Pot  house)  requested 
me  to  write  in  her  female  friend's,  and  in  her  own ;  if  1  go  to 
thou  art  there  also,  O  all  pervading  Ai.b0m  1  All  over  the  Lee- 
ward Islands,  in  Newfounaland,  and  the  Back  Settlements* 
understand  there  is  no  other  iieading.  They  haunt  me.  I  die  of 
Albo- phobia  I 

Note 

[*'  A  trumpery  book/'     I  have  not  found  it  (see  Letter  405). 

Writing  in  the  EngliskTnan^B  Magazine  in  1851,  in  a  review 
of  his  own  Album  Verses^  Lamb  amplifies  his  sentiments  on  albums 
(see  VoL  U  page  840).] 
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LETTER  4^6 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[Jariuary  g^  1828.] 

DEAR  Allsop^I  have  been  very  poorly  and  nervous  lately, 
but  am  recovering  sleep,  &c.  I  do  not  invite  or  make 
engagementa  for  particular  days ;  but  I  need  not  aay  how  pleasant 
your  dropping  in  any  Sunday  momg  would  be.  Perhaps  Jameson 
vrould  accompany  you,  Fmy  beg  him  to  keep  an  accurate  record 
of  the  wajning  I  sent  by  him  to  old  I*an,  for  1  dread  lest  he  should  at 
the  1£  months' end  deny  the  warning.  The  house  is  his  daughter's, 
but  we  took  it  through  him,  and  have  paid  the  rent  to  his  receipts 
for  his  daughter^'5,  Consult  J-  if  he  thinks  the  warning  sufficient, 
1  am  very  nervous,  or  have  been,  about  the  house ;  lost  my  sleep, 
&  expected  to  be  ill ;  but  slumbered  gloriously  la^  night  golden 
slumbers,  I  shall  not  relapse.  You  fright  me  with  your  inserted 
slipfi  in  the  most  welcome  Atla^,  They  begin  to  charge  double  for 
it,  &  call  it  two  sheets.  How  can  I  confute  tJiem  by  opening  it, 
when  a  note  of  yours  might  slip  out,  &  we  get  in  a  hobble  ?  When 
you  write,  write  real  letters.  Mary's  best  love  &  mine  to  Mrs,  A, 
Yoors  ever,  C.  Lamb. 

NoTK 

[I  cannot  explain  the  business  part  of  this  letter. 

" Golden  slumbers,"     From  Dekker's  superb  poem  *'  Content "  : — 

Art  ihou  poOTi  yet  hasi  thou  golden  alumberi.] 


LETTER  427 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[f,m.  (7  Janaaiy,  Sunday)  iSaS,] 

DEAR  Moxon  I  have  to  thank  you  for  despatching  so  much 
business  for  me,  1  am  uneasy  i^spectmg  the  enclosed 
'^ipb  which  you  sent  me  and  are  dated  Jan.  1827.  Pray  get 
tliem  chang'd  by  Mr,  Henshall  to  1H2S.  I  have  been  in  a  veri' 
Q^rvmjs  wav  sinoe  I  saw  you.  Pray  excuse  me  to  the  Hoods  for  not 
•'^swering  his  very  pleasant  letter.  I  am  veiy  poorly.  The  *'  Keep- 
«b"  I  hope  is  retum'd.  I  sent  it  back  by  Mra.  Hazlitt  on  Thurs- 
day. Twas  blotted  outside  when  it  came.  The  rest  I  think  are 
mm.    My  heart  bleeds  about  poor  Hone,  that  such  an  agreeable 
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book,  and  a  Book  there  seem'd  no  reason  should  not  go  on  for  ever, 
should  be  given  up^  and  a  thing  substituted  which  in  its  Nature 
cannot  last.  Don't  send  me  any  more  **  Companionsj"  for  it  only 
vexes  me  about  the  Table  Book.  This  is  not  weather  to  hope  to 
see  any  body  to  day^  but  without  any  particular  invitations,  pray 
consider  that  we  ane  at  any  iiTne  most  glad  to  see  you,  You  (with 
Hunt's  **Lord  Byron"  or  Hazlitt's  "  Napoleon  **  in  your  hand)  or  You 
sinipiy  with  your  switch  &c.  The  night  was  danmable  and  the 
mommg  is  not  too  bless-able.  If  you  get  my  dates  changed  >  I  will 
not  trouble  you  with  business  for  some  time.  Best  of  all  remembers 
to  the  Hoodsj  with  a  malicious  congratulation  on  their  friend  Rice^ti 
advancem*^. 

Yours  truly  C,  I^Hfi. 

Note 

["The  rest  I  think  are  mine."    The  rest  of  the  blots? 

Hone*s  Table  Book  ceased  with  18^7:  it  was  succeeded  by  a 
reprint,  in  monthly  parts,  of  Strutt's  Sports  and  PastiTnes. 

The  Companion  would  be  the  periodical  started  by  Leigh  Hunt 
in  18S8. 

**Ha2htt's  'Napoleon/"  Of  this  work  the  first  two  volumes 
appeared  in   18S8,  and  the  next  two  in   1830, 

**  Their  friend  Rice's  advancement."  I  cannot  say  to  what  this 
would  refer.     Rice  was  Edward  Rice.] 


LETTER  4fm 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 


[p.ii.  Feb.  i8,  iSaSj 

DEAR  M.  I  had  rather  thought  to  have  seen  you  yesterday, 
or  I  should  have  written  to  thank  you  for  your  attentions 
in  the  Rook  way  Sec,  Hone's  address  is,  ^1  Belvidere  Place^  South- 
wai'k.  'Tis  near  the  Obelisk.  I  can  only  say  we  shall  be  most 
glad  to  see  you,  when  weather  suits,  and  tliat  it  will  be  a  joyful 
suiprisal  to  see  the  Hoods,  t  should  write  to  them,  but  am  poorly 
and  nervous,  Emma  is  very  proud  of  her  Valentine,  Mary  does 
not  immediately  want  Books,  having  a  damn'd  consignment  of 
Novels  in  MS.  from  Malta :  which  I  wish  the  Mediterranean  had  in 
its  guts.     Believe  me  yours  truly  C.  L, 

Monday. 
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Note 

[Eroina'B  valentine  probably  came  from  Moxon,  who,  I  feel  sure, 
in  spite  of  LaDib's  utterance  in  Letter  400,  had  not  yet  told  his 
love,  if  it  had  really  budded. 

'*  Noveb  in  MS," — Lady  Stoddait^s,  we  may  suppose  (see  Letter 

«3),] 


LETTER  4t9 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  COWDEN  CLARICE 

Enfidd,  35  Feb.  tiS28]. 

Ti  jT  Y  dear  Clarke,^ — ^You  have  been  accumulating  on  me  such  a 
iVA  heB,p  of  pleasant  obligations  that  I  feel  uneasy  in  writing 
as  to  a  Benefactor.  Your  smaller  contributions^  the  little  weekly 
rilU^  are  refreshments  in  the  Desartj  but  your  large  Ixfoks  were 
feasts.  I  hope  Mra.  Hazlitt^  to  whom  I  eiicharged  it,  has  taken 
Hunt's  Lord  B,  to  the  Novellos.  His  picture  of  Litemry  Lordship 
is  as  pleasant  as  a  disagreeable  subject  can  be  made,  his  own  poor 
man's  Education  at  dear  Christ's  is  as  good  and  hearty  as  the  sub- 
ject. Hazlitt's  speculative  episodes  are  capital  ;  I  skip  the  Battles* 
But  how  di<l  I  deserve  to  have  the  Book  ?  The  Companion  has 
too  much  of  Madam  Pasta*  Theatricals  have  ceased  to  be  jKipular 
attractions.  His  walk  home  after  the  Play  is  as  good  as  the  liest  of 
the  old  Indicators,  The  watchmen  are  emboxed  in  a  niche  of  fame, 
save  the  skaiting  one  that  must  be  still  fugitive.  I  wish  I  could 
send  a  scrap  for  good  wilL  But  I  have  been  most  seriously  unwell 
add  nervous  a  long  long  time.  I  have  scarce  mustered  courage  to 
b^n  this  short  note,  but  conscience  duns  me. 

I  had  a  pleasant  letter  from  your  sister,  greatly  over-acknow- 
ledging  my  poor  sonnet,  I  think  I  should  have  replied  to  it,  but 
tell  her  I  think  so,  j:\Jas  for  sonnettingj  'tis  as  the  nerv^es  are  ;  all 
the  summer  I  was  dawdling  among  green  lanes,  and  verses  came  as 
thick  m  fancies.     I  am  sunk  winterly  below  prc^e  and  zero. 

But  1  trust  the  vital  principle  is  only  as  under  snow.  That  I 
:jhall  yet  laugh  again. 

I  suppose  the  great  change  of  place  affects  me,  but  I  could  not 
have  lived  in  Town,  I  could  not  bear  company. 

1  see  Novello  flourishes  in  the  Del  Capo  line,  and  dedications  are 
mi  forgotten.  I  read  the  Atlas.  When  I  pitched  on  the  Ded« 
!  looked  for  the  Broom  of  "  Cowden  knows  *'  to  be  haniionisjed,  but 
'twas  summat  of  Rossini^s, 

I  want  to  hear  about  Hone,  does  he  stand  above  water,  how  is 
VOL.  VIL— 51 
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his  son  ?  I  have  delayed  writmg  to  him,  till  it  seems  impossible. 
Break  the  ice  for  me. 

The  wet  ground  here  is  intolerable,  the  sky  above  clear  and 
delusive,  but  under  foot  quagmire  from  night  showers,  and  I  am 
cold -footed  and  moisture -abhorring  as  a  cat ;  nevertheless  I  yester- 
day tramped  to  Waltham  Cross  ;  perhap  the  poor  bit  of  exertion 
necessary  to  scribble  this  was  owing  to  that  unusual  bracing. 

If  I  get  out,  I  shall  get  stout,  and  then  something  will  out— I 
mean  for  the  Companion — you  see  I  rhyme  insensibly. 

Traditions  are  rife  here  of  one  Clarke  a  schoolmaster,  and  a  run- 
away pickle  named  Holmes,  but  much  obscurity  haxigs  over  it*  Is 
it  possible  they  can  be  any  relations  ? 

T^s  worth  the  research,  when  you  can  find  a  sunny  day,  with 
ground  firm,  &c*  Master  Sexton  is  intelhgent^  and  for  half-a-crown 
he'll  pick  you  up  a  Father. 

In  trutfi  we  snail  be  moat  glad  to  see  any  of  the  Novellian  circle^ 
middle  of  the  week  such  as  can  come,  or  Sunday,  as  can^t*  But 
Spring  will  burgeon  out  quickly,  and  then,  well  talk  more. 

You'd  like  to  see  the  improvements  on  the  Chase,  the  new  Cross 
in  the  market-place,  the  Chandler's  shop  from  whence  the  rods  were 
fetch'd.  They  are  raised  a  farthing  since  the  spread  of  Education. 
But  perhaps  you  don't  <^re  to  be  reminded  of  tne  Hoiofemes'  days, 
and  nothing  remains  of  the  old  laudable  profession,  but  the  clear, 
fiira,  impossible-to-be-mistaken  schoolmaster  text  hand  with  which 
is  subscribed  the  ever-welcome  name  of  Chas.  Cowden  C.  Let  me 
crowd  in  both  our  loves  to  all.  C.  L. 

Let  me  never  be  foigotten  to  include  in  my  iiememb«»  my  good 
friend  and  whilom  correspondent  Master  Stephen. 

How,  especially,  is  Victoria  ? 

I  try  to  remember  all  I  used  to  meet  at  Shacklewell.  The  little 
household,  cake -producing,  wine-bringing  out  Emma — the  old  ser- 
vant, that  didn't  staVj  and  ought  to  have  staid,  and  was  always 
very  dirty  and  friendly,  and  Mi^  H*^  the  counter-tenor  with  a  fine 
voice,  whose  sister  married  TbuiielL  They  all  live  in  my  mind's 
eye,  and  Mr,  N/s  and  Holmes's  walks  with  us  half  back  after  supper. 
Troja  fuit  I 

Note 

[**  The  Companion.^^  Leigh  Hunt's  paper  lasted  only  for  seven 
montlis.  Madame  Pasta,  of  whom  too  much  was  written,  wa^ 
Giudetta  Pasta  (17dB-l8€5X  a  singer  of  unusual  compass  for  whotn 
Bellini  wrote  "  La  Sonmaiubula/^ 

The  following  is  the  account  of  the  Sliding  Watchman  in  the 
essay,  "  Walks  Home  by  Night  in  Bad  Weather.    Watchmen  " : — 
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But  the  oddest  of  all  was  the  Stiding  Watchman.  Think  of  walking  up  a 
street  in  the  depth  of  a  frosty  winter^  with  long  ice  in  the  gutters,  and  sleet  over 
head,  and  then  hgtire  to  yourself  a  sort  of  hale  of  a  man  in  white,  coming  towards 
you  wiih  a  lantern  in  one  hand^  and  an  umbrella  over  his  head.  It  was  the  oddest 
mixture  of  lujtury  and  hards htp^  of  juvenihty  and  old  age  I  But  this  looked  agree- 
able. Animal  spirit*  carry  everything  before  thtm  ;  and  our  invincible  friend  seemed 
a  watchman  for  Rabelais.  Time  wa*  run  at  and  butted  by  him  like  a  goat*  The 
slide  seemed  to  bear  him  half  through  the  night  at  once;  he  slipped  from  out  of 
h]»  box  and  ttis  common* places  at  one  rush  of  a  nierry  thought,  and  seemed  to  ^y, 
*"  Everything's  in  imagination  ; — here  goes  the  whole  weight  of  my  office." 

*'Your  Bister*' — Mrs.  Isabella  Jane  Towers,  author  of  The 
Children* s  Fireside^  1828^  and  other  ligoks  for  ehildreti,  to  whom 
L&oib  had  sent  the  following  sonnet : — 

Lady  Utiknown,  who  crav'at  from  me  Unknown 
The  trifle  of  a  verse  these  leaves  to  grace* 
How  shall  I  find  Bt  matter  ?  with  what  face 
Addresis;  a  face  that  ne*er  to  me  was<  shown  P 
Thy  look»,  tones,  gesture,  manners,  and  what  not, 
Conjecturing,  1  wander  in  the  dark. 
I  know  thee  only  Sister  to  Charles  Clarke  i 
But  at  |hat  name  my  cold  Muse  waxes  hot, 
And  swears  that  thou  art  such  a  one  as  he, 
Warm,  laughter-loving^  with  a  touch  of  madnesRj 
Wild,  glee^provoking,  pouring  oil  of  gladness 
From  frank  heart  without  guile*     And,  if  thou  b^ 
The  pure  reverse  of  this,  and  I  miatake — 
Demure  oi^e,  I  will  hke  thee  for  his  sake. 

"NovelJo.  .  .  dedications  .  .  ,  I  read  the^liia^;*  In  The  Atlas 
fof  February  17  waa  I'eviewed  Select  AirsfroTti  Spohr^a  celebrated 
OpiTtL  of  Pauet^  arranged  as  duetts  for  the  Pianoforte  and 
inB&nbm  to  kia  frieind  Charles  Gowden  Clarke  by  Vincent 
i^ovdlo.     Holmes  was  musical  critic  for  The  Atlas. 

"Brooni  of  Cowden-knowB" — the  old  Scotch  ballad — 

O  the  broom,  an  the  broom,  an  the  bonny,  bonny  broom^ 
The  broom  o'  the  Cowdenknowes. 

"One  Clarke  a  schoolmaster."    See  note  on  page  559* 

**  Ho!o femes'  dajs  " — Holofemes,  the  schoolniasterj  in  "  Love's 
Labour's  Lost "     Cowden  Clarke  had  assisted  his  father. 

**  Master  Stephen."     I  do  not  identify  Stephen, 

**  Victoria  "—Mary  Victoria  Novello,  afterwards  Mi*s,  Charles 
t^wden  Clarke. 

"At  Shacklewell"— the  Novellos'  old  home.  They  now  lived  in 
Bedford  Street,  Covent  Garden, 

"  Whose  sister  married  Thurtell."  Thurtell,  the  murderer  of  Mr* 
We&re,  1  supfiose. 

^  Troja  fuii  I "    See  note  on  page  456:] 
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LETTER  430 
CHAHLES  LAMB  TO  HENRV  CRABB  ROBmsON 

[p.m.  Feb.  it,  iSaS,] 

MY  dear  Robinson,  It  will  be  a  very  painful  thing  to  m  indeed, ' 
if  you  give  up  coining  to  see  us,  as  we  fear,  on  account 
of  the  nearness  of  the  poor  Lady  you  inquire  after.  It  is  true  that 
on  the  occasion  she  mentions,  which  was  on  her  retym  from  last 
seeing  her  daughter,  she  was  very  heated  and  feverish,  but  there 
seems  to  be  a  great  amendment  in  her  since,  and  she  has  within 
a  day  or  two  passed  a  quiet  evening  with  us.  At  the  same  time 
I  dare  not  advise  any  thing  one  way  or  another  respecting  her 
daughter  coming  to  live  with  her.  I  entirely  disclaim  the  least 
opinion  about  it.  If  we  named  any  thing  before  her,  it  was 
erroneously,  on  the  notion  that  she  was  the  obstacle  to  the  plan 
which  ha^  been  suggested  of  niacing  her  daughter  in  a  Private 
Family*  which  seemed  your  wish.  But  I  have  quite  done  with  the 
subject.  If  we  can  be  of  any  amusement  to  the  poor  Lady,  with- 
out self  disturbance,  we  will.'  But  come  and  see  m  after  Circuit,, 
as  if  she  were  not*  You  have  no  more  affect^*  friends  than  C-  akd 
M,  Lamb. 

Note 

["  The  poor  Lady  '*  was,  I  imagine,  the  widow  of  Antony  Robin 
son,] 


LETTER  431 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

Untch  igth,  i8^, 

MY  d^tf  M. — It  is  my  firm  determination  to  have  nothing  to 
do  with  "  Fofget-me-Nots  " — pray  excuse  me  a^  civilly  a§ 
you  can  to  Mr.  Hurst.  I  will  take  care  to  refuse  any  other  applica- 
tions. The  things  which  Pickering  has,  if  to  be  hacl  again,  I  have 
promised  absolutely,  you  know,  to  poor  Hood,  from  whom  I  had  a 
melancholy  epistle  yesterday  ;  besides  that,  Emma  has  decided  objec- 
tions to  her  own  and  her  friend's  Album  verses  being  published ;  but 
if  she  gets  over  that,  they  are  decidedly  Hood's, 
Till  we  meet,  farewell.     Loves  to  Bash*  C*  L* 


Idas 


NO  MONEY  FOR  BOOKS 


Note 
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[Moxon  seems  to  have  a^^ked  Lamb  for  a  contribution  for  one  of 
Hurst's  annualtf,  probably  the  Keepsake^ 

Hood  was  to  edit  The  Gem  for  18^. 

**  Dash,'* — Moxon  s^etns  to  have  been  the  present  master  of  the 
tiog. 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Edward  Irving^  not 
available  for  this  edition,  introducing  Hone^  who  in  later  life  became 
devout  and  preached  at  the  Weigh  House  Chapel  in  Eastcheap*] 


LETTER  432 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 


[p.m.  April  at,  tSaS,] 


|~^EAR  B.  B* — You  must  excuse  my  silence*  I  have  been  in  very 
y  /  poor  health  and  spirits,  and  cannot  write  letters.  I  only 
write  to  assure  you,  as  you  wbh'd,  of  m j  existence.  All  that  which 
Mitford  tells  joa  of  H/s  book  is  rhodoniontade,  only  H,  has  written 
tEiguardediy  about  me,  and  notliing  makes  a  man  more  foolish  than 
his  own  foolish  panegyric.  But  1  am  pretty  well  cased  to  Hattery, 
or  its  contraiy-  Neither  aff'ect[s]  me  a  turnip's  worth.  Do  you  see 
the  Author  of  May  you  Like  it  ?  Do  you  write  to  him  ?  Will 
you  give  my  present  plea  to  him  of  ill  health  for  not  acknowledge 
a  pretty  Book  with  a  pretty  frontispiece  he  sent  me.  He  is  most 
isteem^d  by  me.  As  for  subscribing  to  Books,  in  plain  truth  I  am  a 
man  of  reduced  income,  and  don't  allow  myself  12  shillings  a-year 
to  buy  Ouj  Books  with,  which  must  be  my  Excuse.  I  am  truly 
sorry  for  Murray's  demur^  but  I  wash  my  hands  of  all  booksellers, 
md  hope  to  know  them  no  more.     I  am  sick  and  poorly  and  must 

d  friend 


A,K. 


■  jomt 


your  daughte 


C,  L. 


Note 


["  H/s  book."  In  Hunt's  Lord  Byron  and  Some  of  His  Con- 
i^rapora/ries  Lamb  was  praised  very  warmly. 

"The  Author  of  May  you  Lite  it  "—the  Rev.  C,  B.  Tayler 
(«e  note  on  page  636).  The  book  with  a  pretty  frontispiece  was 
i  Fvnwide  Book,  182S,  with  a  frontispiece  by  George  Cruikshank. 

"Murray^s  demur  "^ — an  unfavourable  reply,  possibly  to  a  sug- 
gestion of  Barton's  concerning  a  new  volume.] 
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LETTER  433 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[May  t»t.  tSal.] 

DEAR  A.-^-I  am  better.     Marj^  quite  well.     We  expectal  to 
see  ^ou  before.     I  can't  write  long  letters.     So  a  friendJy 
love  to  you  all. 

YoiOT  ever, 

C.L, 

Enfield. 

This  sunahine  ia  healing. 

LETTER  434 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

(P.M.  May  3rd»  tSaS.) 

DEAR  M,, — My  friend  Patmone,  author  of  the  "Months,"  a  very 
pretty  publication,  [and]  of  sundry  Essays  in  the  "  London," 
**New  Monthly/'  &c,j  wants  to  dispose  of  a  volume  or  two  of 
"Tales."  Perhaps  they  might  Chance  to  suit  Hurst;  but  be  that 
as  it  mayj  he  will  call  upon  you^  tinder  favor  of  itiy  recommenda- 
tion ;  and  as  he  is  retuming  to  France,  where  he  lives,  if  you  can  do 
anything  for  him  in  the  Treaty  line,  to  save  him  dancing  over  the 
Channel  everj  week,  I  am  sure  you  will.  I  said  Fd  never  trouble 
you  again ;  but  how  vain  are  the  resolves  of  mortal  man  I  P.  is  a 
verj^  hearty  friendly  fellow,  and  was  poor  John  Scott's  second,  as 
I  will  be  yours  when  you  want  one.  May  you  never  be  mine  I 
Youi^  truly,  C,  L. 

Enfidd. 

Note 

[Patmore  was  the  author  of  The  Mirror  of  the  Months^  18£6. 
"John  Scott's  second,"     See  note  on  page  434!,] 


LETTER  435 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WALTER  WILSON 

[Dated  ftl  end:  17  May  [tS^SJJ 

DEAR  Walter,  The  sight  of  your  old  name  again  was  like  a 
resuiTection.     It  had  passed  away  into  the  dimness  of  a  dead 
friend.     We  shall  be  most  joyful  to  see  you  here  next  week, — if  I 
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understand  you  right — ^for  your  note  dated  the  10th  arrived  only 
y^terday*  Friday  the  J6th,  Suppose  I  name  Thursday  next.  If 
that  don't  suit,  write  to  say  so.  A  morning  coach  comes  from  the 
Bell  or  Bell  &  Crown  by  Leather  Lane  Holbom,  and  sefes  you 
down  at  our  house  on  the  Chase  Side,  next  door  to  Mr.  Westwood's, 
whoni  all  the  coachmen  know — 

t  have  four  more  noteH  to  write,  no  dispatch  this  with  again 
assuring  you  how  happy  we  shall  be  to  see  you,  h  to  discuss 
Defoe  h  old  matters. 

Youre  truly 

C.  Lamb. 

En^.  Satii7<lr.  xTth  May. 

Note 

[The  last  letter  to  Wilson  will  be  found  on  page  600.  Lamb 
wrote  to  Hone  a  few  days  later :  "  Valter  Vilson  dines  with  us  to- 
morrow.    Veil !     How  I  should  like  to  see  Hone  I "] 


LETTER  436 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  NOON  TALFOURD 

[p.m.  May  3Q,  i8i8.] 

MY  dear  Talfourd,  we  propose  being  with  you  on  Wednesday 
not  unearly^  Mary  to  take  a  bed  with  you,  and  I  with 
CTabhe^  if,  a^  I  understand,  he  be  of  the  party.    Yours  ever, 

Ch.  Lamb, 

Note 

[This  is  the  first  letter  to  Talfourd,  Lamb's  future  biographer. 
^le  was  then  hving  at  26    Henrietta  Street,   Brunswick   Square. 
He  had  married  in  182S.      Crabb  Robinson's  Diary  for  May  21 
t^lU  us  that  Talfourd's  party  consisted  of  the  Lambs,  Wordsworth, 
Miss  Anne  Rutt,  three  barristers  and  himself.     Lamb  was  in  ex- 
cellent spirits.     He  slept  at  Robinson's  that  night,] 

LETTER  4S7 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 


[Ko  date.     May.  iSaS.] 

DEAR  Wordsworth,  we  had  meant  to  have  tried  to  see  Mrs. 
Wordsworth  and  Dora  next  Wednesday,  but  we  are  inter- 
^ted  by  a  violent  toothache  which  Mar\'  has  got  by  getting  up 
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next  mommg  after  parting  with  you,  to  be  with  my  going  off  *i 
j4  pBst  8  Hoi  bom.  We  are  poor  trnvellers,  and  moreover  »•«  htve 
OMnpan;  (clamii  'em)  gocxi  people,  Mr.  Hone  and  an  old  rronv  tiot  9tm 
for  90  yeans  coming  beit?  on  Tiienday,  one  stayi?  night  with  us.  and 
Mary  doubti^  my  power  to  ^et  up  time  enough,  and  tonifort  enoufrh* 
to  be  so  fai*  as  you  are.  Will  you  name  a  day  in  the  ^me  or 
coming  week  that  we  can  come  to  you  in  the  morning,  for  it  would 
plague  us  not  to  ?^e  the  otiier  two  of  you,  whom  we  cannot  in- 
dividualize from  you,  before  you  go.  ft  is  bad  eoougfa  not  to«€ 
your  Sister  Dorothy. 

God  bless  vou  sinoerelv 

Note 

[Robinson  dates  this  letter  I8IO5  but  this  is  clearly  wrong.  It 
was  obviously  written  after  Lamb's  liberation  from  the  ladift 
House.  If  J  a*«  I  ^uppo^e,  the  old  crony  is  Walter  Wilson,  we 
get  the  date  from  Lamb's  letters  to  him  and  to  Hone,  mentioned! 
above. 

By  "  the  other  two  of  you  "  Lamb  means  Dora  Wordsworth  and 
Johnny  Wordsworth.  Lamb  had  akeady  seen  William^  as  Letter 
S42  tells.  The  address  of  the  present  letter  is  W,  Wordsworth, 
BUq.,  IS  Bryanstone  Street,  Portraan  Square* 

Here  should  con>e  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Cary,  dated  June  10, 
1828,  declining  on  account  of  ill -health  an  invitation  to  dinner,  to 
meet  Wordsworth.  Instead  he  asks  Cary  to  Enfield  with  Darley 
and  Procter.] 


LETTER  438 
MARY  LAMB  TO  THE  THOMAS  HOODS 

[No  dale.     ?  Summer,  iSaS.) 

MY  dear  Friends, — -My  brother  and  Emma  are  to  send  ytiu  a 
partnership  letter,  but  as  I  have  a  great  dislike  to  my 
stupid  scrap  at  the  fag  ^nd  of  a  dull  letter,  and,  as  I  am  left  alone, 
I  will  say  my  say  first ;  and  in  the  Hrst  place  thank  you  for  your 
kind  letter;  it  was  a  mighty  comfort  to  me.  Ever  since  you  left 
me»  I  have  been  thinking  I  Itnow  not  what,  but  every  possible  thing 
that  I  could  invent,  why  you  should  be  angry  with  me  for  some- 
thing I  had  done  or  left  undone  during  your  uncomfortable  sojourn 
with  us,  and  now  I  read  your  letter  and  think  and  feel  all  is  well 
again.  Emma  and  her  sister  Harriet  are  gone  to  Theobalds  Park, 
and  Charles  is  gone  to  Bamet  to  cure  his  headache,  which  a  good 
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old  lady  ha«  talked  him  into.  She  came  on  Thm^sdaj  and  left  tis 
yesterday  evening.  I  mean  she  wa^  Mrs.  Paris,  with  whom  Emma's 
aunt  lived  at  Camhridgej  and  she  had  so  much  to  [tell]  her  about 
f  *amhndge  friends,  and  to  [tell]  us  about  London  ditto,  that  her 

f  tongue  was  never  at  it^st  through  the  whole  day,  and  at  night  she 
took  Hood'«  Whims  and  Oddities  to  bed  with  her  and  laught  all 
night.  Bless  her  spirits !  I  wish  I  had  them  and  she  were  m 
mopey  as  I  am.  Emma  came  on  Monday,  and  the  week  has  passed 
away  I  know  not  how.  But  we  have  pminised  all  the  week  that 
we  should  go  and  see  the  Picture  fiiday  or  Saturday,  and  stay  a 

I  night  or  so  with  you.  Friday  came  and  we  could  not  turn  Mrs, 
Paris  out  so  soon,  and  on  friday  evening  the  thing  was  wholly  given 
ttp.  Saturday  morning  brought  fresh  hopes  ;  Mrs,  Paris  agreed  to 
Q  to  see  the  picture  with  tis,  and  we  were  to  walk  to  Edmonton, 
ly  Hat  and  my  new  gown  were  put  on  in  great  haste,  and  his 
honor,  who  decides  all  things  here,  would  have  it  that  we  could  not 

f?t  to  Edmonton  in  time;  and  there  was  an  end  of  all  things, 
xpecting  to  see  you,  I  did  not  write. 


Motidfty  evening. 

Charies  and  Emma  are  taking  a  second  walk,     Harriet  is  gone 

borne.     Charles  wishes  to  know  more  about  the  Widow.     Is  it  to 

be  made  to  match  a  drawing?     If  you  could  throw  a  little  more 

light  on  the  subject,  I  think  he  would  do  it,  when  Emma  is  gone; 

[  but  his  time  will  be  quite  taken  up  with  her;  for,  besides  refreshing 

( her  I^tin,  he  gives  her  long  lessons  in  arithmetic,  which  she  is  sadly 

t  deficient  in.     She  leaves  in  a  week,  unless  she  receives  a  renewal  of 

I  her  holydays,  which  Mrs,  Williams  has  half  promised  to  send  her. 

I  do  verily  believe  that  I  may  hope  to  pass  the  la^t  one,  or  two,  or 

I  three  nights  with  you,  as  she  is  to  go  no m  London  to  Bury*     We 

i  will  wiite  to  you  tne  instant  we  receive  Mrs.  W.'s  letter.     As  to  my 

sonnet— and  it  is  a  very  poor  sonnet,  only  [it]  answered  very 

ell  the  purpose  it  was  written  for — Emma  left  it  behind  her,  and 

[nobody  remembers  more  than  one  line  of  it^  which  is^  I  think, 

eufficient  to  convince  you  it  would  make  no  great  impression  in  an 

Annual,     So  pray  let  it  test  in  peace^  and  I  will  make  Charles  write 

a  better  one  instead. 

This  shall  go  to  the  Poet  to-night.     If  any  [one]  choo^s  to  add 
anything  to  it  they  may.     It  will  glad  my  heart  to  see  you  again. 
Yours  (both  yours)  truly  and  affectionately, 

M*  Lamb, 


Becky  is  going   bv  the  Post  office,  bo  I   will  send  it  away, 
mean  to  commence  letter-writer  to  the  family. 


I 
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[Mn  Hazlitt  dates  this  letter  April,  18£8,  The  reference  to  th 
Widow,  towards  the  end,  shows  that  Hood  was  preparing  Tfie  {f#i 
and,  what  is  not  generally  known,  that  I^mb  had  been  asked 
write  on  that  subject.  As  it  happened.  Hood  wrote  the  essay  fa 
him  and  signed  it  Elia  (see  note  on  page  785),  Mrs.  Paris  we  ha? 
met  (see  note  on  page  547).  Harriet,  Enitna  laola^s  sister,  we  c 
not  hear  of  again,  I  was  recently  shown  a  copy  of  Lamb^s  Work 
1818,  inscribed  in  his  hand  to  Miss^  I  sola :  this  would  be  Harrie 
Isola.  Emma  had  just  begun  her  duties  at  Fombam,  in  Suffoll 
where  she  taught  the  children  of  a  Mr,  Williams,  a  clergyman, 
cannot  say  what  the  Picture  was.  The  sonnet  was  probably  tb 
printed  in  the  note  on  page  740.  Charles  Lamb's  and  Emmali 
joint  letter  has  not  been  preserved.] 


LEITER  439 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B,  R  HAYDON 


DEAR  Haydon,— I  have  been  tardy  in  telling  you  that  you 
Chairing  the  Member  gave  me  gi^at  pleasure ; — 'tis   i 
broad  Hogarthian  fun,  the  High  Sheriff  capital.     Considering, 
that  you  had  the  materials  imposed  upon  you,  and  that  you  did! 
not  select  them  from  the  rude  worid  as  H,  did,  I  hope  to  see  man| 
more  such  from  your  hand.     If  the  former  picture  went  beyonq 
this  I  have  had  a  loss,  and  the  King  a  bargain.     I  longed  to  rub  th 
back  of  my  hand  across  the  hearty  canvas  that  two  senses  migb 
be  gratified.     Perhapfi  the  subject  is  a  httie  discordantly  pla 
opposite  to  another  act  of  Chairing,  where  the  huzzas  were  Ho 
nans, — but  I  was  pleaised  to  see  so  many  of  my  old  acquaint 
brought  together  notwithstanding; 

Believe  me,  yours  truly» 

C.  Lame. 

Note 

[Haydon's  **  Chaii'ing  the  Member"  was  exhibited  in  Bond  Sti 
this  year,  together  with  "  Christ's  Entry  into  Jerusalem/*  and  othi 
of  his  works.     "The  former  picture"  was  bis  "Mock  Election, 
which  the  King  had  bought  for  500  guineas.     For  "  Chairing  the 
Member"  Haydon  received  only  half  that  price. 

See  Appendix  11.,  page  975,  for  three  other  letters,] 
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LETTER  440 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[p.m.  October  ii.  iSaS.J 

A  SPLENDID  edition  of  Bunyan's  Filgrini— why,  the  thought 
is  enough  to  turn  one's  moral  stomach.  His  cockle  hat  and 
stalf  transformed  to  a  smart  cockd  beaver  and  a  jemmy  cane,  his 
amice  gray  to  the  last  Regent  Street  cut,  and  his  painfu!  Palmer^^ 
oam  to  the  modern  swagger.  Stop  thy  friend's  sacriligioua  band. 
Nothing  can  be  done  for  B,  but  to  reprint  the  old  cuts  in  as 
homely  but  good  a  style  as  possible.  The  Vanity  Fair,  and  the 
pilgrims  there — the  silly  soothness  in  his  setting  out  countenance — 
the  Christian  idiocy  (in  a  good  sense)  of  his  admiration  of  the 
Shepherds  on  the  Delectable  Mountain.^— the  Ltons  so  truly  AUe- 
goricai  and  remote  from  any  similitude  to  Pidcock's,  The  great 
head  (the  author's)  capacious  of  dreams  and  similitudes  dreaming 
in  the  dungeon.  Perhaps  you  don't  know  my  edition,  what  I  had 
when  a  child :  if  you  do,  can  you  hear  new  designs  from — Martin, 
tnameld  into  copper  or  silver  plate  by^Heath,  accompanied  with 
^ises  from  Mrs.  Heman's  pen  O  how  unlike  his  own — 

Wouldst  thou  divert  thyself  from  melancholy  ? 

WquJdst  thou  be  pleasant,  yet  be  far  from  folly? 

Wouldst  thou  read  riddks  and  their  explanation  ? 

Or  else  be  dt owned  in  thy  contemplation  ? 

Do9t  thou  love  picking  mieat  ?  or  wouldst  thou  see 

A  man  i*  th'  clouds,  and  hear  him  speak  to  thee  ? 

Wouldst  thou  be  in  a  dreamy  and  yet  not  sleep  ? 

Or  wouldst  thou  m  a  moment  laugh  and  weep  ? 

Or  would&t  thou  lose  thyself,  and  catch  no  hai-m, 

A.nd  End  thyself  again  without  a  ch&rm  ? 

Wouldst  read  thyitt/^  and  read  thou  knowst  not  what, 

And  yet  know  whether  thou  art  blest  or  not 

By  reading  the  same  lines  }     O  then  come  hither, 

And  lay  my  book,  thy  head  and  heart  together* 

J  OHM    BUNYAN* 

Shew  me  suiJi  poetry  in  any  of  the  15  forthcoming  combinations  of 
show  and  emptiness,  yclept  Annuals.  Let  me  whisper  in  j^our  ear 
taat  wholesome  sacmmental  bread  k  not  more  nutritious  than 
Papistical  wafer  stuff,  than  these  (to  head  and  heart)  exceed  the 
^*iial  frippery  of  Mitford'a  Salamander  God,  baking  himself  up  to 
the  work  of  creation  in  a  solar  oven,  not  yet  by  the  teniis  of  the 
^i^if  itaelf  existing.  Blake's  ravings  made  genteeL  So  there's 
'^^■e*  for  thy  verses ;  and  now  let  me  tell  you  that  the  sight  of 
vourhand  gladdend  me.  I  have  been  daily  trying  to  write  to  you, 
hut  paralysed.     You  have  gpurd  me  on  this  tiny  effort^  an^  at 


780 


LETTERS  OF  C.  AND  M.  LAMB 


Oct. 


intervals  I  hope  to  hew*  from  and  talk  to  you.  But  ray  spirits 
have  been  in  a  deprent  way  for  a  long  long  time,  and  they  are 
things  which  must  be  to  you  of  faithn,  for  who  can  explain  de- 
pression ?  Yes  I  am  hooked  into  the  Gem,  but  only  for  some  lines 
written  on  a  dead  infant  of  the  Editor's,  which  lieing  as  it  were  his 
property,  I  could  not  refuse  their  appearing,  but  I  hate  the  paper, 
the  type,  the  gloss,  the  dandy  plates,  the  names  of  contributoiH 
poked,  up  into  your  eyes  in  1st  page,  and  whistled  thro'  ail  the 
covers  of  magazines,  tlie  barefaced  sort  of  emulation,  the  unmodest 
candidateshipj  bro^  into  so  little  space — in  those  old  Londons 
a  signature  was  lost  in  the  wood  of  matter — the  paper  coarse 
(till  latterly,  which  spoiled  them) — in  short  I  detest  to  appear  in 
an  Annual,  What  a  fertile  genius  (an[d]  a  quiet  good  soul  withal) 
is  Hood,  He  has  50  thingis  in  hand,  farces  to  supply  the  Adelphi 
for  the  season,  a  comedy  for  one  of  the  great  theatres,  just  ready,  a 
whole  entertainment  by  himself  for  Mathews  and  Yates  to  figui« 
in,  a  meditated  Comic  Annual  for  next  year,  to  be  nearly  done  by 
himself. — You'd  like  him  very  much.  Wordsworth  I  see  has  a 
good  many  pieces  announced  in  one  of  em,  not  our  Gem-  W, 
Scott  has  distributed  himself  like  a  bribe  haunch  among  *em.  Of 
all  the  poets,  C^y  has  had  the  good  sense  to  keep  quite  clear  of 
'em,  with  Clergv-gen tie-manly  right  notions.  Don't  think  I  set  up 
for  being  proud  in  this  point,  I  like  a  bit  of  flattery  tickling  my 
vanity  as  well  as  any  one.  But  these  pompous  masquerades  with- 
out masks  (naked  names  or  faces)  I  hate.  So  there's  a  bit  of  my 
mind.  Besides  they  infallibly  cheat  you,  I  mean  the  booksellers. 
If  I  get  but  a  copy,  I  only  expect  it  from  Hood's  being  my  friend. 
Colendge  has  lately  been  here.  He  too  is  deep  among  the 
Prophets — the  Year-servers — the  mob  of  Gentlemen  Annuals,  But 
they'll  cheat  him,  I  know. 

And  now,  dear  B*  B,,  the  Sun  shining  out  merrily,  and  the  dirty 
clouds  we  had  yesterday  having  washd  their  own  faces  clean  with 
their  own  rain,  tempts  me  to  wander  up  Winchmore  Hill,  or  into 
some  of  the  delightful  vicinages  of  Enfield,  which  I  hope  to  show  you 
at  some  time  when  you  can  get  a  few  days  up  to  the  great  Town. 
Believe  me  it  would  give  both  of  us  great  pleasure  to  show  you  all 
three  {we  can  lodge  you)  our  pleasant  farms  and  villages.— 

We  both  join  in  kindest  lovea  to  you  and  yours, — 

Ck,  Lamb  sEmvnijs, 

Saturday^ 

Note 

[The  edition  of  Bunyan  was  that  published  for  Barton's  friend, 
John  Major,  and  John  Murray  in  1830^  with  a  life  of  Bunyan  by 
Southey,  and  illustrations  by  John  Martin  and  W,  Hai-vey,'  and  a 


1838  THE  COWDEN  CLARKES'  HONEYMOON  781 

I 

prefatory  poem  not  by  Mrs,  Heoians  but  by  Bemanl  Barton  im- 
mediately  before  Bunyan's  "  Author's  Apology  for  his  Book^"  from 
which  Lanib  quotes. 

"  Pidcock'a/'  Pidcock  j^howed  his  lions  at  Bartholomew  Fair ; 
he  was  succeeded  by  Polito  of  Exeter  Change. 

"  Heath."  This  was  Charles  Heath  (1785-18*8),  son  of  James 
Heatk,  a  great  engraver  of  steel  plates  for  the  Annuala. 

**  Mitford's  Salamander  God/*  I  cannot  explain  this,  except  by 
Mr.  Macdonatd'g  supposition  that  Lamb  meant  to  write  ''Martin's/* 

"The  Gem/*     See  note  on  page  785. 

Hood's  entertainment  for  Mathews  and  Frederick  Yates,  then 
joint-maiTagen  of  the  Adelphi,  I  have  not  identified.  Authors' 
names  on  play-bills  were^  in  those  days,  unimportant.  The  play 
was  the  thing, 

**  Like  a  bribe  haunch"  "Divide  me  like  a  bribe-buck,  each  a 
haunch,"  says  FalstafF  to  Mrs,  Ford  and  Mrs.  Page  {"Merry 
Wives,"  v./ 5,  27). 

Coleridge  and  the  Annuals.  For  example,  Coleridge*s  '*  Names  " 
was  in  the  Keepsake  for  1829 ;  his  "  Lines  written  in  the  Album  at 
Elbingerode"  in  part  in  the  Amulet  for  18^9,  He  had  also  con- 
tributed previously  to  the  JLiterary  SouveniTf  the  Amulet  and  the 

Here  should  come  an  unprinted  note  from  Lamb  to  Charles 
MathewSf  dated  October  27,  1828,  not  available  for  this  edition, 
referring  to  the  farce  *'  The  Pawnbroker's  Daughter,"  which  l^mb 
offijred  to  Mathews  for  the  Adelphi.  As  I  have  said,  this  farce  was 
never  acted*] 


LETTER  441 
lARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  COWDEN  CLARKE 

EAR  Clarke, — We  did  expect  to  see  you  with  Victoria  and  the 
Novellos  before  this»  and  do  not  quite  undeMand  why  we 
not.  Mrs,  N.  and  V.  [Vincent]  promised  us  after  the  York 
ition;  a  day  being  named  before,  which  fail'd.  Tis  not  too 
te.  The  autumn  leaves  drop  gold,  and  Enfield  is  heautifnller^ 
common  eye — than  when  you  lurked  at  the  Greyhound.  Bene- 
dicks are  close,  but  how  I  so  totally  missed  yon  at  tliat  time,  going 
TofT  my  morning  cup  of  ale  duly,  is  a  myster).  Twas  steahng  a 
timtch  before  one's  face  in  ecunest.  But  certainly  we  had  not  a 
dream  of  your  appropinquity.     I  instantly  prepared  an  Epithala- 
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tit]um»  in  the  fortn  of  a  Sonata — which  I  was  sending  to  Novello  \ 
compose — but  Man-  forbid  it  me,  as  too  light  for  the  occasion- 
if  the  subject  required  anything  heavn^' — ^so  in  a  tiff' with  her  I 
no  congratulation  at  all.  Tho'  1  promise  you  the  wedding  was  ve 
pleasant  news  to  me  indeed.  Let  your  reply  name  a  day  this  nei 
week,  when  you  will  come  as  many  m  a  coadi  will  hold  ;  such 
day  as  we  had  at  Dulwich.  My  very  kindest  love  and  Mary's 
Victoria  and  the  Novellos.  The  enclosed  is  from  a  friend  namele 
but  highish  in  office,  and  a  man  whose  accuracy  of  statement 
be  relied  on  with  implicit  confidence.  He  wants  the  expoB^ 
appear  in  a  newgpajier  as  the  '*  greatest  piece  of  legal  and  Parlia 
mentjsiry  villainy  he  ever  rememW,"  and  he  has  had  experience  in 
both ;  and  thinks  it  would  answer  afterwards  in  a  cheap  pamphlet 
printed  at  Lambeth  in  8*>  sheet,  as  16,000  families  in  that  parish 
are  interested,  I  know  not  whether  the  present  ExamiTier  keeps 
up  the  character  of  exposing  abuses,  for  I  scarce  see  a  paper  now|B 
If  so,  you  may  a^scertam  Mr,  Hunt  of  the  strictest  truth  of  th^" 
statement,  at  the  peril  of  my  fa^d.  But  if  this  won't  do,  transmit 
it  me  back,  1  beg,  per  coacli,  or  better,  bring  it  with  you.  Yours 
unaltered,  C.  Lamb> 

Note  ^^^I 

[Clarke  had  mai-ried  Mary  Victoria  Novello  on  July  5»  IBgS,  and 

they  had  stx^nt  their  honeymoon  at  the  Greyhound*  Enfield^ 

known  to  tne  Lambs.     See  the  next  letter. 

"The  enclosed."    This  has  vanished.     Hunt  was  Leigh  Hunt.] 


LETTER  442 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  VINCENT  NOVELLO 

[Enfidd,  November  6,  iB^S,} 

MY  dear  Novello, — I  am  afraid  I  shall  appear  rather  tardy  m 
offering  my  congratulation§,  however  sincere^  upon  your 
daughter's  marriage.  The  truth  is,  I  had  put  together  a  little 
Serenata  upon  the  occasion,  hut  was  prevented  from  sending  i^H 
by  my  sister^  to  whose  judgment  I  am  apt  to  defer  too  mucn  iiiC 
tnese  kind  of  things ;  so  that,  now  I  have  her  consent,  the  offerings 
I  am  afraid,  will  have  lost  the  grace  of  seasonabieness.  Such  as 
it  1%  I  send  it.  She  thinks  it  a  little  too  old-fashioned  In  the 
manner,  too  much  like  what  they  wrote  a  century  back.  But  1 
cannot  write  in  the  nmdem  style^  if  I  try  ever  so  hard.  I  have 
attended  to  the  proper  divisions  for  the  music^  and  you  will  bmm 
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little  difficulty  in  coeipmtng  it.  If  I  may  advise,  make  Pepusch 
your  model,  or  Blow,  It  will  be  necessaiy  to  have  a  good  lecond 
Toice,  as  the  stress  of  the  melody  lies  there  : — 

SERENATA,  FOR  TWO  VOICES, 

On  tkt  Marriage  of  CkarUs  Cttwdtn  Clarkf^  Esqrt.^  tA  VktoHa^  eldest  daughter  of 
V intent  Novilh,  Eiqtt. 

DuiTTo 

Wake  til"  hflrmonious  voice  and  suing, 
Love  and  Hymcn*s  iriumph  sing, 
Soundfi  with  aecret  chaims  comBinbg, 
In  mctodiotia  union  joining, 
Best  the  wondrous  joys  can  tell. 
That  in  hearts  united  dwell. 

RKCtT4TIV& 

Ftnf  Voitg. — To  young  Victoria's  happy  fame 

Well  may  the  Arts  a  trophy  raise, 

Music  ^rows  sweeter  in  tier  praise, 
And,  ovm'd  by  her,  with  rapture  speaks  her  name. 
To  touch  the  brave  Cowdcnio*s  heart. 

The  Graces  all  in  her  conspire  ; 
Love  arms  her  with  his  f^urest  dart, 

Apollo  with  hia  lirre. 

Air 

The  lisi'ning  Mutes  all  around  her 

Think  'tis  Phcebus'  strain  they  hear ; 
And  Cupid,  drawing  near  to  wourid  her. 

Drops  hit  bow,  and  stands  to  hear. 

Recitative 

Stt^nd  Vokf.    While  crowds  of  rivals  with  despair 
Silent  admire,  or  vainly  court  the  Fair, 
Behold  the  happy  conquest  of  her  eyes, 
A  Hero  is  the  glorious  prize  \ 
In  courts,  in  camps,  thro*  distant  realms  renown 'd, 

Cowdenio  comes  ] — Victoria,  see* 
He  comes  with  British  honour  crownM, 

Love  leads  his  eager  steps  to  thee. 

Am 

In  tender  sighs  he  silence  breaks. 

The  Pair  his  flame  approves, 
Consenting  blushes  warm  her  cheeks, 

She  smiles,  she  yields,  she  loves. 

Rbcitativk 

^«"f  Vmct—no^  Hymen  at  the  altar  standa, 

And  while  he  joins  their  faithful  hands. 
Behold  [  by  ardent  vows  brought  down, 

Immortal  Concord,  heavenly  bright, 

Array'd  in  robes  of  purest  light, 
DeKenda,  th*  auspieious  rite*  to  crown* 
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Her  golden  harp  the  goddess  bringi ; 

Its  mag LC  sound 
Commands  a  sudtkn  silence  all  around, 
And  strains  prophetic  thus  atlune  the  itrings. 

Dt/ETTO 

Firsi  V&Ut.—         The  Swmin  his  Nymph  possessing, 
Si£o»d  Voi£e.-—      The  Nyiiii>h  her  iwam  caresfling, 
Firsi  and  St<:&nd — Sha.l1  still  improve  the  hlesstng. 

For  ever  kind  and  true. 
BffikM —  While  rolling  years  are  flying » 

Love,  Hymen*s  lamp  supplying, 

With  fuel  never  dying, 

Shall  still  the  flame  renew* 

To  80  great  a  master  as  yourself  I  have  no  need  to  suggest  that 
the  peculiar  tone  of  the  composition  demand  a  sprightliness,  oceans  ion- 
all  j  checked  by  tenderness,  as  in  the  second  air,^ — 

She  smiles,— *hc  yields,— she  loves. 

Again,  you  need  not  be  told  that  each  fifth  line  of  the  two  first 
recitative  requires  a  crescendo. 

And  your  exquisite  taste  will  prevent  your  falling  into  the  error 
of  Purcellj  who  at  a  passage  similar  to  that  in  my  first  air, 

Dropii  hia  bow,  and  stands  to  hear, 

directed  the  first  violin  thus  ; — 

Here  the  first  violin  must  drop  hi»  k^w. 

But,  besides  the  absurdity  of  disarming  his  principal  performer  of 
so  necessarj*  an  adjunct  to  his  instrument,  in  such  an  emphatic  part 
of  the  composition  too,  which  must  have  had  a  droll  effect  at  the 
time,  all  such  minutiae  of  adaptation  are  at  this  time  of  day  very 
properly  exploded^  and  Jackson  of  Exeter  very  fairly  ranks  them 
under  the  head  of  puns. 

Should  you  succeed  in  the  setting  of  it,  we  propose  having  it 
performed  (we  have  one  very  tolerable  second  voice  here,  and  Mr* 
Holmes,  I  dare  say,  would  supply  the  minor  parts)  at  the  Grey- 
hound, But  it  must  be  a  secret  to  the  young  couple  till  we  can 
get  the  band  in  readiness. 

Believe  me,  dear  Novelb, 
Yours  truly, 

C,  Lahb. 


Enfldd,  6  Nov.,  'j8. 


Note 


[Mrs.  Cowden  Clarke  remarks  in  her  notes  on  this  letter  that  the 
references  to  Purcell  and  to  Jackson  of  Exeter  are  inventions.  For 
Mr,  Holmes  see  note  on  page  661, 
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Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Laman  Blancbard,  dated 
Enfield,  November  9*  1828,  not  available  for  this  edition,  thanking 
him  for  a  book  and  dedication.  Samuel  Lanmn  Blanchard  (1804- 
1845X  afterwards  knomi  as  a  joumalistj  had  just  published,  through 
Harrison  Ainsworth,  a  little  volume  entitled  Lyric  Offerings^  which 
was  dedicated  to  Lamb.  After  Lamb's  death  Blanchard  t^titri- 
buted  to  the  New  Monthly  Magazine  some  additional  Popular 
Falla€ies.] 


LETTER  443 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  HOOD 

Late  autumn,  i3i8. 

Enfield. 

DEAR  Lamb — You  are  an  impudent  varlet;  but  I  will  keep 
your  secret*  We  dine  at  Ayrton's  on  Thursday,  and  ahalt 
try  to  find  Samh  and  her  two  spare  beds  for  that  night  only.  Miss 
M.  and  her  tragedy  may  be  dished :  so  may  rhot  you  and  your  rib. 
Health  attend  you. 

Yours,  T,  Hood,  Em. 

Miss  Bridget  Hood  sends  love. 

Note 

[In  The  Gam,  1829,  in  addition  to  his  poem,  "On  an  Infant 
Hyiiig  as  Soon  m  Bom,"  Lamb  was  credited  with  the  following 
pkce  of  prose,  entitled  **  A  Widow,*'  which  was  really  the  work  of 
Hood  (see  Letter  438)  :— 

A  WIDOW 

Hftth  always  been  »  luatk  for  mockrjy ;— a  standing  butt  for  wil  to  level  at. 
j«st  after  jest  hath  been  huddled  upon  her  dose  cap,  and  stuck,  like  burrsi  upon  h«r 
"^eeds.     Her  aables  are  a  perpetual  ''  Btack  Joke/* 

Satirists — ^pro^e  and  verse — have  made  merry  with  her  bereavem^ents.  She  is  a 
«tock  character  on  the  stage.  Farce  bottlech  up  her  crocodile  tears,  or  labeUclh 
tier  empty  lachrymatories.  Comedy  tnocketh  her  precocious  flirtations— Tragedy 
^vcn  girdeth  at  her  frailty,  and  twittcth  hef  with  '*  the  funeral  baked  meats  coldly 
tWniahing  forth  the  marriage  tables." 

I  confess  when  I  called  the  other  day  on  my  kinswoman  G. — ^theti  m  the  second 
lA^ek  of  her  widowhood — and  saw  her  sic  ting,  her  young  boy  by  her  side,  in  her  recent 
cables,  I  felt  unable  to  reconcile  her  estate  with  any  risible  associations.  The  Lady 
With  a  skeleton  moiety^-in  the  old  print,  in  Bowles'  old  shop  M^ndow — ^seemed  but  a 
type  of  her  condition.  Her  husband, --^^a  whote  hemisphere  in  foveas  world — was 
deficient.  One  complete  side — her  left — was  dcath-sujcken.  It  was  a  mauimonial 
pAi^iy&is,  unprovocative  of  laughter.  I  could  as  soon  have  tittered  at  one  of  those 
iKielancholy  objectE  that  drag  their  poor  dead-alive  bodiea  about  the  streets. 

It  aecms  difficult  to  account  for  the  popular  prejudice  against  lone  women* 
There  is  a  majority,  I  trust,  of  such  honest,  decorous  mourners  as  my  kinswoman  : 
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yet  are  Widows,  Like  the  Kcttrew,  a  proverb  an^  a  byeword  Amongst  naUoos,    From 

the  first  putting  on  of  the  sooty  garments,  they  become  a  stock  joke — chumiey- 
swcep  or  blackamoor  is  not  surer^by  mere  virtue  of  then  nigritude. 

Are  the  wanton  am^Eory  glances  of  a  few  pairs  of  ^acclcs^  eyes,  twinkling 
through  thctr  cunning  waters^  to  reflect  so  evil  a  light  on  a  whole  community  ? 
Verily  the  sad  benighted  orbs  of  that  nobte  relict-— the  Lady  Rachel  Russeli— 
blinded  through  uni^iene  drops  for  ber  dead  Lord,— might  atone  for  such  oglmgi  I 

Are  the  traditionaS  freaks  of  a  D^me  of  Ephesus,  or  a  Wife  of  Bath,  or  a  Qiie«n 
of  Denmark,  to  cast  so  broad  a  shadow  over  a  whole  sisterhood.  There  must  be, 
mcthinks,  some  more  generaJ  intinnity — common,  probably,  to  ail  £ve-kifid — to 
justify  so  sweeping  a  stigroa. 

Docs  the  satiric  spirit,  perhaps,  institute  splenetic  comparisons  between  the  lofty 
poetical  pretensions  of  posthumous  tenderness  and  iheir  ftdfiliiient  f  The  senti- 
ments of  Love  especially  affect  a  high  hcroical  pitch,  of  which  the  human  perform- 
ance can  prcfvent,  at  best*  but  a  burlesque  parody.  A  widow,  that  hath  lived  only 
for  her  husband,  should  die  with  him.  She  is  fiesh  of  his  flesh,  and  bone  of  his 
bone ;  and  it  is  not  seemly  for  a  mere  rib  to  be  his  survivor.  The  prose  of  bet 
practice  accords  not  with  the  poetry  of  her  professions.  She  bath  done  with  the 
worid,^and  you  meet  her  in  Regent  Street.  Earth  hath  now  nothing  left  for  her— 
but  she  swears  and  administers.  She  cannot  survive  bim — and  invests  in  the  L^ng 
Annuities. 

The  romantic  EuKy  resents^  and  the  satiric  spirit  recordft,  these  dlscrepandei. 
By  the  conjug^  theory  itself  there  ought  to  be  no  Widows  \  and,  accordingly,  a  dMMt 
that  by  our  milder  manners  is  merely  ridiculed^  on  the  ruder  hanks  of  the  Ganges 
is  literally  roa4Ud.  C  Lamb. 

**  Miss  M.  and  her  tragedy."  I  fancy  Miss  M.  would  be  Miss 
Mitford,  and  her  tragedy  '*Rienzi,"  produced  at  Drury  Lane 
October  9, 1828.  It  was  a  success,  Hwd'a  rib  would  pzolmbiy  be 
the  play  I  have  not  identified.     See  Letter  440. 

Here,  a  little  out  of  its  order,  might  come  a  letter  from  Lamb 
to  Hood^  December  17*  18^^  which  is  facsimiled  in  a  privately- 
printed  Ammcan  bibliography  of  Lamb,  the  owner  of  which  de- 
clines to  let  me  include  it  with  the  correspondence.  In  it  Lamb 
expr^ses  regret,  not  so  much  that  Hood  bad  signed  **The  Widow" 
with  Lamb*$  name,  but  that  an  unfortunately  ambiguous  jest, 
out  to  him  by  certain  friends,  had  crept  into  it.  He  aski 
subject  may  never  be  referred  to  a^in*] 


LETTER  444 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[No  date.    Dec.,  itaSJ 

DEAR  M^-^As  I  see  no  blood-marks  on  the  Green  Lanes  Hoa<A * 
I  conclude  you  got  in  safe  skins  home.  Have  you  thougfc»^^ 
of  inquiring  Miss  Wilson's  change  of  abode  ?  Of  the  S  copies  ^::»f 
my  drama  I  want  one  sent  to  Wordsworth,  together  with  a  cocbb- 
plete  copy  of  Hone's  *'  Table  Book,"  for  which  I  shall  be  your  debt'i^'' 
tiU  we  meet.      Perhaps  Longman  will  take  charge  of  this  pajtsel 
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The  other  is  for  Coleridge  at  Mr.  GiIman*St  Grove^  High^ate^  which 
tnay  be  sent,  or,  if  you  have  a  curiosity  to  see  him  you  will  niakeao 
errand  with  it  to  him,  &  tell  him  we  mean  very  soon  to  come  &  see 
him*  if  the  Giltnans  can  give  or  get  us  a  bed,  I  am  ashamed  to  be 
so  troublesome.  Pray  let  Hood  see  the  "  Ecclectic  Review  " — a 
rogue  1  The  %^  parts  of  the  Blackwood  you  may  make  waste  paper 
ot  Youra  truly, 

a  L. 

[I  do  not  identify  Miss  Wilson,  Lamb's  drama  was  "  A  Wife's 
Trial"  in  Blackwood  for  December,  ldS8.  The  same  number  of 
the  Eclectic  Remew  referred  to  Hood^s  parody  of  Lamb^  "The 
Widow,"  as  profaning  L^Ue's  picture  of  the  widow  by  its  '*  heartless 
ribaldry.*'  By  the  Mparts  of  Blackwood  Lamb  referred,  I  imagine, 
to  the  pagef  on  which  his  play  was  not  printed.] 


LETTEB  445 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[KM.  Decembcf  5,  1838O 

DEAR  B.  B. — I  am  ashamed  to  receive  so  many  nice  Books  from 
you,  and  to  have  none  to  s^id   you   in  return ;  You  are 
always  sending  me  some  fruits  or  wholesome  potherbs,  and  mine  is 
the  garden  of  the  Sluggard^  nothinj^  but  weeds  or  scarce  they. 
Nev^theless  if  I  knew  how  to  transmit  it,  I  would  send  you  Blact- 
wood's  of  this  month,  which  contains  a  little  Drama,  to  have  your 
opmion  of  it,  and  how  far  I  have  improved,  or  otherwise,  upon  its 
prototype.     Thank  you  for  your  kind  Sonnet*     It  does  me  good  to 
seethe  Dedication  to  a  Christian  Bishop,     I  am  for  a  Comprehen- 
sion, as  Divines  call  it,  but  so  rs  that  the  Church  shall  go  a  good 
"i^al  more  than  halfway  over  to  the  Silent  Meeting  house.     I  have 
ever  said  that  the  Quakers  are  the  only  Professors  of  Christianity 
^  I  read  it  in  the  Evaiigiles;  I  say  ProfmsoTB — mam^,  as  to  prac- 
^^y  with  their  gaudy  hot   types  and  poetical  vanities,  they  are 
^mh  at  one  with  the  sinful.     Martin's  frontispiece  is  a  very  fine 
^in^,  let  C.  L.  say  what  he  please  to  the  contrary.     Of  the  Poems* 
I  like  them  as  a  volume  better  than   any  one  of  the  preceding ; 
particularly,  Power  and  Gentleness  ;  The"  Present ;   Lady   Russell 
"^»ith  the  exception  that  I  do  not  like  the  noble  act  of  Curtius, 
^  or  false,  one  of  the  grand  foundations  of  old  Roman  pati^iotism, 
^  be  sacrificed  to  Lady  R.'s  taking  notes  on  her  husband's  trial. 
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If  a  thing  is  good,  why  invidiously  bring  it  into  light  with  something 
better  ?  There  are  too  few  heroic  things  in  this  world  to  admit  of 
our  marshalling  them  in  anxious  etiquettes  of  precedence.  Would 
you  make  a  poem  on  the  Story  of  Ruth  (pretty  Story  I)  and  then 
say.  Aye,  but  how  much  better  i»  the  story  of  Joseph  and  his 
Brcthrcn  i  To  go  on,  the  Stan7.as  to  "  Chalon  "  want  the  name  of 
Clarkson  in  the  body  of  them  ;  it  is  left  to  inference.  The  Battle 
of  Gibeon  is  spirited  again — but  you  sacrifice  it  in  last  stanza  to  the 
Song  at  Bethlehem.  Is  it  quite  orthodosc  to  do  so.  The  first  was 
good,  you  suppose,  for  that  dispensation.  Why  set  the  word 
against  the  word  ?  It  puzzles  a  weak  Christian.  So  Watts's  Psalms 
are  an  implied  censure  on  David's.  But  as  long  as  the  Bible  h 
supposed  to  be  an  equally  divine  Emanation  with  the  Testament, 
so  long  it  will  stagger  weaklings  to  have  them  set  in  opposition. 
Godiva  is  delicately  toucb*d.  I  have  always  thought  it  a  beautiful 
story  characteristic  of  old  English  times.  But  I  could  not  help 
amusing  myself  with  the  thought — if  Martin  had  chosen  this  subject 
for  a  frontispiece,  thei-e  would  have  been  in  some  dark  comer  a 
white  Lady,  white  as  the  Walker  on  the  waves — riding  upon  some 
mystical  quadruped — and  high  above  would  have  risen  "tower above 
tower  a  massy  structure  high  "  the  Tenterden  steeples  of  Coventry, 
till  the  poor  Cross  would  scarce  have  known  itself  among  the  clouds, 
and  far  above  them  all,  the  distant  Clint  hills  peering  over  chimney 
pots,  piled  up,  Ossa»on-01ympus  fashion,  till  the  admiring  Spectator 
(admirer  of  a  noble  deed)  might  have  gone  look  for  the  Lady,  as 
you  must  hunt  for  the  other  in  the  Lobster.  But  M.  should  be 
made  Royal  Architect,  What  palaces  he  would  pile — but  then 
what  parliamentary  grants  to  make  them  good  1  ne  ertheless  I  like 
the  frontispiece.  The  Elephant  is  pleasant ;  and  I  am  glad  you 
are  getting  into  a  wider  scope  of  subjects.  There  may  be  too  muchj 
not  religion,  but  too  many  good  words  into  a  book,  till  it  becomes, 
as  Sh.  says  of  religion,  a  rhapsody  of  words.  I  will  just  name 
that  you  have  brought  in  the  Song  to  the  Shepherds  in  four  or 
five  if  not  six  places.  Now  this  is  not  good  economy.  The  Enoch 
is  fine  ;  and  here  I  can  sacrifice  Elijah  to  it,  because  *tis  illustrative 
only,  and  not  disparaging  of  the  latter  prophet's  departure.  I  like 
this  best  in  the  Book.  Lastly,  I  much  like  the  Heron,  'tis  exquisite  : 
know  you  Lord  Thurlow's  Sonnet  to  a  Bird  of  that  sort  on  Lacken 
water?  If  not,  'tis  indispensable  I  send  it  you,  with  my  Black- 
wood, if  you  tell  me  how  best  to  send  them.  Fludyer  is  pleasant. 
You  are  getting  gay  and  Hood-ish.  What  is  the  Enigma  ?  money — 
if  not,  I  fairly  confess  I  am  foiled — and  sphynx  must  [here  are  words 
crossed  through]  4  times  I've  tried  to  wnte  eat — eat  me — and  the 
blotting  pen  turns  it  into  cat  me,  And  now  I  will  take  my  leave 
with  saying  I  esteem  thy  verses,  like  thy  present,  honour  thy  fmntis- 
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ptcer,  and  ngbt-tievereiiGe  thy  Patron  and  Dedicatee,  and  am,  dear 

Youji  heartily,  C,  L. 

Our  joint  kindest  Loves  to  A.  K.  and  your  Daughter. 

Note 

[Barton*s  new  book  was  A  New  Vea/f^e  Em  and  other  Poeme^ 
18^,  dedicated  to  Charles  Richard  Sumnetj  Bishop  of  Winchester. 
This  volume  contains  Barton's  "  Fireside  Quatrains  to  Charles  Lamb  " 
(quoted  in  VoL  V*,  page  308)  and  also  the  following  *'  Sonnet  to  a 
Nameless  Friendj"  whom  I  take  to  be  Lamb  :■ — 

SONNET  TO  A  NAMELESS  FRIEND 

In  each  succcssivr  tome  that  bears  my  name 

Hast  thou,  though  veiled  ihy  own  fiojn  public  cye«i 
Won  from  my  muse  that  willing  sacriiice 
Which  worth  and  talents  such  as  thine  should  claim : 
And  I  should  close  my  minstrel  task  with  shame, 
Could  I  forget  the  indissoluble  ties 
Which  every  grateful  thought  of  thee  supplies 

To  one  who  deems  thy  friendship  more  than  fame. 

^^^^^H  Accept  then,  thus  imperfectly,  once  more, 

^^^^^^B  The  homage  of  thy  poet  and  thy  friend ; 

^^^^^^V  And  should  thy  partial  praise  my  lays  commend, 

^^^^^^V  Versed  as  thou  art  in  all  the  gentle  lore 

^^^^^^V  Of  English  poesy *a  exhaustless  store, 

^^^K  Whom  I  most  love  they  never  can  ofTend. 

■  Martin'd  frontispiece  represented  Christ  walking  on  the  water* 
I  Lamb  recalls  hiii  remarks  on  page  731  about  thi^  painter,  who 
P  though  he  never  became  Royal  Architect  was  the  originator  of  the 
present  ITiames  Embankment.  Macaulay,  in  his  essay  on  Southeys 
edition  of  the  Filgrim'a  ProgreBs^  in  the  Edinhurgh  for  December, 
1831,  makes  some  very  similar  remarksi  about  Martin  and  the  way 
th  which  he  would  probably  paint  Lear. 

In  the  poem  "Lady  Hachel  Uu^tisiell ;  or,  A  Roman  Hero  and  an 
English  Heroine  Compared,"  Barton  compared  the  act  of  Curtius, 
who  leaped  into  the  gulf  in  the  Forum,  with  Lady  Russell  standing 
beadde  her  lord. 

Chalon  was  the  painter  of  a  portrait  of  Thomas  Clarkson. 
The  "  Battle  of  Gibeon  "  is  a  ptjem  inspired  by  Martinis  picture 
rf  Joshua  (^*e  page  731)  ;  the  last  stanza  runs  thus  : — 

Made  known  by  marvels  awfully  sublime  I 
Vet  far  more  glorious  in  the  Christian's  sight 

Than  these  stern  terrors  of  the  olden  tinier 
The  gentler  splendours  of  thai  peaceful  night, 


790         LETTEBS  OF  C.  AND  M.  LAMB         Dec. 

When  opening  cbudi  displayed,  in  vision  brigbt, 

The  heavenly  host  to  Bethlcheni*s  abcpherd  train, 
Shedding  around  them  nnore  than  cloudless  light  l 

"  Glory  to  God  on  higil  I  *'  their  opening  strain, 
Its  chorui,  **  Peace  on  Earth  t  '*  iti  theme  Messiah's  reign  f 

**  Tower  above  tower  »  ,   "     I  have  not  found  this. 

**  In  the  Lobster/'  Referring  to  that  part  of  a  lobster  which  ii 
called  Eve. 

"The  Elephant/'  Some  mildly  humorous  verses  **To  an  Ele- 
phant" 

'*  As  Sk  says  of  religion  " — Shakespeare,  I  assume,  in  **  Hamlet,'* 
in.,4,  47,  48:— 

And  iweet  Religion  makei 
A  rhapsody  of  wordii. 

I  quote  in  the  Appendix,  page  957,  the  poem  which  Lamb  liked 
best. 

Barton  had  written  a  poem  called  '*  Syr  Heron."  This  is  Lord 
Thurlow's  sonnet,  of  which  Lamb  was  very  fond.  He  ouoted  it  in 
a  note  to  his  Elia  essay  on  the  sonnets  of  Sidney  in  tne  Londmh 
Magazine,  and  copied  it  into  his  album  : — 

TO  A  BIRD,  THAT  HAUNTED  THE  WATERS  OF  LACKEN, 
IN  THE  WINTER 

O  melancholy  Bird,  ft  winter's  day, 

Thou  standesi  by  the  margm  of  the  pool* 

And,  taught  hy  God,  dost  thy  whole  being  sichool 
To  Patience,  which  ail  evil  can  allay. 
God  has  appointed  thee  the  fish  thy  prey : 

And  giv'n  thyself  a  lesson  to  the  fooL 

Unthrifty,  to  submit  to  moral  ryle, 
And  his  unthinking  course  by  thee  to  weigh. 

There  need  not  schools,  nor  the  professor's  chair, 
Though  these  be  good,  true  wisdom  to  impart : 

He,  who  has  not  enough,  for  these,  to  spare, 
Of  time,  or  gold,  may  yet  amend  his  heart, 

And  teach  his  sout,  by  brooks,  and  rivers  fair : 
Nature  is  always  wise  in  every  part. 

"  Fludyer'*  was  a  poem  to  Sir  Charles  Fludyer  on  the  devastatic^::^^^ 
effected  on  his  marine  villa  at  Felixstowe  by  the  encroachments  m  *■*" 
the  sea.  The  answer  to  the  enigma,  Mrs,  FitzGerald  (F^ucy  Barto^^^) 
told  Canon  Ainger,  was  not  money  but  an  auctioneei-^s  hammer. 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  I^amb  to  Louim  Holcroft,  dat^^^ 
December  5,  18^8,  not  available  for  this  edition.     Louisa  Holcit^^'^ 
was  a  daughter  of  Thomas  Holcroft,  Lamb's  friend,  whose  widc:^*' 
maiTied  Eenney.    A  good  letter  with  some  excellent  nonsense  abo-  ^^ 
measles  in  it,] 
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[December.  iS^S.] 


thiee  < 


*The 


from  Southgate  to  Colney  Hatch 
1  frequented  est  Black  be  it  y  paths  that  ever  con- 
cealed their  coy  bunches  from  a  truant  Citizen,  we  have  accidentally 
fallen  upon — ^the  giant  Tree  by  Cheshunt  we  have  missed,  but  keep 
your  chait  to  go  by,  unless  you  will  be  our  conduct — at  present  I 
am  disabled  from  further  (lights  than  just  to  akirt  round  Clay  Hillt 
with  a  peep  at  the  fine  back  woods^  by  strained  tendons,  got  by 
skipping  a  skipping-rope  at  53 — heu  mihi  non  sum  qualis.  But 
do  you  know,  now  you  come  to  talk  of  walks,  a  ramble  of  four 
hours  or  so— there  and  back — to  the  willow  and  lavender  planta- 
tions at  the  south  comer  of  Northaw  Church  by  a  well  dedicated  to 
Saint  Claridge,  with  the  clump  of  finest  moss  rising  hillock  fashion, 
which  I  counted  to  the  number  of  two  hundred  and  sixty,  and  are 
calletl  *'Claridge's  covers" — the  tt^aditton  behig  that  that  saint 
entei-tained  so  many  angels  or  hermits  there^  upon  occasion  of 
blessing  the  waters  ?  The  legends  have  aet  down  the  fruits  spread 
upon  that  occasion,  and  in  the  Black  Book  of  St.  Albann  some  are 
named  which  am  not  supposed  to  have  been  intixiduced  into  this 
inland  till  a  century  later.  But  waiving  the  miracle,  a  sweeter 
spot  is  not  in  ten  counties  round  ;  you  are  knee  deep  in  clover^  that 
is  to  say,  if  you  are  not  above  a  middling  man's  height ;  from  this 
paradise,  making  a  day  of  it,  you  go  to  see  the  ruins  of  an  old  con- 
vent  at  Mait^h  Hall,  where  some  of  the  painted  glass  i«  yet  whole 
and  fi^sh. 

If  you  do  not  know  thisk,  you  do  not  know  the  capabilities  of  this 
country,  you  may  be  said  to  be  a  stranger  to  Enfield.  I  found  it 
out  one  morning  in  October,  and  so  delighted  was  I  that  I  did  not 
get  home  before  dark,  well  a-paid, 

I  shall  long  to  show  you  the  clump  meadows,  as  they  are  called  ; 
we  might  do  that,  without  reaching  March  Hall  When  the  days 
are  longer^  we  might  take  both,  ana  come  home  by  Poorest  Cross,  so 
skirt  over  Pennington  and  the  cheerful  little  village  of  Churchley  to 
Forty  HilL 

But  these  aie  dreams  till  summer;  meanwhile  we  should  be  most 
glad  to  see  you  for  a  lesser  excursion^^y,  Sundav  next,  you  and 
aTwther^  or  if  more,  best  on  a  weekday  with  a  notice,  but  o'  Sun- 
days, as  far  as  a  leg  of  mutton  goes,  most  welcome.  We  can  squeeze 
out  a  bed.  Edmonton  coaches  run  every  hour,  and  my  pen  has  run 
out  its  quarter.     Heartily  farewell. 
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Note  " 

[Much  of  the  *'  Lamb  country  "  touched  upoo  in  this  letter  h  now 
built  on.  On  the  opposite  page  I  give  a  map^  kindly  dmwn  for  me 
by  Miss  M.  C.  &  JaclcBon,  of  Lamb's  favourite  walking  regioiL 

«  The  giant  Tree  by  Cheahunt "  is  Gors  Oak. 

**  Heu  mihi  n&n  shtm  qualis" — *'  Woe  b  me  f  I  am  not  what 

"  The  Black  Book  of  St.  Albans."    The  Black  Booki  exposed 
abuf^^  in  the  churck 
«  Well  a-paid."    See  Shakespeare's  "  Luorece,"  line  914.] 


1 


LETTER  *47 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  T.  N.  TALFOURD 

[No  datle.    End  of  1S2S.] 

DEAR  Talfourd,~You  could  not  have  told  tne  of  a  morefl 
friendly  thing  than  you  have  been  doing.  I  am  proud  of" 
tny  namesake.  I  shall  take  care  never  to  do  any  dirty  action, 
pick  pockets,  or  anyhow  get  myself  hanged,  for  fear  of  reflecting 
Ignominy  upon  your  young  Chrisom.  I  have  now  a  motive  to  be 
good.  I  shall  not  omniB  moriaT ; — my  name  borne  down  the  black 
gulf  of  oblivion. 

I  shall  survive  in  eleven  letters,  five  more  than  Ctesar.  Possibly 
I  shall  come  to  be  knighted,  or  more  I     Sir  C.  L.  Talfourd,  Bart.  I 

Yet  hath  it  an  authorish  twang  with  it,  which  will  wear  out  my 
name  for  poetry.  Give  him  a  smile  ftt>m  me  till  I  see  him.  If  you 
do  not  drop  down  before,  some  day  in  the  week  after  next  I  will 
come  and  take  one  night*s  lodging  with  you,  if  convenient,  before 
you  go  hence.  You  shall  name  it.  We  are  in  town  to-morrow 
speciali  gratiUy  but  by  no  arrangement  can  get  up  near  you*    fl| 

Believe  us  both^  with  greatest  regards,  yours  and  Mrs.  Talfourd's* 

ChaHLES  LAMa'PmLO-TALFOUED. 

I  come  as  near  it  aa  I  can.  ^ 

Note 

[This  may  be  incorrectly  dated,  but  I  place  it  here  because  in 
that  to  Hood  of  December  17,  summarised  above.  Lamb  speaks  of 
hh  godson  at  Brighton.  h 

Talfourd  (who  himself  dates  this  letter  18S9)  had  named   hit^f 
latest  child  Charles  Lamb  Talfourd.      The  boy  lived  only  until 
18JJ5.     I  quote  in  the  Appendix  the  verses  which  Talfourd  wrote 
on  his  death  (see  page  958).     Another  of  Lamb's  name  childt^i^ 
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Charles  Lamb  Kenney,  grew  to  man's  estate  and  became  a  ready 
writer. 

**  I  shall  not  omnia  monar"  (see  Horace.  Odes,  III.,  xxx.,  6)— 
"IshalJnot  whoUy  die."] 

LETTER  448 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  GEORGE  DYER 

[No  date.     ?  January,  iSjq.] 

DEAR  Dyer,  My  very  good  friend,  and  Charles  darkens  father 
in  law,  Vincent  ffovello,  wishei  to  shake  hmids  with  you* 
Make  him  play  you  a  tune.  He  is  a  damn'd  fine  nsusidan,  and 
what  is  better,  a  good  man  and  true.  He  will  tell  you  how  giad 
we  should  be  to  have  Mrs,  Dyer  and  you  here  for  a  few  days.  Our 
young  friend,  Miss  Isola,  has  been  here  holydaymaking,  but  leaves 
us  tomorrow. 

Yours  Ever  Ch.  Lamb. 

Enfidd. 

[Added  in  a  feminine  hand :]  Emma's  love  to  Mr*  and  Mm, 
Dyer. 

Non: 

[The  date  of  this  note  is  pure  conjecture  on  my  part,  but  is 
unimportant.  Novello  had  become  Charles  Clarke's  father-in-law 
in  1S28,  and  Emma  Isola,  who  was  now  teaching  the  children  of 
a  clergvTTsan  named  Williams,  at  Fomham,  in  Suffolk^  spent  her 
Christmas  holidays  with  the  Lambs  that  year* 

Here,  perhaps,  should  come  an  undated  letter  from  Lamb  to 
Louisa  Martin,  printed  by  Mr.  Hazlitt  in  Bohn's  edition,  not 
available  for  the  present  volume.  Lamb  begins  **  Dear  Monkey/* 
and  refei^  to  his  *'  niece,"  Mrs,  Dowden,  ana  some  business  which 
she  requires  him  to  transact,  Mrs,  Dowden  being  Mi^.  John  Lamb^s 
daughter-in-law  (see  page  569)*  Lamb  describes  himself  as  "  a  sick 
cat  that  loves  to  be  alone  on  housetops  or  at  cellar  bottoms."] 


LETTER  449 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B.  W.  PROCTER 

[igth  Jan,,  £03g>J 

MY  dear  Procter,-^!  am  ashamed  to  have  not  taken  the  drift  of 
your  pleasant  letter,  which  I  find  to  have  been  pure  inven- 
tion.    But  jokes  are  not  suspected  in  Boeotian  Enfieia.     We  are 
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plain  people ;  and  our  talk  is  of  com^  and  cattle,  and  Waltham 
markets.  Besides^  I  was  a  Httle  out  of  sorts  when  I  received  it* 
The  fact  LSj  I  am  involved  in  a  case  which  has  fretted  me  to  death ; 
and  I  have  no  reliance,  except  on  you,  to  extricate  me*  I  am  sore 
you  will  give  me  your  best  legal  advice,  having  no  professional 
friend  besides  but  Robiniion  and  Talfourd*  with  neither  of  whom  at 
present  I  am  on  the  best  terms.  My  brother's  widow  left  a  will, 
made  during  the  lifetime  of  my  bixJther,  in  which  I  am  named  sole 
executor,  by  which  she  bequeaths  forty  acres  of  arable  property, 
which  it  seems  she  held  under  Covert  Baron,  unknown  to  my  brother, 
to  the  heirs  of  the  body  of  Elizabeth  Dowden,  her  married  daughter 
by  a  first  husband^  in  fee-simple,  recoverable  by  fine^^invesUd 
property,  mind ;  for  there  is  the  difficulty^ubject  to  leet  and  quit- 
rent  ;  in  short,  worded  in  the  most  guarded  terms,  to  shut  out  the 
property  from  Isaac  Dowden,  the  husband*  Intelligence  has  just 
come  of  the  death  of  this  person  in  India,  where  he  made  a  will, 
entailing  this  property  (which  seem'd  entangled  enough  already)  to 
the  heirs  of  his  body,  that  should  not  be  Dom  of  his  wife ;  for  it 
seems  by  the  law  in  India,  natuml  children  can  recover.  They 
have  put  the  cause  into  Exchequer  process,  here  removed  by  Certio* 
rari  from  the  native  Courts;  and  the  question  is,  whether  I  should, 
as  executor,  try  the  cause  here,  or  a^aio  re-remove  it  to  the  Supreme 
Sessions  at  Bangalore  ?  {which  I  undenstand  I  can,  or  plead  a  hearing 
before  the  Privy  Council  here).  As  it  involves  all  tiie  little  property 
of  Elizabeth  Dowden,  I  am  anxious  to  take  the  fittest  steps,  and 
what  may  be  least  expensive.  Pray  assist  me^  for  the  case  is  so 
embarrassed,  that  it  deprives  me  of  slee]>  and  appetite.  M.  Bumev 
thinks  there  is  a  case  like  it  in  Chapt.  170,  sect.  5,  in  Fearnes 
Contingent  Remainders.  Pray  nead  it  over  with  him  dispassionately, 
and  let  me  have  the  result.  The  complexity  lies  in  the  questiotiable 
power  of  the  huslmnd  to  alienate.  .  ,  , 

I  had  another  favour  to  beg,  which  is  the  beggarliest  of  beggings, 

A  few  lines  of  verse  for  a  young  friend's  Album  (six  will  be  enough)* 

M.  Bumey  will  tell  you  w&o  she  is  I  want  *em  for,    A  girl  of  gold. 

Six  lines — make  'era  eight — signed  Barry  C *      They  need  not 

be  very  good,  as  I  chiefly  want  'em  as  a  foil  to  mine.  But  I  shall 
be  seriously  obliged  by  any  refuse  scmp.  We  are  in  the  last  ages 
of  the  world,  when  St.  Paul  prophesied  that  women  should  be 
"  headstrong,  lovers  of  their  own  wills,  having  Albums."  I  fled 
hither  to  escape  the  Albuinean  peinsecutionj  and  had  not  been  in  my 
new  house  twenty-four  hours,  when  the  daughter  of  the  next  house 
came  in  with  a  friend*!*  Album  to  beg  a  contribution,  and  the 
following  day  intimated  she  had  one  of  her  own.  Two  more  have 
sprung  up  since.  If  I  take  the  wings  of  the  morning  and  fly  unto 
the  uttermcKst  parts  of  the  earth,  there  will  Albums  be.      New 
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Holland  has  Albums.  But  the  Bge  is  to  be  complied  with.  M.  B. 
will  tell  you  the  sort  of  girl  I  request  the  ten  lines  for.  Somewhat 
of  a  pensive  cast,  what  you  admire.  The  lines  may  come  before  the 
Law  question^  as  that  can  not  be  determined  before  Hilary  Term, 
and  I  wish  your  deliberate  judgment  on  that.  The  other  may  be 
flimsy  and  supediciaL  And  if  you  have  not  burnt  your  returned 
letter,  pray  re-send  it  me,  as  a  monumental  token  of  my  stupidity. 
"Twas  a  little  unthinking  of  you  to  touch  upon  a  sore  subject. 
Why^  by  dabbling  in  those  accursed  Albums,  I  have  become  a 
byword  of  infamy  all  over  the  kingdom.  I  have  sicken'd  decent 
women  for  asking  me  to  write  in  Albums.  There  be  ''dark  jests" 
abroad,  Master  Cornwall ;  and  some  riddles  may  live  to  be  clear'd 
up.  And  'tis  not  every  saddle  is  put  on  the  right  steed ;  and 
forgeries  and  false  Gospels  are  not  peculiar  to  the  Age  following  the 
Apostles,  And  some  tubs  don't  stand  on  their  right  bottoms.  Which 
is  all  I  wish  to  say  in  these  ticklish  Times — and  so  your  Servant, 

Chs.  Lamb. 


NoTt: 

[We  do  not  know  the  nature  of  the  "bite"  that  Procter  had 
put  upon  Lamb;  but  Lamb  quickly  retaliated  with  the  first  para- 
graph of  this  letter,  which  is  mainly  invention.  In  his  Old  Acquaint- 
ance  Mr.  Fields  wrote  :  "  He  [Practer]  told  me  that  the  law  question 
raised  in  this  epistte  was  a  sheer  fabrication  of  Lamb's,  gotten  up 
by  him  to  puzzle  his  young  correspondent,  the  conveyancer.  The 
coolness  referred  to  between  himself  and  Robinson  and  Talfourd, 
Procter  said,  was  also  a  fiction  invented  by  Lamb  to  carry  out  his 
legal  mystification  " 

At  the  end  of  the  first  paragraph  L^me  some  words  in  another 
hand:  ^*in  usurn  enfeoffments  wiiereof  he  was  only  collaterally 
seized,  &c.,"  beneath  which  Lamb  wrote:  "The  above  is  some  of 
M.  Bumey*s  memoranda  which  he  has  left  me,  and  you  may  cut 
out  and  give  him,'* 

Procter^s  verses  for  Emma  Isola'§  album  I  have  not  seen,  but  Canon 
Ainger  says  that  they  refer  to  '*  Isola  Bella,  whom  all  poets  love," 
the  island  in  Lago  di  Maggiore  (see  Letter  453).  See  also  Appendix 
\U  page  977. 

**  When  St,  Paul  prophesied  "  Was  Lamb  thinking  of  the  open- 
ing verses  of  chapter  iii.  of  the  second  epistle  to  Timothy  ? 

"  If  I  take  the  wings  of  the  morning."  See  Psalms  cxxxix,  9. 
Compare  with  thiH  passage  that  in  letter  425,  on  p*ige  766.] 
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LETTER  450 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B,  W.  PROCTER 

DONT  trouble  yourself  about  the  veraes,      Tak©  'em  coollj 
ag  they  come.       Any  day  between  this  and   Midsumme 
will    do.      Ten    lines    the    extreme*      There    is    no    mystery  inj 
my  incognita.      She   has   oftaa   seen   yon,  though  you   may  not 
have  observed  a  silent  brown  girl,  who  for  the  last  twelve  ye 
has  run  wild  about  our  house  in  her  Christmas  holidays.     She 
Italian  by  name  and  extraction.     Ten  lines  about  the  blue  sky 
her  country  will  do,  as  it's  her  foible  to  he  proud  of  it.     But  thcj 
must  not  be  over  courtly  or  Lady-fied  as  she  is  with  a  Lady  who  savil 
to  her  **go  and  she  goeth^  come  and  she  cometh"      Item,  I  have! 
made  her  a  tolerable  Latinist,     The  vers^  should  be  moral  too,  as 
for  a  Clei^man's  family.     She  is  called  Emma  Isola*     I  approve 
heartily  of  your  turning  your   four  vols,  into   a    lesser   compass. 
Twill  Sybillise  the  gold  left,     I  shall,  I  think,  be  in  town  in  a  few 
weeks,  when  I  will  assuredly  see  you.     I  will  put  in  bene  loves  to 
Mrs,  Procter  and  the  Anti-Capulets,  because  Mary  tells  me  I  omitted 
them  in  my  last,     I  like  to  see  my  friends  here,     I  have  put  my 
lawsuit  into  the  hands  of  an  EnfieliJ  practitioner — a  plain  man,  who 
seems  perfectJy  to  understand  it^  and  gives  me  hopes  of  a  favoumble 
result. 

Rumour  tells  us  that  Miss  Holcroft  is  married  ;  though  the 
varlet  has  not  had  the  grace  to  make  any  communication  to  us  on 
the  subject.  Who  is  Badman,  or  Bed*em  ?  Have  I  seen  him  at 
Montacute's?  I  hear  he  is  a  great  chymist,  I  am  sometimet 
chymical  myself.  A  thought  striltes  me  with  horror.  Pray  hea%*en 
he  may  not  have  done  it  for  the  sake  of  trjing  chymical  experiments 
upon  her, — young  female  subjects  are  so  scarce]  Louisa  would 
make  a  caijital  moL  An't  you  glad  about  Burke*s  case?  We 
may  set  off  the  Scotch  murders  against  the  Scotch  novel^-^Hare^j 
the  Gieat  Un-hanged. 

Martin  Bumey  is  richly  worth  your  knowing.  He  is  on  the  top 
scale  of  my  friendship  ladder,  on  which  an  angel  or  two  is  still 
climbing^  and  some,  ala^  f  descending.  I  am  out  of  the  literary  world 
at  present*  Pray,  is  there  anything  new  from  the  achnired  pen  of' 
the  author  of  the  Pleasures  of  Hope  t  Has  Mrs.  He-mans  (double 
'masculine)  done  anvthing  pretty  lately?  Wh^  sleeps  the  lyre  of 
Hervey,  and  of  Afaric  Watts?  Is  the  muse  of  L.  E.  L.  silent? 
Did  you  see  a  sonnet  of  mine  in  Blackwood's  last  ?     Curious  coo- 
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struction  ]  Elaborata  facilitas  !  And  now  Til  telL  *Twas  written 
for  the  "  Gem ;  '*  but  the  editors  declined  it,  on  the  plea  that  it 
would  Bhock  all  motherB ;  m  they  published  "The  Widow  "  instead. 
I  am  bom  out  of  time.  I  have  no  conjecture  about  what  the  present 
world  calh  delicacy,  I  thought  **Rommund  Gray"  was  a  pretty 
modest  thing.  Hessey  assurer  ine  that  the  world  would  not  bear  iL 
I  have  lived  to  grow  into  an  indecent  character.  When  my  sonnet 
was  rejected,  I  exclainied,  *'  Damn  the  age ;  I  will  write  for 
Aotiquity  f  " 

Erratum  in  sonnet ; — Last  line  but  something,  for  tender^  read 
tend,  I'he  Scotch  do  not  know  our  law  terms  ;  but  I  find  aome 
i^mains  of  honest,  plain,  old  writing  lurking  there  still.  They  were 
not  so  mealy-mouthed  as  to  refuse  my  verses,  Maybe^  'tis  their 
oatmeal 

Blackwood  sent  me  ^0  for  the  drama.  Somebody  cheated  me 
out  of  it  next  day;  and  my  new  pair  of  breeches,  just  sent  home, 
cracking  at  first  putting  on,  I  exclaimed,  in  my  wrath,  "  All  tailors 
are  cheats,  and  all  men  are  tailors  "    Th^  I  was  better.    [ReBi  IobL^ 


Note 

[**  Your  four  vols."  Procter's  poetical  works,  in  three  volumes, 
were  published  in  1822.  Since  then  he  had  issued  The  Flood  of 
Thessaly^  1823,  He  was  perhaps  meditating  a  new  one-volume 
selection. 

**  Anti-Capulets  " — the  Basil  Montagus  (Montacutes). 

'*  Hadman.'"  Louisa  Holcroft  married  Carlyle's  friend  Hadams,  a 
manufacturer  and  scientific  experimentalist  of  Birmingham,  with 
whom  the  philosopher  spent  some  weeks  in  1827  in  attempting 
a  cure  for  dyspep»ia  {see  the  Early  Recollections). 

"  Burke's  case.  William  Burke  and  William  Hare,  the  body- 
snatchers  and  murderers  of  Edinburgh,  who  killed  persons  to  sell 
their  corpses  to  Knox's  school  of  anatomy.  Burke  was  hanged  a 
week  later  than  this  letter,  on  January  28,  Hare  turned  King^s 
endence  and  disappeared-  A  "  shot "  was  a  subject  in  these  men's 
vocabulary.  The  author  of  the  Waverley  novels — the  Great  Un- 
known— had,  of  course,  become  known  long  befoi'e  this. 

**M.  B/'— Martin  Bumey.  In  1818  Lamb  had  dedicated  the 
prose  volume  of  his  Works  to  Bumey,  in  a  sonnet  ending  with  the 
lines : — 

Free  from  s«lf*$cekiiig,  envy,  low  <3eBign» 
I  have  not  found  a  whiter  9<jul  than  thine. 

Hervey  was  Thomas  Kibble  Hervey  (1799-1859),  a  great  album 
poet. 
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"  A  sonnet  of  mine  in  Blackwood  " — in  the  number  for  January, 
18^9  (see  page  799). 

'*  Hessev  " — of  the  firm  of  Taylor  &  Hessey*  the  late  publishers 
of  the  London  Magazine, 

Another  letter  from  Lamb  to  Protrter,  repeating  the  request  for 
verses,  was  referred  to  by  Canon  Ainger  in  the  preface  to  his  edition 
of  the  correspondence.  Canon  Ainger  printed  a  delightful  passage, 
which  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  quote  It  was  disappointing  not  to 
find  it  among  the  lettei^  proper  in  bis  new  edition.] 

LETTER  451 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

Jan.  28,  1829. 

DEAR  Allsop— Old  Star  is  setting.  Take  him  and  cut  him  into 
Little  Stars,  Nevertheless  the  extinction  of  the  greater  light 
m  not  by  the  lesser  light  (Stella,  or  Mrs.  Star)  apprehended  so  nigh, 
but  that  she  wiJl  be  thankful  if  you  can  let  young  Scintillation 
(Master  Star)  twinkle  down  by  the  coach  on  Sunday,  to  catch  the 
last  glimmer  of  the  decaying  parental  light.  No  news  is  good  news ; 
so  we  conclude  Mrs.  A.  and  little  a  are  doing  well*  Our  kindest 
loves,  C.  L* 

Note 
[I  cannot  explain  the  mystery  of  these  Stam.] 


LETTER  45g 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B.  W.  PROCTEE 


( ?  Jan,  35»tli,  iSagJ 

WHEN  Miss  Ouldcroft  (who  is  now  Mrs.  Beddome,  and  Bed^ 
dom'd  to  her  J)  was  at  Enfield,  which  she  was  in  summer- 
time, and  owed  her  health  to  ib  sun  and  genial  influences,  she 
wisited  (with  yonng  lady-like  impeiiinence)  a  poor  man's  cottage  that 
had  a  pnetty  taby  (O  the  yeamling  I),  and  gave  it  fine  caps  and  sweet- 
meats. On  a  day,  broke  into  the  parlour  our  two  maicls  nproanouSp 
"  O  ma'am,  who  do  you  think  Miss  Ouldcroft  (they  pronounce  it 
Holcroft)  has  been  working  a  cap  for  ? "  "A  cbila,*'  answered 
Mary,  in  true  Shandean  female  simplicity.  "  It*s  the  man's  cbild 
as  was  taken  up  for  sheep-stealing."  Miss  Ouldcroft  was  staggered, 
and  would  have  cut  the  connection ;  but  by  main  force  I  made  her  go 
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and  take  her  leave  of  her  protegee  (which  I  only  spell  with  a  g 
because  I  cau*t  make  a  pretty  j).  I  Uiought,  if  she  went  no  more, 
the  Abactor  or  Abactors  wife  (vide  Ainsworth)  would  suppose  she 
had  heard  something ;  and  I  have  delicacy  for  a  sheep-stealer.  The 
overseers  actually  overhauled  a  muttou-pie  at  the  taker's  (his  first, 
last,  and  only  hope  of  mutton-pie)>  which  he  never  came  to  eat, 
aad  thence  inferred  his  guilt.  Per  occasionem  cujus  I  framed 
the  sonnet ;  observe  its  elaborate  constructioo.  1  was  four  days 
about  it 

THE  GYFSYS  MALISON 

Suck,  baby^  BUck,  Mother's  love  giow-s  by  giving, 

Drain  the  sweet  founts  that  only  thrive  by  wasting ; 
Black  M^hood  comes,  when  riotous  guilty  living 

Hands  thee  the  cup  that  shiM  be  dcaih  in  tastings 
Kiss,  baby,  kiss,  Mother's  lips  shine  by  kisses. 

Choke  the  warn)  breath  that  else  would  fall  in  blcKsings ; 
Black  Manhood  comes,  when  turbulent  guilty  blissci 

Tend  thee  the  kiss  that  poisons  'mid  carcssings. 
Hang,  baby,  hang,  mother t  tove  lovea  such  forces, 

Choke  the  fond  neck  that  bends  still  to  Ihy  clinging  ; 
Black  Manhood  comes,  when  violent  lawless  courses 

Leave  thee  a  spectacle  in  rude  air  swingings 
So  sang  a  withered  Sibyl  energetical. 
And  hann'd  the  ungiving  door  with  lips  prophetical. 

Barry,  study  that  soimet.  It  is  curiously  and  perversely  elaborate. 
Tifl  a  choking  subject,  and  therefore  the  reader  is  directed  to  the 
structure  of  it.  See  you  ?  and  was  this  a  fourteener  to  be  rejected 
by  a  trumpery  annual  ?  forsooth,  *t would  «hock  all  mothen? ;  and 
may  all  mothers,  who  would  so  be  shocked^  bed  dom^  1  as  if  mothers 
were  such  sort  of  logicians  a^  to  infer  the  future  hanging  of  their 
child  irom  the  theoretical  hangibility  (or  capacity  of  being  hanged, 
if  the  judge  pleases)  of  every  infant  born  with  a  neck  on.  Oh 
B.  C,  my  whole  heart  is  faint,  and  my  whole  head  is  sick  (how  is  it  ?) 
at  this  damned,  cantinj;^  unmascuUne  unbxwdy  (I  had  almost  said) 
age !  Don't  show  this  to  your  child's  mother  or  I  shall  be 
Orpheusized^  scattered  into  HebrM.  Damn  the  King,  lord%  com- 
mons^ and  specially  (as  I  said  on  Muswell  Hill  on  a  Sunday  when 
I  could  get  no  beer  a  quarter  before  one)  aU  Bishops,  Priests 
and  Curates.     Vale. 

Note 

[**  Ainsworth."  Referrinjj  to  Robert  A  ins  worth's  Thesawma^ 
nS6,  Abmtor  I  do  not  find ;  but  abactus  is  there— to  drive 
away  by  force, 

**The  Gypsy's  Malison,"  This  is  the  sonnet  in  Blackwood  for 
January,  ISm] 
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LETTER  45S 

(FRAG  ME  NT) 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B.  W,  PROCTER 

t\o  date,    Earfy  ifeg^l" 

THE  comings  in  of  an  incipient  canTeyancer  are  not  adequate 
to  the  receipt  of  three  twopeimy  post  non-paids  in  a  week. 
Therefore^  after  this,  I  condemn  mv  stub  to  long  and  deep  silauoe, 
or  shall  awaken  it  to  write  to  lorcls.  Lest  those  mptures  id  this 
honeymoon  of  my  corr^pondence,  which  you  avow  for  the  gentle 
person  of  my  Nuncio^  after  passing  thmugh  certain  natuial  giwfa, 
as  Lovej  Love  and  Water,  Love  with  the  chilJ  off,  then  su&dding 
to  that  point  which  the  heroic  suitor  of  his  wedded  dame,  the 
noble-spirited  Lord  Randolph  in  the  play,  declares  to  be  the  ambi- 
tion of  his  passion,  a  reciprocation  of  "complacent  kindness,''— 
should  suddenly  plump  down  (scarce  staving  to  Iwit  at  the  mid 

fKjint  of  indifterence,  so  hungry  it  is  for  distaste)  to  a  loathing  and 
iknk  avcniion,  to  the  rendering  probable  such  counter  e^pr^iocs 
as  this, — "Damn  that  infemar  twopenny  postman*'  (words  which 
make  the  not  yet  glutted  mamorato  "  lift  up  his  hands  and  woodef 
who  can  use  them/  )  While,  then,  you  are  not  ruined,  let  me  sssm 
th«ei  O  thou  above  the  painter,  and  next  only  under  Giraldus  Caia- 
bmnriiii  the  nuwt  immortal  and  worthy  to  be  immortal  Barry,  thy 
Jlmoit  ingeniou^i  and  golden  cadences  do  take  my  fancv  mightilv^ 
'  *!ni©y  am  at  this  identicml  moment  under  the  snip  and  the  paste 
of  tm  tkifmi  handi  (bating  chilblains)  in  C>ambndge,  soon  I0  he 
transplanted  to  Suffolk,  to  the  envy  of  half  of  the  young  ladies  in 
Hary.  But  tell  me*  and  tell  me  truly,  gentle  Swain,  is  that  hsk 
Helta  a  true  spot  in  £[eographical  denomination,  or  a  floating  V^ 
in  thy  bmin?  Lurlka  that  fair  island  in  verity  in  the  b^Kwn  <rf 
Lakr  Magjfion*,  or  some  other  with  less  poetic  name,  which  thou 
hant  I'omwallised  for  the  occasion  ?  And  what  if  Maggiore  itself  he 
bill  H  i^nuagt*  of  aiUutation  ?  Of  this  pray  resolve  me  immediately 
for  my  albumess  will  be  catechised  on  this  subject ;  and  how  ctn  I 

tm>itipt  lier  ?  Lake  Lenian,  I  know,  and  Lemon  Lake  (m  a  punch 
mwl)  I  have  iiwum  in,  though  those  lymphs  be  long  since  i^'- 
Hut  Maggiom  may  be  in  the  moon.  Unspbins  this  riddle  for  pi^i 
for  my  shelvct  have  no  nietteer*  And  mayest  thou  never  mtird^r 
thy  fatbet^m^taw  in  the  IVivia  of  Lincoln's  Inn  New  Square  Passag^^ 
ifhere  Starl  Street  and  the  Street  of  Portugal  embrace,  nor  after- 
wants  make  absurd  proposals  to  the  Widow  M.  But  I  knowvou 
abhor  any  such  notions.  Nevertheless  so  did  O-Edipus  (as  Admiiftl 
^Bumcjr  Uied  to  call  him,  splitting  the  diphthong  in  ipite  of 
Ignorance)  for  that  matter,  C.  L. 
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Note 

p*Lord  Randolph"— in  Home's  ** Douglas,"  See  Act  L,  Seene 
1,     His  lordship  remarks: — 

I  ncvct  dsked  of  thee  that  ardent  Jove 
Which  in  the  breasts  af  fancy's  children  burns. 
Decent  affection  and  compJacent  kindness 
Were  all  I  wished  for ;  but  I  wished  in  vain. 

"  Lift  op  his  hands  .  .    "     I  do  not  find  this* 

'*  Above  the  painter  " — ^James  Banj?,  K.A. 

**  Giraldus  Cambi^nais  '* — the  historianj  Giraldus  de  Bairi. 

I'roctei^s  poem  for  Emma  Isola's  album,  as  we  have  seen,  men- 
tions Isola  BeUa,  the  island  In  Lago  de  Maggiore*  Detos  was  the 
floating  island  which  Neptime  fixed  in  order  that  Latona  might 
rest  there  and  Apollo  and  Diana  be  bom. 

CEdipu%  who  solved  the  riddle  of  the  Sphinx,  was  the  murderer 
of  his  father.    Basil  Montagu  was  Proctei^s  father-in-law,    Procter's 
I  address  was  10  Lineohis  Inn,  New  Square. 

I      At  the  end  of  the  letter  came  a  passage  which  for  family  reaaons 
cannot  be  printed,] 


LETTER  454 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B,  W,  PttOCTER 

February  ^,  tSag, 

|[  pACUNDISSIME  Poeta!  quanquam  btiusmodi  epitheta  om- 
X^      toribus   potius   quam    poetis    attinere  facile   scio  —  tamen, 
facundissime ! 

[  Commoratur  nobiscum  jamdiu,  in  agro  Enfeldiense,  scilicet, 
leguleius  futurus,  illuistrissimus  Martin  us  Bumeiu^,  otium  agens, 
Hegotia  nominaliaj  et  oflficinam  cliaitum  vacuanif  paululum  fugiens, 
Omt,  implomt  te — nenipe,  Martinus — ut  si  (quod  Dii  faciant)  forte 
^fortuiia^  absente  ipso,  advenerit  tardus  cliena,  eum  certiorem  feceris 
per  literas  hue  mi^issa.*!,  Intelligisne  ?  an  me  Anglice  et  barbarice  ad 
te  hominem  perdoctum  scribere  oportet  ? 

Si  status  de  fmnco  teneraento  datur  avo,  et  in  eodem  facto  si 
mediate  vel  immediate  datur  hcerediims  veL  hiMredihus  corporis 
dieti  atn,  postrema  hxc  verba  sunt  Liuiitationis,  non  Perquisition  is. 
Dixi.  CAaLAGKULUa. 
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Note 

[Mr.  Stephen  Gwyiin  has  made  the  following  tmtislatioti  for  me:- 

'*Most  eloquent  Poet:  though  I  know  well  such  epithet  befits" 
orators  mther  than  poeb— ^nd  yet,  Mt^t  eloc^uent ! 

"  There  has  been  staying  witii  us  this  while  past  at  our  country 
seat  of  Enfield  to  wit^  the  future  attorney,  the  illu^strioua  Martin 
Bmney^  taking  his  leisure,  flying  for  a  §pace  iroin  his  nominal  oc- 
eupations,  and  hh  office  empty  of  chents,     He^ — that  i%  Martin — | 
begs  and  entreats  of  you  that  if  {heaven  send  it  so  !)  by  some  strokil 
of  fortune,  in  his  absence  there  should  arrive  a  belated  client,  youj 
would  inform  him  by  letter  here.     Do  you  understand  ?  or  must  f 
write  in  barbarous  English  to  a  scholar  like  you  ? 

*'  If  an  estate  in  fiieehold  is  given  to  an  ancestor,  and  if  in  tt 
same  deed  directly  or  indirectly  the  gift  is  made  to  the  heir  or  hein 
of  the  body  of  the  said  ancestor,  these  last  words  have  the  force 
Limitation  not  of  Puitrhase* 

**I  ha^'e  spoken,  Craeles  Lamb" 

The  last  jmasage  was  copied  probably  diret^t  from  some  law  book 
of  Buniey's,  and  is  uiiintelligible  except  to  students  of  law-Latin.] 


LETTER  455 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  COWDEN  CLARKE 

Edmonton,  Feb.  2,  1839. 

DEAR  Cowden, — ^Your  books  are  as  the  gushing  of  streams  in 
a  dessert.     By  the  way,  you  have  sent  no  autobiographies. 
Your  letter  seems  to  imply  you  had,     Nor  do  I  want  any,     Ckiwdeo^  ' 
they  am  of  the  books  whicJi  !  give  away.     What  danin'd  Uuitaria 
skewer-HouFd  things  the  general  biogmphies  turn  out.     Rank 
Talent  you  shall  have  when  Mrs.  May  has  done  with  'em.     Ma 
likes  Mrs.  Bed  infield  much.     For  me  I  read  nothing  but  Astrea- 
it  hiii*  tum'd  my  lirain — i  go  about  with  a  switch  tum'd  up  at  tl 
end  for  a  crook  ;  and  Lanih^*  lieing  too  old,  the  butcher  tells  me,  mj] 
cat  follows  me  in  a  green  ribband.     Bet^ky  and  her  cousin  are  gettin 
pastoral  di^esses,  and  then  we  shall  all  four  go  about  Arcadizing. 
cruel  Shepherdess!     Inconstant  yet  fair,  and  more  inconstant  fa 
being  fair!     Her  gold  ringlets  fell  in  a  disoi^der  superior  to  order j 

Couje  and  join  us. 

1  am  called  the  Black  Shepherd — you  shall  be  Cowden  with  the 
Tuft. 
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Prosaicdiy,  we  shall  be  glad  to  have  you  both^^ — or  any  two  of 
you — drop  in  by  surprise  some  Saturday  night* 

This  must  go  off. 

Loves  to  Vittoria.  C.  L. 

Note 

[«Rank  and  Talent  "^ft  novel  by  W,  P.  Sca^Il,  1829, 
**  Astrea,"  Probably  the  romance  by  Honai^e  D'Urft'. 
^*  Cowden  with  the  Tuft."  So  calleil  from  hh  hair,  and  from  Riquet 
Uth  the  Ttift^  the  fauy  tale.  We  read  in  the  Cowden  Clarkes' 
Ucolleciioiis  of  WTiterg :  "  The  latter  name  (^  Cowden  with  the 
Tuft  *)  slyly  implies  the  smooth  baldness  with  suant  curly  hair  dis- 
tinguishing the  head  of  the  friend  addressed*  and  which  seemed  to 
stnke  Cb*irles  Lamb  so  forcibly,  that  one  evening,  after  gazing  at  it 
for  some  time,  he  suddenly  broke  forth  with  the  exclamation,  '  'Gad^ 
Clarke  !  what  whiakei^  you  have  behind  your  head  I  *  "] 
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LETTER  456 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON 

[P.M.  Pebni^y  ^j,  iSag.] 


DEAR  R. — Expectation  was  alert  on  the  receit  of  your  strange- 
shaped  present,  while  yet  undiaclosed  from  its  fuse  envelope* 
Some  said,  'tis  a  viol  da  Gamba,  others  pronounced  it  a  fiddle.     I 
myself  hoj>ed  it  a  Liquer  case  pregnant  with  Eau  de  Vie  and  such 
inid  Nectar,     When  midwifed  into  daylight,  the  gossip  were  at  loss 
Ite  pronounce  upon  itn  spcies.     Most  took  it  for  a  marrow  spoon, 
an  apple  scoop,  a  banker's  guinea  shovel.     At  length  its  true  scope 
appeared^  its  dnft — to  save  the  backbone  of  my  sister  stooping  to 
wtittles,     A  philanthitipic  intent,  borrowed  no  doubt  from  some  of 
the  Cotliens.     You  save  people's  tmcks  one  way,  and  break  'em  again 
bv  loads  of  obligation.     The  sjjectaeles  are  delicate  and  Vulcanian. 
No  lighter  texture  than  their  steel  did  the  cuckoldy  blacksmith 
frame  to  catch  Mrs,  Vulcan  and  the  Captain  in.     For  ungalled  fore- 
head, as  tor  back  unbursten,  you  have  Mary's  thanks.     Marry,  for 
my  own  {^eculium  of  obligation,  'twa^  supererogatorv.     A  second 
part  of  Pamela  was  enough  in  conscience.     Two  Pamelas  in  a  house 
i^  too  much  without  two  Mi%  B.'s  to  rewai-d  'em. 

Mary,  who  is  handselHng  her  new  aerial  perspectives  upon  a  pair 
of  old  worsted  stockings  trod  out  in  Cheshunt  lanes,  sends  love. 
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I>  great  good  liking.     Bid  us  a  personal  farewell  befoi^  you  see  the 
Vatican, 
Chas,  Lamb,  Eti£eld. 

Note 

[Cmbb  Robinsonj  just  atarting  for  Ronie^  had  sent  Lamb  a  copy 
of  Pamela  under  the  impression  that  he  had  bontjwed  one, 

''Two  Mr,  B/a,"  In  llichardson's  novel  Pamela  manies  the 
young  Squire  B,  and  reforms  him,] 


LETTER  467 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SAMUEL  ROGERS 

Chase,  En6dd  :  33nd  Mar.,  1829. 

]l  /T  Y  dear  Sir, — I  have  but  lately  leanjed^  by  letter  from  Mi", 
IVl  Moxon,  the  death  of  your  brother.  For  the  little  I  had 
seen  of  him,  I  greatly  respected  him.  1  do  not  even  know  how 
iiecent  your  loss  may  have  been,  and  hope  that  I  do  not  unseason- 
ably present  you  with  a  few  lines  suggested  to  me  this  morning  by 
the  tliought  of  him,  I  beg  to  be  most  kindly  remembered  to  your 
remaining  brother,  and  to  Miss  Rogers, 

Your^s  truly, 

CuARLEji  Lams. 


Rogers,  of  all  the  men  that  I  have  known 

But  slightly,  who  have  died,  your  brother's  loss 

Touched  me  most  sensibly.     There  came  across 

My  mind  an  image  of  the  cordial  tone 

Of  your  fraternal  meetings,  where  a  gueat 

I  more  than  once  have  sate  ;  and  grtcve  to  thinkf 

That  of  th^t  threefold  cord  one  precious  link 

By  Death's  rude  hand  is  sever *d  from  the  rest. 

Of  our  old  gentry  he  appeared  a  stem  ; 

A  magistrate  who,  while  the  evil  doer 

He  kept  in  terror,  could  respect  the  poor, 

And  not  for  every  trifle  harass  them — 

As  some,  divine  and  laic,  too  ofl  do. 

This  man's  a  private  los$  and  public  too. 


Note 

[Daniel  Rogers^  the  banker's  elder  brother^  had  just  died  (see 
Letter  465).] 
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LETTER  458 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[f.m,  March  25,  1839*] 

DEAR  B.  B,— I  send  you  by  desire  Darley^s  very  poetic&t  poem. 
You  will  like,  I  thinks  the  novel  headings  of  each  scene. 
Scenical  directions  in  verse  are  novelties.  With  it  I  send  a  few  dup- 
licates^ which  are  there  fore  no  vajue  to  me^  and  may  amuse  an  idle 
hour.  Read  '*Cliristma'ij"  'ti^  the  production  of  a  young  author,  who 
reads  all  your  writings.  A  good  word  from  you  al>out  his  little  book 
would  be  as  balm  to  him.  It  has  no  pretenHionJi,  and  makes  none. 
But  parts  are  pretty.  In  "  Field's  Appendix  "  turn  to  a  Poem  called 
the  Kangaroo.  It  is  in  the  best  way  of  our  old  poet%  if  I  mistake 
not,  I  have  just  come  from  Town,  where  I  have  been  to  get  my 
bit  of  quarterly  pension.  And  have  brought  home,  from  stalls  in 
Barbican,  the  old  Pilgrim's  Progress  with  the  prints — Vanity  Fair, 
Ac. — ^now  scarce.  Four  shillings.  Cheap.  And  also  one  of  whom 
I  have  oft  heard  and  had  dreams,  but  never  saw  in  the  flesh — that 
is,  in  sheepkin — The  whole  theologic  works  of — 

Thomas  Aquinas  I 

My  arms  aked  with  lugging  it  &  mile  to  the  stage,  but  the  burden 
was  a  pleasure,  such  as  old  Anchises  was  to  the  shoulders  of  vfTnead 
—or  the  Lady  to  the  Lover  in  old  romance,  who  having  to 
carry  her  to  tte  top  of  a  high  mountain — the  price  of  obtaining 
her — ^claniber'd  with  her  to  the  top^  and  fell  dead  with  fatigue. 

O  the  glorious  old  Schoolmen  ! 

There  must  be  something  in  him*  Such  great  names  imply  great- 
ness. Who  hath  seen  Michael  Angelo's  things — of  us  that  never 
pilgrimaged  to  Rome — and  yet  which  of  us  disbelieves  his  greatness. 
How  I  will  revel  in  his  cobwebs  and  subtleties,  till  my  brain  spins  I 

N.B.  I  have  writ  in  the  old  Hamlet,  offer  it  to  Mitfoixl  in  my 
name,  if  he  have  not  seen  it.  Tis  woefully  below  our  editions  of  it. 
But  keep  it,  if  you  like.     (What  is  M.  to  me  ?) 

I  do  not  mean  this  to  go  for  a  letter,  only  to  apprize  you,  that  the 

gircel  is  booked  for  you  this  25  March  18£9  from  the  Four  Swans 
ishopsgate. 
With  both  our  loves  to  Lucy  and  A.  K.     Youra  Ever      C.  L. 


[«DarIey*H 
Darley. 


Note 
poem  "^-Sylma ;  or^  The  May  Queen^  by  Geoi^ge 
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"  Christmas  " — ^a  poem  by  Edward  Moxon,  dedicated  to  Lamb. 

"Field's  Appendix" — Omgraphicrd  Memoirs  on  New  South 
Wales^  edited  by  Bamon  Field,  with  his  First-Fruits  of  Australian 
Poetry  (see  page  B43)  as  Appendix. 

"  Anchises  .  .  .  MnesM?'    See  the  jSneid,  II.,  707*7^^. 

"The  old  romance."     I  do  not  know  the  story.] 


LETTER  459 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MISS  SARAH  JAMES 

[No  date.    ?  April,  iSsjg.] 

WE  have  jiiat  fjot  your  letter.  I  think  Mother  Reynolds  will 
go  on  quietly,  Mrs.  Scrimf^haw  having  kittened.  The  name 
of  the  late  Laureat  was  Henry  James  Pye,  and  when  hiB  1st  Bhih' 
day  Ode  came  out^  which  was  very  poor,  somebody  being  asked  hi» 
opinion  of  it,  said  :- — 

Ajid  when  thi  Pye  was  open'd 

The  birds  be^an  io  sing, 
And  was  not  this  a  dainty  dish 

To  set  before  the  King  I 

Pye  was  brother  to  old  Major  Pye,  and  father  to  Mra.  Arnold, 
and  ancle  to  a  General  Pye,  all  friends  of  Miss  Kelly.  Pye  suc- 
ceeded Thos,  Warton,  Warton  succeeded  Wm.  Whitehead, 
Whitehead  succeeded  Colley  Cihber,  Cibber  succeeded  Eusden, 
Etisden  succeeded  Thos.  Shadwell^  Shad  well  succeeded  Dryden, 
Dryden  succeeded  Davenant,  Davenant  God  knows  whom.  There 
never  was  a  Rogers  a  Poet  Laureat ;  there  is  an  old  living  Poet  of 
that  name,  a  Banker  as  vou  know,  Author  of  the  "  Pleasures  of 
Memory,"  where  Moxon  goes  to  breakfast  in  a  fine  hous^  in  the 
green  Park,  liut  he  was  never  Laureat.  Southey  in  the  prei^ent  one, 
and  for  anything  I  know  or  care^  Moxon  may  Muct«ed  him.  We 
have  a  copy  of  "Xmas"  for  you,  so  you  may  give  your  own  to 
Mary  as  soon  a*i  you  please.  We  think  you  ne€*a  not  have  exhibited 
your  mountain  shyness  before  M.  B.  He  is  neither  shy  himself,  nor 
patmnizes  it  in  others. — So  with  many  thanks,  good-bye.  Emma 
comes  on  Thursday.  C.  L. 

The  Poet  Laureat,  whom  Davenant  succeeded  was  Rare  'Ben 
Jonson,'  who  I  believe  was  the  first  regular  Laureat  with  the 
appointment  of  ^^100  a  year  and  a  Butt  of  Sack  or  Canary — so 
add  that  to  my  little  list. — C,  L. 
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Note 

[Mr.  Macdoiiald  ctate?*  this  letter  Decerabt?r  31,  18^8,  perhajis 
rightljr.  I  have  dated  it  at  a  venture  April,  1829,  because  Moxon's 
ChriHrmia  was  published  in  Mairh  of  that  year.  It  is  the  only 
letter  to  Mary  Iamb's  nurse.  Miss  James,  that  exists.  Mi^, 
Re>*tiolda  was  Lamb'?*  aged  fiensioner,  whom  we  have  met.  Pye 
dieii  in  181S  and  wa^  .suc^'eeded  by  Southey,  The  author  of  the 
witticism  an  his  fii^t  ode  was  Geoq^  Steevens  the  critic.  The 
comment  gained  point  from  tbe  ciiTumKtance  that  Pye  had  dmwn 
kigely  on  imager  fitim  bird  life  in  his  verses,] 


LETTER  460 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  H.  CRABB  ROBINSON 

[p,M,  April  ?  i8ag.) 

T^EAR   Robinson,  we  are  afraid  you    will   sUp  fn»m   us  fmni 
L/      England  without  again  seeing  us.      It  would  h:  charity  to 
tome  and  see  me.     I  have  thene  three  days  lieen  laid  up  with  stmng 
rheumatic  pains,  in  loins,  Imck,  shoulden^.     I  shriek  sonic  titties  from 
the  violence  of  them.     I  get  scaRx^  any  }^leej>j  and  the  Cfnisetjuenee 
i«,  I  am  restleas,  «>^d  want  to  change  «ides  as  I  tie,  and  I  cannot 
tarn  without  renting  on  my  hands,  and  so  turning  all  my  body  all 
at  once  like  a  log  with  a  lever.      While  this  rainy  weather  lasts,  I 
have  no  hope  of  alleviation.     I  have  tried  Haimels  and  embitjcation 
in  vain.     Just  at  the  hip  joint  tlie  pangs  sometimes  are  so  excruciat- 
ing, that  I  ay  out.      It  is  a^  violent  a«  the  cramp,  and  far  more 
continuous,      I  am  anhamed  to  whine  alxxut  these    complaints  to 
you,  who  can  ill  enter  into  them.     But  indeed  they  am  8haq>,     You 
go  about,  in  rain  or  fine  at  all  hours  without  diHcymmodity.     I  envy 
you  your  immunity  at  a  time  of  life  not  much  removed  fmm  my  own. 
But  you  owe  your  exemption  to  temperance,  which  it  is  too  late  for 
me  to  pui>>ue-     I  in  my  life  time  have  had  my  gtynd  things.     Hence 
my  frame  in  brittle — your«  strong  as  brasiM.     I  never  knew  any  ail- 
ment  yon  had.     You  can  go  out  at  night  in  all  weathers,  sit  up  all 
hours.     Well,  I  don't  want  to  moralise,      1  only  wish  to  say  that 
if  you  ^^  enclined  to  a  game  at  Doubly  Dumby,  I  would  t^y  and 
bolster  ui>  myself  in  a  chair  for  a   rubber  or   so.      My  days  are 
tedious,  but  les«  so  and  less  painful  than  my  nights*      May  you 
never  know  the   pain  and   difficulty  I  tiave  in  writing  m  much. 
Mary,  who  is  most  kinds  joins  in  the  wish,  C.  Lamb. 
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LETTER  461 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  HENRY  CRABB  ROBINSON 

[P.K.  ApriJ  17,  1839.] 

IDG  confess  to  mischief.  It  was  the  subtlest  diabolical  piece  of 
malice,  heart  of  man  has  contrived,  I  have  no  moiie  rheih 
tnatism  than  that  poker.  Never  wbb  freer  from  all  patu^  and  ach^. 
Every  joint  sound,  to  the  tip  of  the  ear  from  the  extremity  of  tbe 
lesser  toe.  The  report  of  thy  torments  wss  blown  circuitously  here 
from  Bury.  I  could  not  resist  the  jeer,  I  conceived  you  writhini^, 
when  you  should  just  receive  my  con^tulations.  How  mad  you'd 
be.  Well,  it  is  not  in  my  method  to  inflict  pan^.  I  leave  that  to 
heaven.  But  in  the  existing  pangs  of  a  friend,  I  ha%^e  a  share.  Hi» 
disquietude  crowns  mj  exemption,  I  imi^ne  you  howling,  and  pace 
across  the  room^  shooting  out  my  free  arms  \egs  &c. 


^z-  \ 


this  way  and  that  way,  with  an  assurance  of  not  kindling  a  spark 
pain  from  them.     1  clenV  that  Nature  meant  us  to  sympathise  wi'*^ 
agonies.     Those   face-contortions^  retortions,  distortions,  have  t-^_ 
merriness  of  antics.     Nature  meant  them  for  faroe^ — not  so  please*-^* 
to  the  actor  indeed,  but  Grimaldi  cries  when  we  laugh,  and  'tis  b^' 
one  that  suflers  to  make  thousands  rejoyee. 

You  say  that  Shampooing  is  ineffectual  But  per  se  it  is  gc —  . 
to  show  the  introv[ol]utions,  extravolutions,  of  which  the  aniim^^ 
frame  is  capable.  To  show  what  the  creature  is  receptible  of,  sh^^^*^ 
of  dissolution. 

You  are  worst  of  nights,  a'nt  you  ? 

Twill  be  as  good  as  a  Sermon  to  you  to  He  abed  all  this  nig^****^ 
and  meditate  the  subject  of  the  day.  T^is  Good  Friday.  H  ^^^ 
appi-opriate  ! 

Thmk  when  but  your  little  finger  pains  you,  what  endu*"*^" 

to  white- wash  you  and  the  rest  of  us. 

Nobody  will  be  the  more  justified  for  your  endurance.      VT 
won't  save  the  soul  of  a  mouse.     Tis  a  pure  selfish  pleasure. 

You  never  was  rack'd,  was  you  ?     I  should  like  an  authentic  cr»^ 
of  those  feelings. 

You  seem  to  have  the  flying  gout. 

You  can  scarcely  scrue  a  smile  out  of  your  face^^^n  you  ?    I    ^^* 
at  immunity,  and  sneer  ad  libitum. 
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Tis  now  the  time  for  you  to  make  good  resolutions.  1  m&y  go 
on  breaking  'em,  for  any  thing  the  worse  I  find  myself. 

Your  Doctor  seems  to  keep  you  on  the  long  cure.  Precipitate 
healings  are  never  good. 

Don't  come  while  you  are  so  bad.  I  shan't  be  able  to  attend  to 
your  throes  and  the  dumbee  at  once. 

I  sbould  hke  to  know  how  slowly  the  pain  goes  off*  But  don't 
write,  unless  the  motion  will  be  likely  to  make  your  sensibility  more 
exquisite. 

Your  aflfectionate  and  truly  healthy  friend  C\  Lamb. 

Maiy  thought  a  Letter  from  me  m  ight  amuse  you  in  your  torment — 

NfTTE 

[Robinson  was  the  victim  of  a  sudden  attack  of  acute  rheumatism. 
He  had  a  course  of  Turkish  baths  at  Brighton  to  cure  him. 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  George  Dyer,  dated 
April  29, 18^9,  in  which  Lamb  thanks  him  for  a  sonnet  apparently 
upon  Agostino  Isola,  Emma's  exandfather^  and  asks  for  some  lines 
to  Emma  herself.     See  Appendix  IL,  page  977*] 


LETTERS  4m  AND  463 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  HOOD 

[No  dace.     ?  May«  iSag.] 

DEAR  Hood, — We  will  look  out  for  you  on  Wednesday,  be 
sure,  tho'  we  have  not  eyes  like  Emma,  who,  when  I  made 
her  sit  with  her  back  to  the  window  to  keep  her  to  her  Latin, 
literally  saw  round  backwards  every  one  that  pa^it,  and,  O,  [that]  she 
were  here  to  jump  up  and  shriek  out  "There  are  the  Hoods!" 
We  have  had  two  pretty  lettera  fix>m  her,  which  I  long  to  show 
you — together  with  Enfield  in  her  May  beauty. 
Loves  to  Jane. 

[Here  follow  rough  caricatures  of  Charts  and  hia  aister^  arid] 
"  I  can't  draw  no  better,*' 

Note 

[I  have  dated  this  letter  May,  18S9,  because  Miss  Isola  had  just 
gone  to  Fomhamt  in  Suffolk,  whence  presumably  the  two  letters 
had  come. 

I  append  another  letter  to  Hood  without  a  date : — ] 
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CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

CALAMY  is  good  reading,  Mary  is  alwaj^s  thankful  for 
Books  in  her  way*  I  woii*t  trouble  you  for  any  in  my  way 
yet,  having  enough  to  read.  Young  Hazlitt  lives,  at  least  }m 
father  does,  at  J  or  S6  [56  I  ha\^  it  down,  with  the  G  scratchM 
out]  Bouverie  Street^  Fleet  Street.  If  not  to  be  found,  his  mother's 
address  is,  Mrs,  Ha^Jitt,  Mi>i.  Tonilinjiion^s,  Potteiis  Bar.  At  one  or 
other  he  must  lie  heaiti  of.  We  ahall  expect  you  with  the  futf 
moon.     Meantime,  our  thanks,  C_  L* 

We  go  on  very  quietly  &c. 

Note 

["Calamy '*  would  be  Edmund  Calamy  (1671-175^),  the  historian 
of  Nonconformity. 

Mr.  W,  C.  Hazlitt  in  his  Mennoir  of  Hazlitt  savs  that  his  grand- 
father moved  in  18£9  to  3  Bouverie  Street,  and  in  the  beginning  of 
mm  to  6  Frith  Street,  Soho,  Young  HayJitt  was  Wiliiam  junior, 
after wat-ds  Mr.  Registnir  Hazlitt  and  then  seventeen  yearn  of  age.] 


LETl^ER  464 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WALTER  WILSON 

May  28,  1S39, 

DEAR  W,,— Introduce  this,  or  omit  it,  a^  you  like.  I  think 
I  wrote  iietter  about  it  in  a  fetter  to  you  from  India  H.  If 
you  have  that,  perhaps  out  of  the  two  I  could  |mteh  up  a  better 
thing,  if  youM  return  both.  But  I  am  very  poorly,  and  have  been 
harassed  with  an  illness  of  my  ^iiater'.s. 

The  Ode  was  printed  in  the  **  New  TimeB  "  nearly  the  end  of  1825, 
i^xid  I  have  only  omitted  some  silly  lines,     C^U  it  a  corrected  copy, 

Yours  ever,         C.  Lamb* 
Put  my  name  to  either  or  both,  m  you  like. 

Note 

[This  letter  contains  Lamb's  remarks  on  the  Secondary  Novels  of 
Defoe,  printed  in  Witiion's  Lif^  wad  Time^  of  De  Fot^  Chapter 
XVII.  of  Vol.  UUmiA  also  hit*  "Ode  to  the  Treadmill,"  which  Wilson 
omitted  from  tlmt  work.  See  Vols.  L  and  V.  of  the  pi'esent  eiUtion 
for  both  pieces,] 
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LETTER  465 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[p*M.  June  3t  tSjg.} 

DEAR  B*  B. — I  am  very  much  grieved  indeed  for  the  indisposition 
of  poor  Lucy.  Your  letter  found  me  in  domestic  troubles. 
My  sifter  k  again  taken  ill,  and  1  am  obliged  to  remove  her  out  of 
the  house  for  many  weeksj  I  fear,  befoj^e  I  can  hope  to  have  her 
again.  I  have  been  very  desolate  indeed.  My  loiieHnefks  is  a  little 
al)ated  by  our  young  friend  Emma  having  just  come  here  for  her 
holydays,  and  a  schoolfellow  of  heiT*  that  was,  with  her.  Still  the 
houi^  IS  not  the  ^me,  tho'  she  is  the  name.  Mary  had  l>een  pleasing 
herself  with  the  prospect  of  seeing  her  at  this  time ;  and  with  all 
their  company,  the  house  feels  at  times  a  frightful  solitude.  May 
you  and  I  in  no  very  long  time  have  a  more  cheerful  theme  to  write 
about,  and  congratulate  upon  a  daughter's  and  a  Sister's  perfect 
recovery.  Do  not  be  long  without  telling  me  how  Lucy  goes  on* 
I  have  a  right  to  call  her  by  her  (juaker-name,  you  know. 

Emma  knows  that  I  am  writing  to  you,  and  l^egs  to  tie  rememliereil 
to  you  with  thankfulness  for  your  ready  contribution.  Her  album 
is  filing  apace.  But  of  her  contributoi-s  one,  almost  the  flower  of  it* 
a  most  amiable  young  man  and  late  acquaintani*  of  mine,  has  been 
carried  off' by  consumption,  on  return  from  one  of  the  Azores  islands, 
to  which  he  went  with  hopen  of  mastering  the  disease,  came  back 
improved^  went  back  to  a  most  close  and  confined  counting  hou.^e, 
and  relapsed.  His  name  was  Dibtlin,  Grandson  of  the  Songster, 
You  will  1^  glad  to  hcai*  tlmt  Emma^  tho*  unknown  to  you,  has 
given  the  highest  .•satisfaction  in  her  little  plaee  of  (lovemante  in  a 
Clergyman's  family,  which  you  may  believe  bv  the  Parson  and  his 
Lady  drinking  poor  Mary's  health  on  her  birtkday,  tho'  they  never 
saw  ber^  merely  l>ecause  she  was  a  friend  of  Emma's,  and  the  Vicar 
also  sent  me  a  bi-aee  of  fmrtridges.  To  get  out  of  home  themes, 
have  you  seen  Southey*s  Dialogues  P  His  lake  descriptions,  and  the 
account  of  his  Library  at  Keswick,  are  very  Hue.  Hut  he  needed 
not  have  callcfl  up  the  Ghmt  of  More  to  hold  the  conversations  with, 
which  might  as  well  have  pa^sM  between  A  and  B,  or  t*aius  and 
Lucius.    It  is  making  too  free  with  a  defunct  Chancellor  and  Martyr, 

I  feel  as  if  I  had  nothing  farther  to  write  about — O !  I  forget 
the  prettte^st  letter  I  ever  read,  that  I  have  received  from  *'  Pleasures 
of  Memory  "  Rogers,  in  acknowledgment  of  a  Sonnet  I  sent  him  on 
the  LoKs  of  his  Bmther.  It  h  too  long  to  transcribe,  but  I  hope 
to  shew  it  you  some  day,  as  I  hope  sometime  again  to  see  you, 
when  all  of  us  are  well.     Only  it  ends  thus  **  We  were  nearly  of  an 
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age  (he  was  the  elder).     He  was  the  only  person  in  the  world  in 
whose  eyes  I  always  appeared  young." — 

I  will  now  take  ray  leave  with  assuring  you  that  I  am  most 
interested  in  hoping  to  hear  favorable  accounts  from  you,— 

With  kindest  regards  to  A,  K.  and  you 

Yours  truly,  C.  L. 

Note 

["  Lucy  " — Lucy  Barton, 

"  Your  ready  contribution,"  I  do  not  find  that  Barton  ever 
printed  his  lines  for  Emma  IsoWs  album. 

"  Dibdin  "— -John  Bates  Dibdin  died  in  May,  1828. 

Southey's  Sir  ThoTnaa  Mors  ;  or^  Colloqwiea  on  the  Pragrem 
and  ProspeatB  of  Society^  had  joKt  been  published. 

**  Rogers/*     This  was  Rogers'  letter  ; — - 

Many*  many  thanks.  The  verses  are  beaHUtifuK  I  need  not  say  with  what  feel- 
ings  they  were  read.  Pray  accept  the  grate ftj]  acknowledgments  of  us  all,  and 
believe  tne  when  I  say  that  nothing  could  have  been  a  greater  cordial  to  as  in  our 
aflliction  than  such  a  testimony  from  such  a  quarter.  He  was — for  none  knew  him 
fto  wcU^we  were  born  within  a  year  or  two  of  each  other^a  man  of  a  very  high 
mind,  and  with  less  diftguiae  than  perhaps  any  that  ever  lived.  Whatever  he  wai, 
thai  we  saw.  He  stood  before  his  fellow  beings  (if  I  may  be  forgiven  for  saying  so) 
almost  as  before  his  Maker :  and  God  jp^ant  that  we  may  all  bear  as  severe  an  ex- 
amination. He  was  an  admirable  scholar.  His  Dante  and  his  Homer  were  as 
familiar  to  him  as  hts  Alphabets :  and  he  had  the  tenderest  heart.  When  a  flock  of 
turkies  was  stolen  from  his  farm,  the  mdignaiion  of  the  poor  far  and  wide  was 
great  and  loud.  To  me  he  is  the  ^reateat  loss,  for  we  were  nearly  of  an  age;  and 
there  is  now  no  human  being  alive  m  whose  eyes  I  have  always  been  young. 

Under  the  date  June  10,  1829,  Mr.  Macdonald  prints  a  note 
from  Lamb  to  Ayrton,  which  states  that  he  has  two  young  friends 
in  the  house.  Hem,  therefore,  I  think^  should  come  a  letter  from 
Lamb  to  William  Hazlitt^  Junior,  printed  by  Mr,  Hazlitt,  but  not 
available  for  this  edition,  in  which  Lamb  says  that  he  cannot  see 
Mni.  Hozlitt  this  time.  He  adds  that  the  ladies  are  very  pleasant, 
Emma  Isola  adds  a  letter  which  tells  us  that  the  kdies  ai-e  herself 
and  her  friend  Mana.  This  would  be  the  Maria  of  Lamb's  sonnet 
•'  Harmony  in  UnUkenesft,"  evidently  wintten  at  this  time  (see  Vol. 
v.,  p»ige  54j  where  I  make  the  mistake  of  assuming  Lamb  to  mean 
his  sister).] 

LETTER  466 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[Sec  Note,] 

AT  midsummer  or  soon  after  (I  will  let  you  know  the  previous 
dayX  I  ^11  take  a  day  with  you  in  the  purlieus  of  my  old 
haunts.     No  offence  has  been  taken,  any  more  than  meant.     My 


LONDON'S  LOST  FRIENDLINESS        813 

hiOUde  is  full  at  present,  but  empty  of  its  chief  pride*     She  is  dead 
to  me  for  many  months.     But  when  I  see  you,  then  I  will  say, 
Come  and  see  me.     With  undiminished  friendship  to  you  both. 
Your  faithful  but  queer  C.  L< 

How  you  frighted  me  I     Never  write  again,  "  Coleridge  is  dead,'* 
at  the  end  of  a  line,  and  tamely  come  in  with 
'*to  hia  fiiends"  at  the  beginning  of  another.     Love  is  quicker, 
and  fear  from  love,  than  the  transition  ocular  fi-om  Line  to  Line. 

Note 

[This  Letter  is  dated  1829  in  Harper's  Magazine,     The  post- 
niark,  I  have  recently  discovered,  ia  July  %  IBSi.] 

LETTER  4S1 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

Enfield  Chase  Side  Saturday  25  July  a,d,  1$^ — 11  a^u* 

THERE — a  fuller  plumper  juiceier  date  never  dropt  fix>m 
Idumean  palm.  Am  I  in  the  dateive  case  now  ?  if  not,  a 
fig  for  dates,  which  is  more  than  a  date  is  worth,  I  never  stood 
much  affected  to  these  limitary  specialities.  Least  of  all  since  the 
date  of  my  superannuation. 

What  have  I  with  Time  to  do  ?  \   Deaf  B,  B.— Your  hand  wrUmg  has 

Slaves  of  desks  I  twa»  meant  for  you,    /  conveyed  much  pleasure  to  me 

h  report  of  Lucy's  restomtion.     Would  I  could  send  you  as  good 

news  of  my  poor  Lucy,     But  some  wearisome  weeks  I  must  remain 

fonely  yet,     I  have  had  the  loneliest  time  ne^r  10  weeks,  broken  by 

a  short  apparition  of  Emma  for  her  holydays,  whose  departure  only 

deepend  ttie  returning  solitude,  and  by  10  days  I  have  past  in 

Town.     But  Town,  with  all  ray  native  hankering  after  it,  is  not 

what  it  was*     The  sti^eets,  the  shop  are  leftj  but  all  old  friends 

fire  gone.      And  in  London  I  was  frightfully  convinced  of  this  a^ 

1    past  houa^  and  places — empty  caslcets  now.     1  have  cea&ed  to 

Care  almost  about  any  body.     The  bodi^  I  cai*ed  for  are  in  graves. 

Or  dispersed.      My  old  Clubs,  that  lived  so  long  and  flourish *d  so 

steadily,  are  crumbled  away.     When  I  took  leave  of  our  adopted 

Voung  friend  at  Charing  Cross,  'twas  heavy  unfeeling  rain,  and  I  had 

Ho  where  to  go.     Home  have  I  none— and  not  a  sympathising  house 

^o  turn  to  in  the  great  city.     Never  did  the  waters  of  the  heaven  pour 

^Qwn  on  a  forloiTier  heaa.     Yet  I  tried  10  ds^ys  at  a  sort  of  a  friend's 

House,  but  it  was  large  and  straggling— one  of  the  individuals  of 

rny  old  long  knot  of  friends,  card  players,  pleasant  companions — 

tlmt  have  tumbled  to  pieces  into  dust  and  other  things — and  I  got 

■  borne  on  Thui-sday,  convinced  that  I  was  better  to  get  home  to  my 
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hale  at  Enfield^  and  hide  like  a  sick  eat  in  my  comer.  Less  than  a 
month  I  hope  will  bring  home  Mary.  She  m  at  l^'ulhani^  looking^ 
he  iter  in  her  healtli  than  ever,  but  aadly  rambling,  and  scarce  show-W 
ing  any  pleasure  in  seeing  me^  or  curiosity  when  I  should  come 
again*  But  the  old  feelings  will  come  back  again,  and  we  shall 
drown  old  soitows  over  a  game  at  Ficquet  again.  But  'tis  a  tedious 
cut  out  of  a  life  of  sixty  four,  to  lose  twelve  or  thirteen  weeks  everj- 
year  or  two.  And  to  make  me  more  alone^  our  illtemperd  maid  k 
gone,  who  with  all  her  airs,  was  yet  a  home  piece  of  furniture^  a 
recoi-d  of  better  days ;  the  yomig  thing  that  has  succeeded  her 
is  good  and  attentive,  but  nhe  is  nothing — and  I  have  no  one 
here  to  talk  over  old  matters  with.  Scolding  and  quarreling  have 
sometliing  of  tamiliarity  and  a  comnmnity  of  interest — they  imply 
acquaintance— they  ait;  of  lesentment,  which  is  of  the  family  of 
deamess.  1  can  neither  scold  nor  quaxi^l  at  this  insignificant  im- 
plement of  houseJiokl  services ;  she  is  less  than  a  cat^  and  just  better 
than  a  deal  Dressei;  Wliat  I  can  do,  and  do  overdo^  ia  to  waJk, 
but  deadly  long  are  the  days — these  summer  all-day  ds^y^  with  but 
a  half  hour's  candlelight  and  no  firelight*  I  do  not  write,  tell  your 
kind  inquisitive  Elim,  and  can  hardly  read.  In  the  ensuing  Black* 
wood  will  be  an  old  rejected  fart^e  of  mine,  which  may  be  new  to 
you,  if  you  see  that  same  dull  Medley.  What  things  ane  all  the 
Magai'ines  now  !  I  contin ve  studiously  not  to  see  them.  The  pipular 
New  Monthly  is  perfect  trash.  Poor  Hessey,  I  suppose  you  see, 
has  failed.  Hunt  and  Clarke  too.  Your  "  Vulgar  trutlis  will  be  j 
a  goott  name — and  I  think  your  prcK^e  must  please — me  at  l^tti- 
but  'tis  U3eles.s  to  write  poetry  with  no  purchkseis,  Tis  cold  work^ 
Authomhip  without  something  to  pull*  one  into  fajahion.  Could  you 
not  write  sometliing  on  Quakerism — for  Quakers  to  read — but  nomi- 
nally addrest  to  Non  Quakers  ?  explaining  your  dogmas — waiting  on  I 
tiie  Spirit — by  the  analogy  of  human  caimness  and  patient  waiting] 
on  the  ]  udgment  ?  I  scaix»eJy  know  what  I  mean,  but  to  make  Non 
Quakei-s  reconciled  to  your  doctrines,  by  shewing  something  like  I 
theui  in  mere  human  o^jerations — but  I  hardly  understand  myself^ 
so  let  it  pass  for  nothing.  I  jjitv  you  tor  over-work,  but  I  assure 
you  no-work  is  worse.  The  mind  pre)  s  on  itself,  the  most  unwhole- 
some fooil.  1  bntg'd  fonnerly  that  I  could  not  have  too  much  time. 
I  have  a  surfeit.     With  few  years  to  come,  the  days  are  we 

Hut  weariness  is  not  eternal.     Sometlaing  will  shine  out  to  take'^ 

loml  olfi  tiiat  flags  me,  which  is  at  piesent  intolerable,  I  have  killed 
an  hour  or  two  in  this  poor  scrawl,  I  am  a  sanguin«i;y  murderer  of 
time,  and  would  kill  him  mchmeal  just  now.  But  the  ^nake  is 
vital.  Well,  1  shall  write  menier  aiion, — *Tis  the  present  copy  of 
ray  counteiiance  I  send — and  to  cH^mplain  i^  a  little  to  alleviate. — 
May  you  enjoy  yom-self  as  far  as  the  wicked   wood  will  let  you 
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— and  think  that  you  am  not  quite  abtie,  as  I  atn.      Health  to 
Lucia  and  to  Anna  and  kind  retnembc^. 

Yours  forlorn.  C,  L, 

Note 

["What  have  I  with  Time  to  do?  ...  "  I  have  not  found 
this, 

**  Out  of  a  life  of  sixty-four/*  Mary  Lamb  was  bom  Decsenibcr 
3,  1764. 

"  Your  kind  *  .  .  Eliza  " — Eliza  Barton^  Bernard's  sister. 

"  Htfjected  farc^/*  "  The  Pawnbroker's  Daughter  *'  was  piinted 
in  Blackwood,  January,  1830, 

**  I  brag^d  formerly."    Hefeiring  I  think  to  his  sonnet  "  Leistu*e/'] 


LETTER  468 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THOMAS  ALLSOP 

[No  date.     Late  July,  1829.] 

11  yr  Y  dear  AJlsop — I  thank  you  for  thinking  of  my  recitjation, 

IVl       But  I  am  iKst  hei*e,  I  fee[  I  am.     1  have  tried  town  lately, 

but  cstime  back  worse.     Here  1  must  wait  till  my  lonelinea^  has 

iU  natural  cure,     B£?sides  that,  though  I  am  not  very  sanguine^ 

yet  I  live  in  hopes  of  better  news  from  Ftrlham,  and  can  not  be  out 

of  the  way,     'Tis  ten  weeks  to-morrow. — I  saw  Mary  a  week  since, 

!ihe    was  in  excellent  Ixidily  health,  but  otherwise  far  from  well. 

But  a  week  or  m  may  give  a  tuni.     Love  to  Mii&,  A,  and  childi-en, 

and  fair  weather  accompy  you.  C.  L, 

Toewlay. 


LETTER  469 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 


[P.M.  Sept.  22,  iS^g.] 


DEAR  Moxon,  If  you  can  oblige  me  with  the  Garrick  Papers 
or  Ann  of  Gienjtien,  I  shall  t>e  thankful.  I  am  almost 
^'fearful  whether  my  Sister  will  be  able  to  enjoy  any  reading  at 
present  for  since  her  coming  home,  aftei'  IS  weeks,  she  has  had  an 
Unusual  relapse  into  the  saddest  low  spirits  that  ever  poor  creature 
ihBd,  and  has  been  some  weeks  under  medical  care.  She  is  unable 
to  see  any  yet.     Wheu  she  m  better  I  diall  be  very  glad  to  talk 
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over  your  ramble  with  you.     Have  you  done  tmj  aontieta,  emu  jon  1 
send  me  any  to  overlook  ?     I  am  dmoet  in  despur,  M^rfn  case 
aeems  so  bopeletts. 

Believe  me 

Yomi 

CM 
I  do  not  want  Mr,  Jameson  or  Lady  Morgan. 

Enfield 
Weduy 

Note 

[**  The  Garrick  Papeia/'  Lamb  refers,  I  suppose^  to  the  PrivaU 
Correspondence  of  David  Garrwri^  in  some  form  previous  to  its 
publication  in  183^, 

"  Anne  of  Geierstein,"  Scott's  novel  was  publisbed  this  year, 
"  Mr.  Jameson;'  I  cannot  find  any  book  by  a  Mr.  Jameson  likely 
to  have  been  offered  to  Lamb ;  but  Mrs.  Jameson's  Loves  of  me 
Poets  was  published  this  year*  Probably  he  meant  to  write  Mn. 
Jameson.  Lady  Moi^aa  was  the  author  of  The  Wild  Irish  Oirl 
and  other  novels.     Her  1829  book  was  The  Book  of  the  Boudoir.] 


LETTER  *70 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JAMES  GfLLMAN 

Chase-Side,  Enfield,  30ih  Oct.,  1839, 

DEAR  Gillman, — AJlsop  brought  me  your  kind  message  yesterdayj 
How  can  I  account  for  having  not  %nsited  Highgate  this  Im 
time  ?  Change  of  place  seemed  to  have  changed  me.  How  grieve 
I  was  to  hear  in  what  indifferent  health  Coleridge  has  been,  and  [ 
not  to  know  of  it !  A  littJe  school  divinity,  well  applied,  may  be 
healing.  I  send  him  honest  Tom  of  Aquin;  that  waa  always  an 
obscure  great  idea  to  me :  I  never  thought  or  dreamed  to  see  him  in 
the  flesh,  but  t'other  day  I  rescued  him  from  a  stall  in  Barbimn,  ajxd 
brought  him  off  in  triumph.  He  comes  to  greet  Coleridge*s  accept* 
ance,  for  his  shoe-latchets  I  am  unworthy  to  unloose.  Yet  there 
are  pretty  pro's  and  con's,  and  such  unsatisfactoiy  learning  in  him. 
Comment  me  to  the  question  of  etiquette^** ttirum  annunciijUio 
debuerit  fieri  per  angelum  '* — Qiumt  30j  Articidus  ^.  I  protest, J 
till  now  I  had  thought  Gabriel  a  fellow  of  some  mark  and  livelihood,  f 
not  a  simple  esquire,  as  I  find  him.  Well,  do  not  bi-eak  your  lay 
bituns,  nor  I  neither,  with  these  curious  nothinge.  They  are  nuti 
to  our  dear  friend,  whom  hoping  to  see  at  your  fiiist  friendly  hint 
that  it  will  be  convenient,  I  end  with  begging  our  very  kindest  loves 
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to  Mra.  GUlman.  We  have  had  a  sorry  house  of  it  here.  Our 
spirits  have  been  reduced  till  we  were  at  hope's  end  what  to  do — 
ooliged  to  quit  this  house,  and  afraid  to  engage  another,  till  in 
extremitT  I  took  the  defspemte  resolve  of  kicking  house  and  all 
down,  like  Bmiysn's  pack ;  and  here  we  are  in  a  new  life  at  board 
and  lodgingj  with  an  honest  couple  our  neighbours.  We  have 
ridded  ourselves  of  the  cares  of  dirty  acreji ;  and  the  change,  though 
of  less  than  a  week^  has  had  the  mast  beneficial  effet*b  on  Mary 
already.  She  looks  two  yeai^  and  a  half  younger  for  it.  But  we 
have  liad  sore  trials. 

God  send  us  one  happy  meeting  ! — Yours  faithfullvs 

C,  Lamb. 

,    Note 

["The  question  of  etiquette,"  See  the  Swmma  Thmbygicm^ 
Pars  Tertia*  Quest.  XX X^  Articulus  IL  It  would  be  interesting 
to  know  whether  Lamb  remembered  an  earlier  letter  (see  page  117) 
in  which  he  had  set  Coleridge  some  similar  "  nuts." 

'*  In  a  new  life,"  The  Lamh;  moved  next  door*  to  the  West- 
woods,  The  house,  altered  externally,  still  stands  (1904)  and  is 
known  as  "Westwouti  Cottage."  I  give  a  drawing  of  the  front 
as  it  now  is,] 


^<^\i. 


r^^^ 


1P%" 
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LETTEB  471 
CHAHLES  LAMB  TO  VINCENT  NOVELLO 


Dear  Fugoe-:st, 

or  hear'at  thou  rather 

CoNTEAPlTNTIgT ? 


[p,M,  Probably  Nov,  lo,  iSag*] 


WE  expect  you  four  (as  many  as  the  TabJe  will  hold  without 
scjueeging)  at  Mre.  West  wood's  Table  D'Hote  on  Tbui^- 
day.  You  wilJ  find  the  White  House  shut  up,  aiid  us  moved  under 
the  wing  of  the  Phoenix^  which  gives  us  friendly  refuge.  Beds  for 
guesta,  marry,  we  have  none,  but  cleanly  accomodings  at  the  Crown 
&  Horseshoe. 

Youi's  harmonically,  C,  L» 

[Addressed :  Vmcentio  (what  Ho  !)  Novello,  a  Squire, 
G6|  Great  Queen  Street,  Lincoln's  Inn  FieldB.] 

Note 

["The  Phoenix"  Mr.  Westwood  was  agent  for  the  PhcEnix 
Insurance  Company^  and  the  bitdge  of  that  office  was  probably 
on  the  house.] 


LETTER  47S 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WALTER  WILSON 


Enfield,  15th  Novetnber,  iS^g. 

MY  dear  Wilson, — I  have  not  opened  a  packet  of  unknown  con- 
tents for  many  years,  that  gave  me  so  much  pleasure  as 
when  I  disclo^d  your  three  volumes.  I  have  given  them  a  careful 
perusal,  and  they  have  taken  their  degree  of  classical  books  upon 
my  shelves,  De  Foe  was  always  my  darling;  but  what  darkness 
was  I  in  as  to  far  the  larger  paii  of  his  writings  !  I  have  now  an 
epitome  of  them  alL  I  think  the  way  in  which  you  have  done 
the  "  Life  "  the  moat  judicious  you  coul3  have  pitched  upon.  You 
have  made  him  tell  his  own  story,  and  your  comments  are  in  keep- 
ing with  the  tale.  Why,  I  never  heard  of  such  a  work  as  "the 
Review  "  Strange  that  in  my  stall-hunting  days  I  never  so  much 
as  Ut  upon  an  odd  volume  of  it.  This  cirLumstance  looks  as  if  they 
were  never  of  any  great  ciix^ulation.     But  I  may  have  met  with  *em# 
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and  not  knowing  the  prize,  overpast  *em.  I  was  almost  a  stranger 
to  the  whole  history  of  Dissenters  in  those  reignf!,  and  picked  my 
way  through  that  strange  book  the  *' Consolidator "  at  random. 
How  affecting  are  some  of  his  personal  appeals  f  what  a  machine 
of  projects  he  set  on  foot  1  and  following  writers  have  picked  his 
pocket  of  the  patents*  I  do  not  understand  whereabouts  in 
Koxama  he  himself  left  offl  I  always  thought  the  complete- 
tourist'Sort  of  description  of  the  town  she  paases  through  on  her 
last  embarkation  mkerably  unseasonable  and  out  of  place,  I  knew 
not  they  were  spurious.  Enfi^hten  me  as  to  where  the  apocryphal 
matter  commences,  I,  hy  aci'sident,  can  correct  one  A.  D.  **' Family 
Instructor,"  vol.  ii*  1718  ;  you  say  his  fiM  volume  had  then  reached 
the  fourth  edition  ;  now  I  have  a  fifth,  printed  for  Eman.  Matthewa, 
1717.  So  have  I  plucked  one  rotten  aate,  or  rather  picked  it  up 
where  it  had  inadvertently  fallen,  from  your  flourishing  date  tree, 
the  Palm  of  Engaddi,  I  may  take  it  for  my  pains.  I  think  youi^ 
a  book  which  every  public  librai-y  must  have,  and  every  English 
scholar  should  have*  I  am  sure  it  has  enriched  my  meagre  stock  of 
the  author^s  works.  I  seem  to  be  twice  as  opulent,  Mary  is  by  my 
side  just  finishing  the  second  volume.  It  must  have  interest  to 
divert  her  away  so  long  from  her  modem  novels.  Colburn  will  be 
(juite  jealous.  I  was  a  little  disappointed  at  my  "  Ode  to  the 
Treadmill  '*  not  finding  a  place;  but  it  came  out  of  time.  The  two 
papers  of  mine  will  puzzle  the  reader,  being  so  akin.  Odd  that, 
never  keeping  a  scrap  of  my  own  letters,  with  some  fifteen  years' 
interval  I  should  nearly  have  said  the  same  things.  But  I  shall 
always  feel  happy  in  having  my  name  go  down  any  how  with 
Be  Foe's,  and  that  of  his  historiographer.  I  promise  myself,  if 
not  immortality,  yet  diutemitv  of  being  read  in  consequence.  We 
have  both  had  much  illness  ttis  year ;  and  feeling  infinnities  and 
fi-etfulness  grow  upon  us,  we  have  ca-st  off  the  cares  of  housekeeping, 
sold  off  our  goods,  and  commenced  lK>ardtng  and  lodging  with  a 
very  comfortable  old  couple  next  door  to  where  you  found  us,  We 
use  a  sort  of  common  table-  Nevertheless,  we  have  reserved  a 
private  one  for  an  old  friend  ;  and  when  Mra.  Wilson  and  you 
revisit  Babylon,  we  shall  pray  you  to  make  it  yours  for  a  season. 
Our  very  kindest  remembrances  to  you  both. 

From  your  old  friend  and  fellow-jov/malisi^  now  in  two 
iniMancm^  C.  Lamb, 

Hazlitt  is  going  to  make  your  book  a  basis  for  a  review  of  De 
Foe^s  Novels  in  the  "  Edinbro',"  I  wish  I  had  health  and  spirits 
to  do  it.  Hone  I  have  not  seen,  but  I  doubt  not  he  will  be  much 
pleased  with  your  performance.  I  very  much  hope  you  will  give 
us  an  account  of  Dunton,  &c.     But  what  I  should  more  like  to 
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!iee  would  be  a  Life  and  Times  of  Bunyan.      Wtihiiig  health  to 
you  and  long  life  to  your  healthy  book,  again  [  subscribe  me. 

Yours  in  verity,        C,  L. 

Note 

[Wilson's  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Times  of  Dmiiel  De  Fo6 
had  just  been  published  in  three  volumes,  with  the  date  1830* 

Defoe's  Review  was  stalled  in  Febniary,  1704,  under  the  titJe» 
^  A  Review  of  the  Affairs  of  France  ,  .  ,  ,  pwrged  from  tk 
lError8  and  PartiaZiiy  of  News-writerg^  and  Peity-Statsmm^ 
of  all  sides.  It  continued  until  May,  171S,  The  Consolidaior: 
oTj  Memoirs  of  sundry  Transactions  from  the  world  in  CAe 
moon.  Translated  from  the  Luna/r  Language^  was  published  m 
1705,  a  political  satire,  which,  it  has  been  thought,  gave  hints  to 
Swift  for  Gulliver 

^^  Palm  of  Engaddi."  Engedi,  according  to  JoeephuB,  wns  cele* 
brated  for  ibs  palm  trees. 

Lamb  had  sent  Wilson  his  **Ode  to  the  Ti'eadniill  "  (see  pap 
810),  The  substance  of  his  letter  of  December  16,  182S,  was 
printed  by  Wilson  in  Chapter  XXIL  of  Vol,  IH.  ;  the  new  mateiiil 
which  he  wrote  especially  for  the  book  (see  jiage  810)  was  printed 
in  Chapter  XVI L  of  the  same  volume.  The  space  dividing  th^iD 
was  not  fifteen  years  but  seven, 

"Diutemity"  Spelt "  diutumity."  A  rare  word  signifying  loof 
duration, 

"  Fdlow-joumalist/'  The  other  instance  would  be  in  conneo 
tion  with  the  journals  of  the  India  House,  where  Wilson  had  diw^ 
been  a  clerk  with  Lamb> 

HaaJitt's  review  of  Wilson's  book  m  in  the  Edinburgh  for 

I  January,  1830,  with  this  reference  to  Lamb*s  criticisms :  "  Cdpto*** 

Singleton  k  a  hardened,  brutal  desperado,  without  one  redeemioiS 

I  trait,  or  almost  human  feeling ;  and,  in  spite  of  what  Mr.  LanJ^ 

says  of  his  lonely  musings  and  agonies  of  a  conscience-stricken  repeiit- 

ance,  we  find  nothing  of  this  in  the  text." 

"  Dun  ton,"    This  would  he  John  Dun  ton  (1659-1733),  the  btiok 
i  seller,  and  author  of  The  Athenian  Oazette^  Du^nion*B  Whipp^^ 
~^08ty  and  scores  of  pamphlets  and  satires.] 
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LETTER  479 

(t  Fragment) 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JAMES  GILLMAN 

[No  date.     }  November  zg^  1839.] 

PRAY  ti'U!*t  me  with  the  "Church  History^"  as  well  as  the 
"  Worthies,"  A  aioan  shall  n^tone  Ixitli.  Also  give  me 
back  Him  of  A4uinmn,  In  mtuni  yon  have  the  light  of  my 
countenaTwe.     Adieu. 

P,S- — A  sister  (dm  of  mine  corner  with  it,  A  son  of  Nimshi 
drives  her.  Their  driving  will  have  been  furioiLs,  impassioneiL 
Pmj  God  they  have  not  toppled  over  the  tunnel  I  I  promise  you 
I  fear  their  steed,  bred  out  of  the  wind  without  father,  seiiii- 
Melcbisede^ish,  hot»  phsetontic.  From  my  country  lodgings  at 
Enfield.  '  '  C\  L. 

Note 

[The  Chwrch  History  and  the  WortkieB  are  by  Fuller. 

"Light  of  my  countenance/*  Mr.  Hazlitt  says  that  this  was  a 
copy  of  Brook  I^ulham's  etching. 

"  A  m>i\  of  Niniijhi '' — Jehu. 

**The  tunnel  "^the  new  Highgate  Archway. 

**Semi-Melchisedecish,"  See  Hebrews  vii.  %  "  Without  father, 
without  mother,  without  descent"] 


LETTER  474 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JAMES  GILLMAN 


30  Nov.,  1839. 

DEAR  G., — The  excursionists  reached  home,  and  the  good  town 
of  Enfield  a  little  after  tour,  without  slip  or  di»location. 
1  Jttle  has  transpired  concerning  the  events  of  the  back- journey,  save 
timt  on  passing  the  house  of  ^Squii^  Mellish^  situate  a  stone-bow's 
cast  from  the  hamlet,  Father  Westwood,  with  a  good-natured 
wonderment,  exclaimed,  "I  cannot  think  what  is  gone  of  Mr. 
Mellish's  rooks.  I  fancy  they  have  taken  flight  somewhere ;  but  1 
have  misiied  them  two  or  three  years  past;"  All  this  while,  accoi-d- 
ing  to  his  fellow-traveller's  report,  the  rookery  was  darkening  tlie 
mx  above  with    undiminished    population,  and   dt^fening  all    eai^ 
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but  his  with  their  cawings*  Bat  nature  has  been  gently  with- 
ditiwing  such  phenomena  from  the  notice  of  Thomas  VVestwood's 
senseij  from  the  time  he  l>egan  to  miss  the  rooks,  T.  Westwood 
hm  passed  a  retii^d  life  in  this  hamlet  of  thirty  or  forty  yeais, 
living  upon  the  minimum  which  is  consistent  with  gentility,  yet  a 
star  among  the  minor  gentrj^  receiving  the  bows  of  the  tmdespeople 
and  couilftsies  of  the  alms^  women  daily.  Childiien  venerate  luni 
not  less  for  his  external  show  of  gentry,  than  they  wander  at  him 
for  a  gentle  rising  endorsation  of  tlie  person,  not  amounting  to  a 
hump,  or  if  a  hump,  imiocuous  as  the  hump  of  the  buffalo,  and 
coronative  of  as  mild  qualities,  Tis  a  throne  on  which  patience 
seems  to  sit — the  proud  perch  of  a  self-respecting  humility,  stoop- 
ing with  condescension.  Thereupon  the  cai-es  of  life  have  sate, 
and  rid  him  easily.  For  he  has  thrid  the  angnstiw  domUs  with 
dexterity.  Life  opened  upon  him  with  comparative  brilliancy.  He 
set  out  as  a  rider  or  traveller  for  a  wholesale  house,  in  which  capacity 
he  tella  of  many  hair-breadth  escapes  that  befell  him ;  one  especially, 
how  he  rode  a  mad  horse  into  the  town  of  Devizes ;  how  horse  and  rider 
airived  in  a  foam,  to  the  utter  consternation  of  the  expostulating 
hostlersj  inn-keepei^,  iki\  It  seems  it  was  sultry  weather,  piping 
hot ;  the  steed  tormented  into  frenzy  with  gad-flies,  long  past  being 
roail  worthy  ;  but  safety  and  the  interest  of  the  house  he  ixxle  for 
were  incompatible  things  ;  a  fall  in  sei^  cloth  was  expected  ;  and  a 
mad  entrance  they  mmie  of  it.  Whether  the  exploit  was  purely 
voluntary,  or  partially ;  or  whether  a  certain  fiereonal  defiguration 
in  the  un\n  |miii  of  this  extraonlinary  centaur  (non-assistive  to 
partition  of  natures)  might  not  eiifoix^e  the  conjunction,  I  stand 
not  to  inquire,  1  look  not  with  'skew  eyes  into  the  deeds  of  heroes. 
The  hosier  that  was  burnt  w'ith  his  shop,  in  Field-lane,  on  Tuesday 
night,  shall  have  past  to  heaven  for  me  like  a  Marian  Martyr,  pro- 
vided always,  that  he  consecrated  the  fortuitous  incremation  with 
a  short  ejaculation  in  the  exit,  as  much  as  if  he  had  taken  his  state 
degrees  of  martyrdom  in  formd  in  the  market  vicinage.  There  is 
adoptive  as  well  as  acquisitive  sacrifice.  Be  the  animus  what  it 
might,  the  fact  is  indisputable,  that  this  composition  was  seen 
Hying  all  abroad,  and  mine  host  of  Dai n try  may  yet  i^member  its 
passing  through  his  town,  if  bis  scores  are  not  more  faithful  than 
his  memoiy*  After  this  exploit  (enough  for  one  man),  Thomas 
Westwood  seems  to  have  subsided  into  a  less  hazaidous  occupation  ; 
and  in  the  twenty-fifth  year  of  his  age  we  find  him  a  haberdasher 
in  Bow  Lane  :  yet  still  retentive  of  his  early  riding  (though  leaving 
it  to  rawer  stomachsX  *ind  Christmasly  at  night  sithence  to  this 
last,  and  shall  to  his  latest  Christmas^  hath  he,  doth  he,  and  shall 
he,  tell  after  supper  the  stoiy  of  the  insane  steed  and  the  desperate 
rider.     Save  for  Bedlam  or  Luke's  no  eye  could  have  guessed  that 
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melting  day  what  house  he  rid  for.     But  be  reposes  on  his  bridles, 

and  after  the  ups  and  downs  (metapboric  only)  of  a  life  behind  the 

counter — hard  riding  sometimes,  I  fear,  for  poor  T.  W. — with  the 

scrapings  together  of  the  shop,  and  one  anecdote^^  be  hath  fmally 

settled  at  Enlield ;  by  hard  economismg^  gardening,  building  for 

himself,  hath  reared  a  mansion,  married  a  daughter,  qnabfied  a 

son  for  a   counting-house,  gotten   the   respect  of  high  and    low^ 

served  for  self  or  substitute  the  greater  parisb  offices  :  bath  a  special 

voi<^  at  vestries;  and,  domiciliating  us,  bath  reflected  a  portion  of 

bis  house-keeping  respectability  upon  your  humble  sen^ants.     We 

are   greater,   being  his  lodgeiii,    than    when   we  were  substantial 

renters.     His  name  is  a  passport  to  take  oft*  the  sneei-s  of  the  native 

EnJielderB   against  obnoxious    foreigners.       We  are   endenizened. 

Thus  much  of  T.  Westwood  have  I  thought  fit  to  acquaint  you^ 

that  you  may  see  the  exemplary  reliance  upon  Providence  with 

which  I  entrusted  so  dear  a  charge  as  my  own  sister  to  the  guidance 

of  a  man  that  rode  the  mad  horse  into  Devizes.     To  come  from  bis 

heroic  character,  all  the  amiable  qualities  of  domestic  life  concentre 

in  this  tamed  Belleropbon,     He  is  excellent  over  a  glass  of  grog ; 

just  as  pleasant  without  it ;  laughs  when  he  hears  a  joke,  and  when 

(which  is  much  oftener)  he  hears   it  not ;  sings  glorious  old  sea 

songs  on  festival  nights ;  and  but  upon  a  slight  acquaintance  of 

ttwo  yeai's,  Coleridge^  is  as  dear  a  deaf  old  man  to  us^  as  old  Norris, 

HM  his  soul  I    wm  after  fifty.     To  him  and  his  scanty  literature 

Hpiat  there  b  of  it,  sound)  have  we  flown  from  the  metropolis  and 

its  cursed  annualists,  reviewers,  authors,  and  the  whole  muddy  ink 

press  of  that  stagnant  pooL 

Now,  Gillman  again,  you  do  not  know  the  treasure  of  the  Fullers, 
I  calculate  on  having  massy  reading  till  Christmas.     All  I  want 
icre,  is  books  of  the  true  sort,  not  those  things  in   boards  that 
iodems  mistake  for  books^wbat  they  club  for  at  book  clubs. 

I  did  not  mean  to  cheat  you  with  a  blank  side ;  but  my  eye 
marts,  for  which  I  am  taking  medicine,  and  abstain,  this  aay  at 
east,  from  any  aHments  but  milk-porridge,  the  innocent  taste  of 
rbicb  I  am  anxious  to  renew  after  a  half-century's  disacquaintance. 
f  a  blot  fall  here  like  a  tear,  it  is  not  pathos,  but  an  angi^  eye. 
Farewell,  while  my  apedlla  are  sound. 
Your»  and  yours,  C.  Lamb* 


Note 

[This  letter  records  the  safe  return  of  Mary  Lamb  with  the  Fullers. 
"  Squire  MelUsh  "    William  Mellisb,  M.P.  for  Middlesex  for  some 
years. 

"  Anguatim  domda/*     Narrow  ways  of  poverty. 
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Hiomas  Westwood's  son,  for  whotn  Lamb  fotmd  an  ^potntsiefi^ 
wrote  some  excellent  articles  in  Nates  and  i^x^trieB  many  yem 
later  describing  the  Lambs'  life  at  his  fathei^s. 

^^OldNoiTis.'*    See  Letter  3«, 

I  giTe  here  a  drawing  of  the  Lamb^  sittitig-rooiii,  from  the  g^m 
of  Westwood  Cottage^  as  it  dow  is  (1904) : — ] 
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LETTER  475 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

MY  dear  B*  B. — You  are  wery  good  to  have  been  ttnea^j  alwU 
us,  and  I  have  the  satisfaction  to  tell  you^  that  we  are  hot] 
in  better  health  and  spirits  than  we  have  been  for  a  year  or  twi 
past ;  I  nmv  say,  than  we  have  lieen  since  we  have  been  at  Enfield 
The  cause  may  not  appear  quite  adequate.,  when  I  tell  you,  that  irt 
course  of  ill  health  and  spirits  brought  vtn  to  the  determination  o^ 
giving  up  our  house  here,  and  we  are  tx^arding  and  lodging  with  0 
worthy  old  couple,  long  inhabitantn  of  Enfield^  where  everjihing  W 
done  for  us  witnout  our  troublej  further  than  a  reaMonable  weekl^^ 
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Sayment,  We  should  have  done  so  before,  but  it  is  not  easy  to 
esh  and  blood  to  give  up  an  ancient  establishment,  to  discard  old 
Penates,  and  from  house  keepei^  to  turn  house-sharers*  (N,B.  We 
ai^  not  in  the  Workhouse.)  Dioclesian  in  his  garden  found  more 
repose  than  on  the  imperial  seat  of  Rome,  and  the  nob  of  Charles 
the  Fifth  aked  seldonier  under  a  monk's  cowl  than  under  the 
diadem.  With  such  shadows  of  assimiJation  we  countenance  our 
degi-adation.  With  such  a  loa^l  of  dignifyd  cai-es  just  removed 
fmm  our  shoulders^  we  can  the  raore  understand  and  pity  the 
accession  to  yours,  by  the  advancement  to  an  Assignees  hip.  I  will 
tell  you  honestly  B,  B,  that  it  has  been  long  my  deliberate  judg- 
ment^ that  all  Bankrupts,  of  what  denomination  civil  or  religious 
whatever^  ought  to  be  nang'd.  The  pity  of  mankind  has  for  ages 
run  in  a  wrong  channel,  and  has  been  diverted  from  poor  Creditors 
(how  many  I  have  known  sufferers  I  Hajstitt  has  just  been  defmuded 
of  jPlOO  by  his  Bookseller  friend's  breaking)  to  scoundrel  Debtors, 
I  know  all  the  topics,  that  distress  may  come  upon  an  honest  man 
without  his  fault,  that  the  failure  of  one  that  he  tnisted  was  his 
calamity  &c,  ^c.  Then  let  both  be  hang'd.  0  how  careful  it 
would  make  traders!  These  are  my  deliberate  thoughts  after 
many  yeans'  experience  in  matters  of  trade.  What  a  world  of 
trouble  it  would  save  you,  if  Friend  ♦  ♦  *  *  *  haii  been  immedi- 
ately hanail,  without  benefit  of  clergy,  which  (being  a  Quaker  I 
presume)  ne  could  not  masonahly  insist  upon.  Why,  after  slaving 
twelve  months  in  your  assign -business,  you  will  Ije  enabled  to  declai'e 
seven  pent*e  in  the  Found  in  all  human  probability,  B.  B.^  he  should 
be  flanged,  Tiwle  will  never  re-flouriHh  in  this  land  til!  such  a 
l^aw  is  establish^  I  write  big  not  to  save  ink  but  eyes,  mine 
having  been  troubled  w  ith  reading  thro'  three  folio;^  of  old  Fuller  in 
almost  as  few  days^  and  I  went  to  bed  last  night  in  agony,  and  am 
writing  with  a  vial  of  eye  water  before  me,  aJtemately  dipping  in 
vial  and  inkstand.  This  may  enflame  my  zeal  against  bankrupts — 
but  it  was  my  speculation  when  I  could  see  oetter.  Half  the 
world's  miser>  (Eden  else)  is  owing  to  want  of  money,  and  all  that 
want  is  owing  to  Bankrupts.  I  declare  I  would,  if  the  State  wanted 
Fractitionei's,  turn  Hangman  myself,  and  should  have  great  pleasure 
in  hanging  the  Hi^t  after  my  salutary  law  should  be  establish'd*  I 
have  seen  no  annuals  and  wish  to  see  none,  I  like  your  fun  upon 
them,  and  was  quite  pleased  with  Bowles's  sonnet.  Hood  is  or  was 
at  Brighton,  but  a  note^  prose  or  rhime,  to  him,  Robert  Street, 
AdelpEi,  I  am  sure  would  extract  a  copy  of  Am,  which  also  I  have 
not  seen.  Wishing  you  and  yours  all  Health,  I  conclude  while 
these  ftwl  glassy  are  to  me — eyest.  C,  L. 


afHttntltCkrice, 
b  a  MB  whidi  cti 


^\     EdaoitaSiM? 
Md  to  \m,    Ik  fa£  cf 


trac  gf  tW 
m  a  fi»r  bow,     T^  * 


LETTEm  476 

L— CHAILIS  UkUm  TO  WILLMM  WORDSWOITH 

ND  »  it  A  j«ir  Mee  us  pm^sA  film  jroci  at   the  itep  uf 

dir  rears  that  tbat 
of  raen^  reported  of 
a  otily.  W€  do  not 
Ima  rar  in  ajTttr  Bov.  1%  a  pairtnv  stana.  Tk  acaiooB  piw 
»  villi  indiSeRore.  %™V  dnm  mtp  dot  wmter  beigbtem  (ntt 
g^Bo^  AotiMVi  hath  fow^<i  Ai  naralities  tliev  are  hev-pi»^ 
R-pMi  [m]  id  a  ihov-faas.  Yet  as  far  as  lart  jear  occim  back,  fnr 
tfaqr  «af6«  ibev  a  icBgx  iiim»  tll^  naka  BO  noiMicj  as  hereto 
'twaa  mdkimUj  ^oomj.     Let  tte  sullai  notibmg  paa^ 

Suffice  it  that  afta-  md  yotts  fMiJoBgcd  thro*  tottDy  gf  its  tnanii^ 
■A  tt  calbd  them,  we  Imn  east  ov  dtinaThATe  taken  a'  farewell  cif  th<^ 
pDinpam  trooUeMMia  liifc  ealU  loiMekeepiTig,  and  are  settled  (Ju^^^ 
mto  poor  boaitteia  and  Ms*'^  ^  >^^  ^^■^  ^^^  ^  <^Id  i-oupk,  tbe 
Bauci!i  and  Banoda  of  dtitTEafield.  Here  ve  bare  notKmg  tn  i^^ 
with  ottr  Tietmb  bat  to  eat  them,  with  the  garden  but  to  see  it 
ffiuw.  With  the  tax  gatherer  but  to  bear  hitn  k^ock,  with  the  u^ 
but  to  bear  her  aoolded.  Soot  and  lot,  butcher,  baker,  are  thoip 
unkDowt]  to  us  mvm  m  speetators  of  tbe  pa«ant.  We  btb  feci  ^^ 
know  not  bow,  quietists,  cooMing  raTens.  We  bare  the  otiuni  f^ 
dignitate,  a  respectable  insignificance.  Yet  in  the  self  condettiiw^ 
obliviousness,  in  the  stagnation,  some  molesting  jeamings  of  Itk.Ji^^ 
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quite  kiird,  rise,  prompting  me  that  there  was  a  London,  and  that 
I  was  of  that  old  Jerusaleni.  In  dreams  I  am  in  Fleetmarket,  but  I 
wake  aiid  cr)'  to  sleep  a^ain,  I  die  haid,  a  stubborn  Eloisa  in  this 
detestable  Pamclete.  What  have  I  gained  by  health  ?  intolemble 
duhiess.  What  by  early  hours  and  moderate  meals  ? — a  total  blank, 
O  never  let  the  lying  poete  be  believed^  who  'tice  men  from  the 
chearful  haunts  of  streets — or  think  they  mean  it  not  of  a  country 
village.  In  the  ruins  of  Palmyra  I  could  gird  myself  up  to  solitude, 
or  mu^  to  the  snorings  of  the  Seven  Sleepei^,  but  to  have  a  little 
teazing  image  of  a  town  about  one,  country  folks  that  do  not  look 
like  country  folks,  shops  two  yards  square,  half  a  dozen  apples  and 
two  penn'orth  of  overlookd  gingerbread  for  the  lofty  fruiterei'a  of 
Oxford  Street — and,  for  the  immortal  book  and  print  atalk,  a 
circulating  library  that  stands  still,  where  the  shew-picture  is  a 
last  year's  Valentine,  and  whither  the  fame  of  the  last  ten  Scotch 
novels  has  not  yet  travelM  (marry,  they  just  begin  to  be  conscious 
of  the  Red  Gauntlet^  to  have  a  new  plasterd  flat  churchy  and  to  be 
wishing  that  it  was  but  a  Cathedral.  The  very  blackguards  here  are 
degenerate.  '^Che  topping  gentry*  stock  broters.  The  pajssengeis 
too  many  to  ensure  your  quiet,  or  let  you  go  about  whistling,  or 
gaping — too  few  to  be  the  fine  bdifierent  pageant'^  of  Fleet  Street* 
Confining,  room- keeping  thickest  winter  is  yet  more  bearable  here 
than  the  gaudy  months.  Among  oiie*s  books  at  one's  fire  by  candle 
one  is  soothed  into  an  oblivion  that  one  h  not  in  the  country,  but 
with  the  light  the  green  fields  return,  till  I  gaze,  and  in  a  calenture 
can  {ilunge  myself  into  Saint  Giles's,  O  let  no  native  Londoner 
imagine  that  health,  and  rest,  and  innocent  occupation,  interchange 
of  converse  sweet  and  recreative  study,  can  make  the  country  any 
thing  better  than  altogether  odious  and  detestAble.  A  gaixien  was 
the  primitive  priaoo  till  man  with  promethean  felicity  and  lioldness 
luckily  sinn'd  himself  out  of  it,  liience  foUowd  Babylon,  Nineveh, 
Venice,  London,  haberdashers,  goldsmiths,  taverns,  playhouses, 
satires*  epigram?*,  puns — these  all  came  in  on  the  town  part*  and 
the  thither  side  of  innot*ence,     Man  found  out  inventions. 

From  my  den  I  return  you  condolence  for  your  decaying  sight,  not 
for  any  thing  there  is  to  see  in  the  country,  but  for  the  miss  of  the 

(pleasure  of  reading  a  London  newspaper.  The  poets  are  as  well  to 
isten  to,  any  thing  high  may,  nay  must,  be  read  out — you  read  it  to 
yourself  wltn  an  imaginary  auditor — but  the  light  paragraphs  must 
be  glid  over  by  the  proper  eye,  mouthing  mumbles  their  gossamery 
substance.  Tis  these  trifies  I  should  mourn  in  fading  sight,  A 
newspaper  is  the  single  gleam  of  comfort  I  receive  here,  it  come:^ 
from  rich  Cathay  with  tidings  of  mankind.  Yet  I  could  not  attend 
to  it  read  out  by  the  most  belovetl  voice*  But  your  eyes  do  not 
get  worse,  I  gather.     O  for  the  collyrium  of  Tobias  inclosed  in  a 
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whiting^»  liver  to  send  you  with  no  ApoctTphu]  good  wishes !    Hne 
la^t  long  time  I  heard  from  you^  you  nad  tnock'd  your  head  against 
something.     Do  not  do  so.     For  your  head  (I  do  not  flatter)  is  not 
a  noh,  or  the  top  of  a  brass  nail,  or  the  end  of  a  nine  pin — unless 
a  Vulcanian  hammer  could  fairly  liatter  a  Recluse  out  of  it,  thai 
would  r  bid  the  smimhM  god  knock  and  knock   [uj^ijy,  the  two- 
handed  sk  inker.     What  a  nice  long  letter  Dorothv  has   Trrittenl 
Mary  must  squeeze  out  a  line  propria  manu^  but  indeed  her  fingers 
have  been  incoirigibly  nervous  to  letter  writing  for  a  long  inten^ak 
Twill  please  you  all  to  hear  that,  tho'  I  fret  like  a  lion  in  a  net, 
her  present  health  and  spints  are  better  than  they  have  t>een  for 
some  time  past:  she  i^  aljsoliitelv  thi^ee  years  and  a  half  younger,  i 
I  tell  her,  since  we  have  adopted  thif^  boaixiing  plan.     Our  provideii 
are  an  honest  pair,  dame  Westwood  and  her  husband — he,  whe 
the  light  of  pi'osperity  shined  on  them,  a  moderately  thriving  habe^ 
dasher  within  Bow  Bells,  retired  sineewith  something  under  a  con 
petence^  write*  himself  |mit;el  gentleman,  hath  borne  parish  office 
sings  fine  old  sea  songs  at  thi^eescore  and  ten,  sighs  only  now  ai 
then  when  he  thinks  that  he  has  a  ion  on  his  hand^;  about  15,  who 
he  finds  a  difficulty  in  getting  out  into  the  world,  and  then  check 
a  sigh  with  muttering-^  as  I  once  heaiTl  him  prettily*  not  mean  in 
to  he  heaid,  "  I  have  married  my  daughter  however," — takaft  tt 
weather  as  it  comes,  outsides  it  to  town  in  severest  season^  and 
winter  nights  tells  old  stories  not  tending  to  litemtuiie,  how  coc 
foitable  to  author-rid  folks  I  and  has  one  UTiecdotej  upon  whidi  an 
about  forty  iXJunds  a  year  he  seems  to  have  netired  in  green 
age-     It  was  how  he  wa^  a  Hder  in  his  youth,  travelling  for  shop 
and  once  (not  to  baulk  his  employer's  baigain)  on  a  sweTtering  daj 
in  August,  rode  foaming  into  Duiuitable  upon  a  mad  korm  to 
flismay  and  expostulary  wonderment  of  innkeepers,  oetlefB  &c, 
declai^d  they  would  not  have  bestrid  the  beast  to  win  the  Oarbj 
Ihidei^tand  the  creatui'e  gallM  to  death  and  desperation  by  gad  flie 
eormorants  winged^  worse  than  hemt  Inachu^'  daughter.     This  he 
tells,  this  be  brindles  and  buniishes  on  a*  winter's  eves,  'tis  his  star 
of  set  glory,  his  rejuvenescem*e  to  descant  upon.     Far  from  me  be  it 
(dii  avertaut)  to  look  a  gift  story^  in  the  mouth,  or  cruelly  to  sur- 
mise (as  thf>se  who  doubt  the  plunge  of  Cuitius)  that  the  inseparat^? 
conjunctiu'e  of  man  and  beast,  the  cent-aur*phenomenon  that  ^taggen^H 
all  l)unstable,  might  have  been  the  effect  of  uniximantic  nevemiiy^ 
that  the  horse-part  carried  the  rea^^ning,  willy  nilly,  that  need* 
nuist  when  such  a  devil  drove,  that  c^i-tain  spiral  configurations  im 
tlie  (rame  of  Thomas  Westwood  unfriendly  to  alighting,  made  tlv^ 
alliance  moi-e  foi-cible  than  voluntary.     Let  him  enjoy  hi^^  fame  for 
me^  nor  let  me  hint  a  whisper  that  shall  dismount  BeUerophoii* 
Put  case  he  was  an  invohmtarv  martyr*  yet  if  in  the  fiery  conflict 
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he  buckled  the  soul  of  a  constant  haberdasher  to  him,  and  adopted 
hb  flames,  let  Accident  and  He  share  the  glory !  You  would  all 
like  Thomas  Westwood, 


How  weak  is  painting  to  describe  a  man  I     Say  that  he  sbinds  four 
feet  and   a  nail  high  by  his  o^ti  yard   measure,   which  like  the 
Sceptre  of  Agamemnon  shall  never  spmut  a^ain,  iitill  you  have  no 
adequate  idea,  nor  when  I  tell  you   that  his  dear  hump,   which 
I  have  favord  in  the  picture*  seems  to  me  of  the  buffalo— indicative 
and    repository   of  mild   qualities,   a   budget   of  kindne^^s,   still 
you  have  not  the  man.      Knew   you  old  Norris   of  the   Temple, 
60  yeai's*  ours  and  our  father's  friend,  he   was   not  more  natumi 
to  us  than  this  old    W.   the  acquaintance   of  scarce  more  weeks. 
Under  his  roof  now  ought  I  to  take  my  re^t,  but  that  back-Jooking 
ambitioti  tells  me  I  might  yet  be  a  Londoner,     Well,  if  we  ever  do 
move,  we  have  encumbrances  tlie  less  to  impede  us :  all  our  furni- 
ture ha«  faded  under  the  auctioneei^s  hammer,  going  for  nothing 
like  the  tami^nhd  frippery  of  the  prodigal,  and  we  have  only  a  spoon 
or  two  left  to  bless  us.     Clothed  we  came  into  Enfield^  and  naked 
we  must  go  out  of  it*     I  would  live  in  London  shirtless,  Ixjokless* 
Henry  Crabb  is  at  Rome,  advices  to  that  effect  have  reacb^  Bury. 
But  %  solemn  legacy  he  beaueathy  at  parting  (whether  he  should 
live  or  die)  a  Turkey  of  Suffolk  to  be  sent  every  sucTeeding  Xoias 
to  Wy  and  divere  other  friends.     What  a  genuine  old  Bachelor^s 
action  I     I  fear  he  will  find  the  air  of  Italy  too  classic.     His  station 
U  in  the  Hartz  forest,  his  bouI  is  Begone thed.     Miss  Kelly  we  never 
see;  Talfourd  not  this  half-year;   the  latter  flourishes,    but    the 
exact  number  of  his  children,  God  forgive  me,  I  have  utterly  for- 
gotten, we  single  people  are  often  out  in  our  count  there.     Shall 
I  say  two?     One  darling  I  know  they  have  lost  within  a  twelve- 
mon'tb,  bat  scarce  known  to  me  by  sight,  and  that  was  a  second 
child  lost.     We  see  scarce  anybody.     We  have  just  now  Emma 
with  us  for  her  holydays :  you  remember  her  playing  at  bmg  with 
Mr.  Quillinan  at  poor  Monkhouse's  I    She  is  gitiwn  an  agreeable  young 
woman  ;  abe  sees  what  I  write,  so  you  may  imderstand  me  with 
limitations.     She  was  our  inmate  for  a  twelvemonth,  grew  natural 
to  u%  and  then  they  told  us  it  was  best  for  her  to  go  out  as  a 
GovemesB,  and  so  she  went  out,  and  we  were  only  two  of  us,  and 
our   pleasant   house-mate  is  changed  to  an  occasional  visitor-     If 
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they  want  my  sister  to  go  out  (as  they  cdl  it)  there  will  be  only 
one  of  us.     Heaven  keep  us  all  from  thus  acceding  to  LTnity  ! 

Can  I  crnrn  loves  eDougb  to  you  all  in  this  Tittle  O  ?     Excute 
particularizing,  C,  L. 


LETTER  476  (eontinmd) 
n.— MARY  LAMB  TO  DOROTHY  WORDSWORTH 

MY  dear  Miss  Wordsworth,  Charles  has  left  me  space  to  fill 
up  with  my  own  poor  scribble ;  which  I  must  do  b&  well 
as  I  can^  being  quite  out  of  practise,  and  after  be  has  been  reading 
his  queer  letter  out  to  us  I  can  hardly  put  down  in  a  plain  style 
all  I  had  to  tell  you,  how  pleasant  your  handwriting  was  to  ine. 
He  has  lumped  you  all  together  in  one  rude  remembrance  atj 
the  ends  but  I  beg  to  send  my  love  individually  and  by  naine  to  I 
Mr,  and  Mrs.  Words  worthy  to  Mias  Hutchinson,  whom  we  often  < 
talk  of,  and  think  of  as  being  with  you  always,  to  the  dutiful 
good  daughter  and  imtient  amanuensis  Dora,  aiul  even  to  Johanna, 
whom  we  have  not  seeti,  if  she  will  afc«pt  it>  Charlen  has  told 
you  of  my  long  illness  and  our  present  settlement^  which  I  o^ure 
you  is  very  quiet  and  comfortable  to  me,  and  to  him  too,  if 
he  would  own  it.  I  am  very  sorry  we  shall  not  see  John, 
but  I  never  go  to  town,  nor  my  brother  but  at  his  quarterly  visit'* 
at  the  India  House,  and  when  be  does,  he  finds  it  melancholy,  so 
many  of  our  old  fnends  being  dead  or  dispersed,  and  the  very 
streets,  he  says  altering  ever^  day.  Many  thanks  for  your  Ijetter 
and  the  nice  news  in  it^  which  I  should  have  replied  to  more  at 
large  than  I  see  he  has  done.  I  am  sure  it  deserved  it.  He  ha^ 
not  said  a  word  about  your  intentions  for  Rome,  which  I  sincerely 
wish  you  health  one  day  to  accomplish.  In  that  cjise  we  may  meet 
by  the  way.  We  are  so  glad  to  hear  dear  little  William  is  doin^ 
well.  If  you  knew  how  happy  your  letters  made  us  you  would 
write  1  know  more  frequently.  Pray  think  of  this*  How  chear- 
fully  should  we  pay  the  postage  emry  week. 

Your  affectionate  Mary  I^mb. 

Note 

[Now  for  the  finst  time  printed  in  full,  with  Mary  Iamb's  addition. 

"Baucis  and  Baucida.  A  slip,  I  suppose,  for  Philemon  and 
Baucis  (Ovid,  MetwrnoTphosm), 

"Eloiaa  ,  ,  *  Paraclete,"  The  hermitage  to  which  Abelard, 
Eloisa^s  lover,  retired  liecame  a  monastic  school  known  as  Paraclete* 

Redgauntlet  dated  from  ld£4» 
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**  In  a  calenture."  A  calenture  is  a  form  of  fever  at  sea  in  which 
the  sufferer  believes  himself  to  be  surrounded  by  green  fieldi^  and 
often  leap  overboard.  Wordsworth  describes  one  in  ''The 
Brothers/' 

*'From  rich  Cathay*"  A  recollection  of  a  passage  in  The 
Seamms,  "Winter,"  807-809:— 

the  caravan 
Bends  to  the  golden  coa^t  of  rich  Calhay 
With  news  of  human  kind. 

"The  collyrium  of  Tobias."  See  Tobit  xi.  11^13.  Tobias  re^ 
stoi-ed  his  father's  sight  with  the  gall  of  a  foh. 

"A  Recluse'* — Wordsworth's  pronitsed  poern^  that  was  never 
completed.     First  printed  in  1888, 

**  Dii  avertant '  — "  The  gods  forbid ''  (Cicero,  PhiL,  III.,  14,  35). 

**  Henry  Cmbb."  Crabb  Robinson  wa^  a  personal  friend  of 
GoetheV  He  had  spent  some  days  with  him  at  Weimar  in  the 
vummer  of  1829.  Goethe  toid  Robinson  that  he  admired  Iamb's 
sonnet  "The  Family  Name  " 

**Mr.  QuUlinan  "—Edward  QuilUnan,  afterwards  Wordsworth's 
son-in-law. 

**  Johanna."  Joanna  Hutchinson,  Mrs.  Wordsworth's  sister. 
Joanna  of  the  laugh. 

**  John,"*  John  Wordsworth,  Woitls worth's  eldest  son,  was  now 
twenty-six;  William,  Wordsworth's  second  son,  no  longer  little, 
^as  nineteen.] 


LETTER  477 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 


■  [f .«.  35  February  1830.] 

I  T^EAR  B.  B. — To  reply  to  you  by  return  of  post,  I  must  gobble 
I  X^  up  m^  dinner,  and  dispatch  this  in  propria  Persona  to  the 
ofHce,  to  be  in  in  time.  So  take  it  from  me  hastily,  that  you  are 
perfectly  welcome  to  furnish  A,  C,  with  the  scrap,  whicli  I  had 
a^lmost  foi^tten  writing.  The  more  my  character  coma*  to  be 
known,  the  less  my  veracity  will  come  to  be  suspected*  Time  every 
dav  clears  np  some  suspected  narrative  of  Herodotus,  Bruce,  and 
otben^  of  us  great  Travellers.  Why,  that  Joseph  Paice  was  as  real 
a  person  as  Joseph  Hume,  and  a  great  deal  pleasanter,  A  careful 
observer  of  life,  Bernard,  has  no  need  to  invent.  Nature  romances 
it  for  him.  Dinner  plates  rattlej  and  I  positively  shall  incur  indiges- 
tion by  carrying  it  half  concocted  to  the  Post  House,     Let  roe  con- 
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gratulate  you  on  the  Spring  coming  in,  and  do  you  in  retain  condole 
with  me  for  the  Winter  going  out.  When  the  old  one  giies^  weldome 
comes  a  better.  1  dread  the  prospect  of  Summer,  with  his  all  dav 
long  days.  No  need  of  his  assistance  to  make  country  j^laces  dutK 
With  fire  and  candle  light,  I  can  dream  myself  in  Holbom.  With 
lightsome  skies  shining  in  to  bed  time^  I  can  not.  This  Meaeck, 
and  these  tents  of  Kedar— I  woidd  dwell  io  the  skirfe  of  Jericho 
rather,  and  think  every  blast  of  the  coming  in  Mail  a  Ram's  Horn, 
Give  me  old  London  at  Fire  and  Plague  Hraes,  rather  than  these 
tepid  galen,  lietUthy  country  air,  and  purposeless  exercise*  L^  of 
mutton  absolutely  on  the  table. 

Take  our  hasty  loves  and  short  farewell.  C.  L, 

NOTE 

[A.  C,  was  Allan  Cunningham,  who  wanted  Lamb's  letter  on  Blake 
(see  page  642)  for  his  Lives  of  the  Painters,  It  was  not,  however, 
used  there  until  included  in  Mrs,  Charles  Heaton's  edition  in  Bohn^s 
Library, 

"Bruce" — the  AbyHginian  explorer,  whom  the  Christ's  Hosjpital 
lx>ys  used  to  emulate,  as  Lamb  tells  us  in  tlie  Elia  essay  on  News- 
papers, 

"Joseph  Paice" — a  Director  of  the  South-Sea  Company  and 
Lamb's  first  employer,  of  whom  he  writej*  in  the  Elia  essay  on 
"Modem  Gallantry  "  (see  notes  to  Vol.  IL,  page  S6l). 

'*This  Meseek" — "Woe  is  me  that  I  sojourn  in  Mesech^  that  I 
dwell  in  the  tents  of  Kedar"  (Psalmi*  cxx,  5).  Lamb  was  very  fond 
of  this  verse*     See  also  Joshua  vi. 

Mr.  Ha^litt  prints  a  letter  in  his  Bohn  edition  to  Moxon^  which 
he  dates  February  21,  1881  (should  be  1830),  saying  that  a  letter 
lias  just  arrived  from  Mix  William.s  indicating  tKat  Miss  Isola  was 
not  well  and  must  have  a  long  holiday*  The  illness  increased  very 
rapidly,  becoming  a  serious  attack  of  brain  fever.] 


LETl^ER  478 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS,  WILLIAMS 


[February  26,  1830.] 

DEAR  Madam, — May  God  bless  you  for  your  attention  to 
our  poor  Emmal  I  am  so  ahaken  with  your  sad  newi  I 
can  scarce  write.  She  is  too  ill  to  be  removed  at  pi-^ent ;  but  we 
can  only  say  that  if  she  is  spared,  when  that  can  be  practicable, 
we  have  always  a  home  for  her.     Speak  to  her  of  it,  when  she  is 


isao 


EMMA  ISOLA*S  ILLNESS 


833 


capable  of  undera  tan  ding,  and  let  me  €onjtu«  you  to  let  U8  know 
from  day  to  day,  the  state  she  is  in.  But  one  line  ia  alJ  we  crave. 
Nothing  we  can  do  for  her,  that  shall  not  be  done.  We  shall  be 
in  the  temblest  suspense.  We  had  no  notion  she  was  going  to  be 
Ul.  A  line  from  anybody  in  your  house  will  much  oblige  us.  I 
feel  for  the  situation  this  trouble  places  yon  in. 

Can  I  go  to  her  aunt,  or  do  anything  ?  I  do  not  know  what  to 
offer.  We  are  in  great  diitresi.  Fray  relieve  us,  if  you  con,  by 
somehow  letting  us  know,  I  will  fetch  lier  here^  or  anything.  Your 
kindness  can  never  be  forgot.  Pray  excysc  my  abruptness,  I  hardly 
know  what  I  write.  And  take  our  wfirniciit  thanks.  Hoping  to 
hear  liomething,  I  remain,  dear  Madam, 
L  Yours  most  faithfully, 

I  C.  Lamb. 

I        Our  grateful  reipects  to  Mr.  Williams. 


LETTER  479 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS,  WILLIAMS 


Enfield,  I  March,  18 jo. 


DEAR  Madam, — We  cannot  thank  you  enough.  Your  two 
words  **  mucli  better  *'  were  so  considerate  and  good.  The 
good  news  affected  my  sister  to  an  agony  of  tears ;  but  they  have 
relieved  us  from  such  a  weight.  We  were  ready  to  expect  the  worst, 
and  were  hardly  able  to  bear  the  good  hearing.  You  speak  so 
kindly  of  her,  too,  and  think  she  may  be  able  to  resume  her  duties. 
We  were  preparetl,  m  far  as  our  humble  means  would  have  enabled 
us,  to  have  taken  her  from  all  duties.  But,  far  better  for  the  dear 
girl  it  is  that  she  should  have  a  prospect  of  being  useful. 

I  am  sui-e  you  will  pardon  my  writing  again ;  for  my  heart  is 
m  full,  that  it  was  im|>ossib]e  to  refmin.  Many  thanks  for  your 
offer  to  write  again,  should  any  change  take  place,  I  dare  not  yet 
be  quite  out  of  fear,  the  alteration  has  been  so  sudden.  But  I  will 
hope  you  will  have  a  re^spite  from  the  trouble  of  writing  again.  I 
know  no  expression  to  convey  a  sense  of  your  kindness.  We  were 
in  such  a  state  expecting  the  post,  I  had  almost  resolved  to  come 
as  near  you  as  Bury  ;  out  my  sister's  health  does  not  permit  my 
absence  on  melancholy  occasions.  But,  O,  how  happy  will  she  be 
to  part  with  me,  when  I  shall  hear  the  agreeable  news  that  I  may 
come  and  fetch  her.  She  shall  be  as  quiet  as  possible.  No  restora- 
tive means  shall  be  wanting  to  restore  her  back  to  you  well  and 
comfortable. 

YOh.  VII.— 55 


834 


LETTERS  OF  C  AND  M.  LAMB       March 


She  will  make  up  for  this  sad  intCTruption  of  her  young  friend's 
studies,  I  am  sure  she  will— she  must — after  you  have  spared  her 
for  a  little  time.  Change  of  scene  may  do  very  much  for  her.  I 
think  this  last  proof  of  your  kindness  to  her  in  her  desolate  state 
can  hardly  make  her  love  and  respect  you  more  than  she  has  ever 
done,  0»  how  glad  shall  we  be  to  return  her  fit  for  her  occupation. 
Madam,  I  trouhle  you  with  my  nonsense  ;  but  you  would  forgive 
me,  if  you  knew  how  light-hearted  you  have  made  two  poor  soub  at 
Enfield^  that  were  gasping  for  news  of  their  poor  friend.     I  will 

Eray  for  you  and  Mr.  Williams.  Give  our  very  best  respects  to 
im,  and  accept  our  thanks.  We  are  hap|>ier  than  we  hardly  know 
how  to  bear,  God  bless  you  1  My  very  kindest  congratulaoons  to 
Miss  Humphreys, 

Believe  me,  dear  Madam, 

Your  ever  obliged  servant, 


LETTER  480 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SARAH  HAZLITT 

DEAR  Sarah^ — I  was  meditating  to  come  and  see  you,  but  I 
am  unable  for  the  walk.  We  are  both  very  unwell,  and 
under  affliction  for  poor  Emma,  who  has  had  a  very  dangerous 
brain  fever,  and  Is  lying  very  ill  at  Bury,  from  whence  I  expect  a 
summons  to  fetch  her.  We  are  very  sorry  for  your  con6nement* 
Any  books  I  have  are  at  your  service,  I  am  almost,  I  may  s^y 
qutte^  sure  that  jetters  to  India  pay  do  postage,  and  may  go  by  the 
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regular  Post  Office*  now  in  St,  Martiu*8  le  Gmnd.     I  tliink 
receiving  house  would  take  them — 

I  wish  I  could  confirm   your  hopes  about  Dick  Norris.      But 
it  is  quite  a  dream.     Some  old  Bencher  of  his  surname  k  made 
TredBurer  for  the  year,  I  suppose,  which  is  an  annual  office.    Norris 
was  Sub-Treasu^r,  quite  a  different  thing.     They  were  pretty  well  - 
in  the  Suminerj  since  when  we  have  heard  nothing  of  them.     Mis,  ^ 
Reynolds  is  better  than  she  has  been  for  years ;  she  m  with  a  di<H- 
agreeable  woman  that  she  has  taken  a  mighty  fancy  to  out  oG 
spite  to  a  rival   woman  she  used  to  live  and  quarrel  with  ;    she? 
grows  Ljuite  fat^  they  tell  me,  and  may  live  as  long  as  I  do,  to  be  ik 
tormenting  rent-charge  to  ray  diminished  income.     We  go  on  prettr 
comfortably  in  our  new  plan*     I  will  come  and  have  a  talk  with 
you  when  poor  Emma'e  affair  is  settled,  and  will  bring  books.    At 
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present  I  am  weak,  and  could  hardly  bring  my  legs  home  yesterday 
after  a  much  shorter  stroll  than  to  Northaw.  Mary  has  got  her 
bonnet  on  for  a  short  expedition.  May  you  get  better,  as  the 
Sprinir  comes  on.     She  sends  her  best  love  with  mine. 

NOTK 

[Addressed  to  "  Mrs.  Hazlitt,  Mrs.  Tomiinson*^,  Northaw^  near 
Potter^s  Bar,  Herts/' 

Mrs,  Hazlitt  was  in  later  y^ars  a  sufferer  from  rheumatism.  Dick 
Norris  was  the  son  of  Randal  N orris  (see  Letter  386).  He  had 
retbed  to  Widford.  Mrs,  Reynolds,  Lamb*s  old  schoolmistrees  and 
dependant^  we  have  met.] 


LETTER  481 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  WILLIAMS 

Enfidd,  s  Mar.^  iSja. 

DEAR  Madam,^ — 1  feel  greatly  obliged  by  your  letter  of  Tuesday, 
and  should  not  have  tit>ubled  you  agab  so  soon,  but  that 
you  expi^ess  a  wish  to  hear  that  our  anxiety  wan  relieved  by  the  as- 
suranres  in  it.  You  have  indeed  given  us  much  comfort  respecting 
our  young  friend,  but  consideiable  uneasiness  respecting  your  own 
health  and  spirits,  which  must  have  suffered  under  such  attention. 
Pray  believe  me  that  we  shall  wait  in  quiet  hope  for  the  time  when 
I  saaH  receive  the  welcome  summons  to  come  and  relieve  you  from 
a  charge,  which  you  have  executed  with  such  tenderness.  We  desire 
nothing  so  mudb.  as  to  exchange  it  with  vou.  Nothing  shall  be 
wanting  on  my  part  to  remove  her  with  the  best  j  udgment  I  can, 
without  (I  hope)  any  necessity  for  depriving  you  of  the  services  of 
your  valuable  housekeeper.  Until  the  day  comes,  we  entreat  that 
you  will  spare  yourself  the  trouble  of  writing,  which  we  should  be 
aflhamed  to  impose  upon  you  in  your  present  weak  state.  Not  hear- 
ing from  you,  we  shall  be  satisfied  in  believing  that  there  has  lieen 
no  relapse.  Therefore  we  beg  that  you  will  not  add  to  your  troubles 
by  unnecessary,  though  Tuost  kind^  correspondence.  Till  I  have  the 
pleasure  of  thanking  you  personally,  I  beg  you  to  accept  these 
written  acknowledgments  of  all  your  kindness.  With  respects  to 
Mr.  Williams  and  sincere  prayers  for  both  your  healths,  1  remain, 

Your  ever  obliged  servant, 

C.  Lamb. 
My  sister  joins  me  in  respects  and  thanks. 
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LETTER  48t 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JAMES  GILLMAN 

March  Eth,  tSja 

MY  dear  G,, — Your  friend  Battin  (for  I  knew  him  immediately 
by  the  sQiooth  satinity  of  his  style)  must  excuse  me  for 
advocating  the  cause  of  his  friends  in  SpitalfieldiJ.  The  fact  is,  I 
am  retained  by  the  Norwich  people,  and  have  already  appeared  in 
their  paper  under  the  signatures  of  "  Lucius  Sergius^"  "  Bluff,'* 
"  Broad-Cloth,"  "  No-Tra^e-to-the-Woo lien-Trade,"  "  AnU-plush," 
&c.»  in  defence  of  druggets  and  long  camblets.  And  without  Urn 
pre-engagement,  I  feel  I  should  naturally  have  chosen  a  side  op- 
posite to  ,  for  in  the  silken  seemingness  of  his  nature  there 

IS  that  which  offends  me.  My  flesh  tingles  at  ?»ach  caterpillars. 
He  shall  not  crawl  me  over*  Let  him  and  his  workmen  sing  the 
old  burthen^ 

«*  Hel^h  ho,  yc  weavers  !  " 

for  any  aid  I  shall  offer  them  in  this  emeigency,  I  was  over  Saint 
Luke's  the  other  day  with  my  friend  Tnthill,  and  mightily  pleas^ 
with  one  of  his  contrivances  for  the  comfort  and  amelioratian  of  the 
studenti*.  They  have  double  cells,  in  which  a  pair  may  lie  feet  to 
feet  hori?*ontally^  and  chat  the  time  away  as  rationally  as  they  can. 
It  must  certainly  be  more  sociable  for  them  these  warm  raving 
nights.  The  rig&t-hand  truckle  in  one  of  these  friendly  recesses,  at 
present  vacant,  was  preparing,  I  understood,  for  Mr*  Irving.  Poor 
fellow  !  it  is  time  he  removea  from  Pentonville*  I  followed  him  as 
far  as  to  Highbury  the  other  day,  with  a  mob  at  his  heels,  calling  "^^tll 
out  upon  Ermigitfdon,  who  I  suppose  is  some  Scotch  uioderator.  _  ""^ri 

He  squinted  out  his  favourite  eye  last  Friday,  in  the  ftiry  of  po^sei ^^ 

siun,  upon  a  poor  woman's  shoulders  that  wba  crying  matches;,  andt^^^d" 
has  not  missed  it     The  companion  tnick,  as  far  as  1  could  measune-=»^  -v^ 
it  with  my  eye,  would  conveniently  fit  a  person  about  the  length  of  ^t^f 
Coleridge,  allowing  for  a  reasonable  drawing  up  of  the  feet,  not  at^^*<^ 
all  painful.      Does  he  talk  of  moving  this  quarter?     You  and  W     I 
have  too  much  sense  to  trouble  ourselves  with  revelations  ;  marry— ^ 
to  the  same  in  Greek  you  may  have  something  professionally  to  say""^ 
Tell  C.  that  he  was  to  oome  and  see  U8  some  fine  day.      Let  it  b-^ 
before  he  moves,  for  in  his  new  quarters  he  will  necessarily  be  coa  - 
fined  in  his  conversation  to  his  brother  pmphet     tk>nceive  the  tw-«» 
Rabbis  fcx>t  to  foot,  for  there  are  no  Gamaliels  there  to  affect  a 
humbler  posture  !     All  are  masters  in  that   Patmos,  where  the  law 
is  perfect  equality — Latmos,  I  shauld  rather  say,  for  they  will  be 
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Luna's  twin  darlings  ;  her  affection  will  be  ever  at  the  full.  Well ; 
keen  your  brains  moi^t  with  goosebeiTy  this  mad  March,  for  the 
devil  of  e%po@ttion  seeketh  dry  places,  C,  L. 

Note 

[The  letter  is  assigned  to  the  Rev.  James  Giltman  by  some 
editors;  but  1  think  that  a  mistake.  See  the  reference  below  to  a 
medical  matter.  Who  Battin  was  I  know  not ;  but  he  seems  to 
have  been  interested  in  the  Spitaltields  weavers  to  the  detriment 
of  the  Norwich, 

"Heigh  ho^  ye  weavers!"  In  "The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen/' 
Act  IL,  Seene  3,  we  have — 

Ha,  boysi  heigh  for  tb€  weavers  t 

Weavers  proverbially  sang  at  their  work, 

TuthiU,  whom  we  have  met,  was  one  of  the  physicians  at  St, 
Luke's  Hospital  for  the  insane. 

"  He  squinted  out  .  ,  ,"  Irving  had  sight  only  in  one  eye,  an 
obliquity  caused,  ib  is  suggested,  by  lying  when  a  baby  in  a  wooden 
cradle,  the  sides  of  which  prevented  the  other  from  gathering  light. 

**Ta  the  same  in  Greek"  An  atrocious  pun,  which  I  leave  to 
the  reader  to  discover,     Gillman  wa^i  a  doctor, 

**Latnios" — the  mountain  where  Endj^nion  was  visited  by 
Diana,  or  Luna,] 


LETTER  483 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  AYHTON 


Mr.  Wcalwood*8,  CbitRc  Side,  Enfield. 
t^th  March,  1S30. 

MY  dear  Ayiion, — Your  letter,  which  was  only  not  so  pleasant 
as  your  appearance  would  have  been,  has  revived  some  old 
images ;  I'hillips  (not  the  Ck)lonel),  with  his  few  hairs  bristling  up 
at  the  charge  of  a  revoke,  which  he  declares  impossible ;  the  old 
Captain's  signiHcant  nod  over  the  right  shoulder  (was  it  not?); 
Mrs,  Burne^^s  determined  questioning  of  the  score,  after  the  game 
was  absolutely  gone  to  the  devil,  the  plain  but  hospitable  cold  boiled- 
beef  suppers  at  sideboard  ;  all  which  fancies,  redolent  of  middle  age 
and  strengthful  spirits,  come  across  us  ever  atid  anon  in  this  vale  of 
dehberate  senectittide,  ycleped  Enfield, 

You  imagine  a  deep  gull*  between  you  and  us;  and  there  is  a 
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pitiable  hiatus  in  kind  between  St,  James's  Park  and  thii  extremity 
of  Middlesex.  But  the  mere  distance  in  turnpike  roads  is  a  trifle. 
The  roof  of  a  coach  swings  you  down  in  an  hoar  or  two.  We  have  a 
sure  hot  joint  on  a  Sunday,  and  when  had  we  better  ?  1  suppose 
r^ou  know  that  ill  health  has  obliged  us  to  give  up  housekeeping ; 
ut  we  have  an  asylum  at  the  very  next  door— only  twenty-four 
inches  further  from  town,  which  is  not  material  in  a  country  ex- 
pedition— whei-e  a  table  d*h6te  is  kept  for  us,  without  trouble  on 
our  parts,  and  we  adjourn  after  dinner,  when  one  of  the  old  world 
(old  friends)  drops  casually  down  among  us.  Come  and  find  us 
out*  and  seal  our  judicious  change  with  your  approbation,  when- 
ever the  whim  bites^  or  the  sun  prompts.  No  need  of  announce- 
ment, for  we  are  sure  to  be  at  home. 

I  keep  putting  off  the  subject  of  my  answer.  In  truth  I  am 
not  in  spirits  at  present  to  see  Mr,  Mun'ay  on  such  a  business ; 
but  pray  offer  him  my  acknowledgments  and  an  assurance  that 
I  should  like  at  least  one  of  his  propositions,  as  I  have  so  much 
additional  matter  for  the  Specimens,  as  might  make  two  volumes  in 
all,  or  ONE  (new  edition)  omitting  such  better  known  authors  as 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Jonson,  &c. 

But  we  are  both  in  trouble  at  present.  A  very  dear  young  friend 
of  ours,  who  passed  her  Christmas  holidays  here,  has  been  taken 
dangerously  ill  with  a  fever,  from  which  she  is  very  precariouj^lv 
recovering,  and  I  expect  a  summons  to  fetch  her  when  she  is  well 
enough  to  bear  the  journey  from  Bury.  It  is  Emma  Isola,  with 
whom  we  got  acquainted  at  our  first  visit  to  your  sister  at  Cam- 
bridge, and  she  has  been  an  occasional  inmate  with  us — and  of  late 
years  much  more  frequently — ever  since.  While  she  is  in  this 
danger,  and  till  she  is  out  of  it,  and  here  in  a  probable  way  to 
recovery,  I  feel  that  I  have  no  spirits  for  an  engagement  of  any 
kind.  It  has  been  a  terrible  shock  to  us  ;  therefore  I  beg  that  you 
will  make  mv  handsomest  excuses  to  Mr,  Murray, 

Our  very  Kindest  loves  to  Mrs.  A,  and  the  younger  A/s* 

Your  unforgotten,         C,  Lamb. 

Note 

["Phillips."  This  would  be  Edward  Phillips,  who,  I  think, 
succeeded  Rickman  as  secretary  to  Abbot  (afterwards  Lord  Col- 
chester), the  Speaker.  Colonel  Ei^asmus;  Phillips  we  have  also  met 
(see  page  346).     The  Captain  was  Captain  Bumey, 

Mr.  Murray's  propositions,  I  presume  that  MuiTay  had, 
through  Ayrtouj  suggested  either  the  republication  of  the  Dramatic 
SpecimenB^  1808,  in  one  volume,  or  in  two  volumes,  with  the  Garrick 
Extracts  added.  The  plan  came  to  nothing.  Moxon  published 
them  in  the  two  volume  style  in  1835,] 


TO  FETCH  MISS  ISOLA 
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LETTER  484 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  WILLIAMS 

[Dated  at  end :    March  3^  (1830).] 

DEAR  Madam^^ — Once  more  I  have  to  return  you  thanks  for  a 
very  kind  letter.  It  has  gladdened  us  very  much  to  hear 
that  we  snay  have  hope  to  see  our  young  friend  so  soon,  and  through 
your  kind  nursing  so  well  necovered,  I  sincerely  hope  that  your 
own  health  and  sipirits  will  not  have  been  shaken  :  you  have  had  a 
sore  trial  indeed,  and  greatly  do  we  feel  indebted  to  you  for  all 
which  you  have  undergone.  If  I  hear  notliing  from  you  in  the 
meaa  time,  I  shall  secure  myself  a  place  in  the  Comwallia  Coach  for 
Monday.  It  will  not  be  at  all  necessaiy  that  I  shall  be  met  at 
Bury,  as  I  can  well  find  my  way  to  the  Rectory,  and  I  beg  that  you 
will  not  inconvenience  yourselves  by  such  attention.  Accordingly 
as  I  find  Miss  Isola  able  to  bear  the  journey,  I  intend  to  take  the 
care  of  her  by  the  same  stage  or  by  chaiites  perhaps^  dividing  the 
journey ;  but  exactly  as  you  shall  judge  fit.  It  is  our  misfortune 
that  long  journeys  do  not  agree  with  my  sister,  who  would  else 
have  taken  this  care  upon  herself,  perhaps  more  properly.  It  is 
cjuite  out  of  the  question  to  rob  you  of  the  services  of  any  of  your 
domestics.  I  cannot  think  of  it.  But  if  in  your  opinion  a  female 
attendant  would  be  retjuLsite  on  the  journey,  and  if  you  or  Mr. 
Williams  would  feel  more  comfortabie  by  her  being  in  charge  of 
two,  I  will  mast  gladly  engage  one  of  her  nurses  or  any  young 
person  near  you,  that  you  can  recommend ;  for  my  object  is  to 
remove  her  in  the  way  that  shall  be  most  satisfactory  to  yourselves. 

On  the  subject  of  the  young  people  that  you  are  interesting 
youiselves  about,  I  wiU  have  the  pleasure  to  talk  to  you,  when  I 
&hall  Bee  you.  I  live  almost  out  of  the  world  and  out  of  the  sphere 
of  being  useful;  but  no  pains  of  mine  shall  be  spai^d,  if  but  a 
prospect  opens  of  doing  a  sei-vice.  Could  I  do  all  I  wish^  and  I 
mdeed  have  grow7i  helpless  to  myself  and  others^  it  must  not  satisfy 
the  arrears  of  obligation  I  owe  to  Mr*  Williams  and  yourself  for  all 
your  kindness. 

I  beg  you  will  turn  in  your  mind  and  consider  in  what  most 
comfortable  way  Miss  Isola  can  leave  your  houjiie,  and  I  will  im- 
plicitly follow  your  suggestions*  What  you  have  done  for  her  cmn 
never  be  effaced  from  our  memories,  and  I  would  have  you  part 
with  her  in  the  way  that  would  best  satisfy  yourselves, 

I  am  afraid  of  impertinently  extending  my  letter,  else  I  feel  I 
have  not  said  half  what  I  would  say.  So,  dear  madam,  till  I  have 
the  pleasure  of  seeinn  you  both,  of  whose  kindness  I  have  heard  so 
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much  before^  I  resfjectfully  take  my  leave  with  our  kindest  love  to 
your  poor  patient  and  moet  sincere  regards  for  the  health  and 
liappiness  of  Mr.  Williams  and  yourself     May  God  bless  you. 

Ch.  Lamb. 

Enfield.  Monday,  a  a  March, 


LETTER  485 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  WILLIAMS 

Enfield,  2  Apr^^  iSjo 

DEAR  Madam 
I  have  great  pleasure  in  letting  you  know  that  Miw  bda 
has  suffered  very  little  from  fatigue  on  laer  long  journey.     I  am 
ashamed  to  say  that  I  ccune  home  rather  the  more  tired  of  tiie 
two.     But  I  am  a  very  unpractised  travel ter>     She  has  had  t^o^l 
tolerable   nights^   sleeps   since,  and    is   decidedly  not   wonse  tiiaiiiH 
when  we  left  you.     I  remembered  the  Magnesia  according  to  ymr     •» 
directions,  and  pmmise  that  she  shall  be  kept  very  quiet,  never 
forgetting  that  she  is  still  an  invalid.     We  found  my  Sister  vm' 
well  in  healthy  only  a  little  impatient  to  see  her ;  and,  after  » 
few  hysteiical  tears  for  gladness,  all  was  comfortable  again.    We 
arrived  hei-e  fitim  Epping  between  five  and  six,     Tlie  incident^  of 
our  jouiiiey  were  tnfiingj  but  you  bade  me  tell  them>     We  hd 
tlien  in  the  coach  a  rather  talkative  Gentlemanj  but  very  dvil^iU 
the  way,  and  took  up  a  servant  maid  at  Stamford,  going  to  a  lick       i 
mistress.      To  the  latter^  a  participation  in  the  hospitalitii»  of  ■ 
your  nice  rusks  and  sandwiches  proved  agreeable,  as  it  did  to  my 
companion,  who  took  merely  a  sip  of  the  weakest  wine  and  waUr 
with  them.     The  /onner  engaged  me  in  a  discount  for  full  twentv 
miles  on  the  probable  advantages  of  Steam  Carriages,  which  being 
merely  problematical,  I  bore  my  part  in  with  some  credit,  in  spite 
of  my  totally  un^ngineer-like  faculties.     But  when  somewhere  abw^t 
Stanstead  he  put  an  unfortunate  question  to  me  as  to  the  "prob- 
ability of  its  turning  out  a  good  turnip  sea^n  ;'*  and  when  I,  wb 
am  still    less   of  an    aginculturist   th*tn    a   Hteam-pbiloBonher,  not 
knowing  a  turnip  troui  a  potato  ground^  innocently  made  answer 
that  I  lielieved  it  depended  very^  much  uixm  boiled  1^  of  muttoo> 
my  unlucky  reply  set  Miss    Isola  a   laughing   to  a  degree  that 
disturbed  her  tranquility  for  the  only  moment  in  our  journey.    I 
am  afraid  my  credit  sank  very  low  with  my  other  fellow-travelleTt 
who  had  thought  he  had  met  with  a  well-informed  pa^3e7iger, 
which  is  an  accident  so  desirable  in  a  Stage  Coach.     We  were  rather 
less  communicative,  but  still  friendly,  the  rest  of  the  way.     Howl 
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employed  myself  between  Epping  and  Enfield  the  poor  verses  in 
the  front  of  my  paper  may  inform  you,  which  you  may  please  to 
Christen  an  Acrostic  in  a  Cmss  Road,  and  which  I  wish  were  worthier 
of  the  Lady  they  refer  to.  But  I  trust  you  will  plead  my  pardon 
to  her  on  a  subject  m  delicate  as  a  Lady'j^  good  ita'PTie.  Your 
candour  must  acknowledge  that  they  are  written  strait.  And  now 
dear  Madam,  I  have  left  myself  hamly  space  to  express  my  sense  of 
the  friendly  reception  I  found  at  Fornham.  Mn  Williams  will  tell 
you  that  we  hacl  the  pleasure  of  a  slight  meeting  with  him  on  the 
road,  where  1  could  almost  have  told  him»  but  that  it  seemed  un- 
^rmcious,  that  such  had  been  your  hospitality,  that  t  scarcely  mi&sed 
the  good  Master  of  the  Family  at  Fomham,  though  heartily  1  should 
[have]  rejoiced  to  have  made  a  little  longer  acquaintance  with  him, 
I  will  say  nothing  of  our  deeper  obligations  to  both  of  you^  because 
I  think  we  agreed  at  Fomham,  that  gratitude  may  be  over-exacted 
on  the  part  of  the  obliguig,  and  over-expressed  on  the  part  of  the 
obliged,  person.  My  Sister  and  Miss  Isola  join  in  respects  to  Mr. 
Williams  and  yourself,  and  I  beg  to  be  remembered  kindly  to  the 
Miss  Hammonds  and  the  two  gentlemen  whom  I  had  the  good 
fortune  to  meet  at  your  house.  I  have  nut  forgotten  the  Election 
in  which  you  are  interesting  yourself,  and  the  little  that  I  can,  I 
will  do  immediately.  Mis8  Isola  will  have  the  pleasure  of  writing 
to  yuu  next  week,  and  we  shall  hope,  at  your  leisure,  to  hear  of 
|your  own  healthy  etc.  I  am^  Dear  Madam,  with  great  respect, 
I  youi-  obliged  Ch.\jilks  Lamo. 

[Added  in  Miss  Isola's  hand :]  I  must  just  add  a  line  to  beg 
you  will  let  us  hear  fmm  you^  my  dear  Mrs.  Williams.  I  have  just 
received  the  forwarded  letter.  Fomham  we  have  talked  about  con- 
stantly, and  1  felt  quite  strange  at  this  home  the  first  day.  I  will 
'to  all  you  said,  my  dear  Madam. 

NOTE 

[I  do  not  know  which  of  Lamb's  acrostics  was  the  one  in  question » 
Possibly  tliisi,  on  Mrs.  Williarai^*  youngest  daughter,  Louisa  Clare 
I  Williams : — 

Least  Daughter,  but  noi  feast  beloved,  of  Grace  I 

0  frown  not  on  a  stranger*  who  from  place 
Unknown  and  distant  these  few  lirief^  hath  penn'd. 

1  but  report  what  thy  (nalructrcss  Friend 
So  oft  hath  told  us  of  thy  gentle  heart. 
A  pupil  moat  alTectionate  thou  art, 

Careful  to  learn  what  elder  years  impart. 
Louisa-^Clart^hy  which  name  »hall  t  call  thee  ? 
A  prettier  pair  of  names  sure  ne*er  wa£  found. 
Resembling  thy  own  sweetneas  in  tweet  lound. 
Ever  calm  peace  and  innocence  befal  thee  I 

Vol.  V.  of  this  edition,  pages  4S,  45,  60,  61  wid  94.] 
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LETTER  486 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  WILLIAMS 


En  add,  Good  Friday  [April  9,  iS^o]. 

P.S. — I  am  the  worst  folder-up  of  a  letter  in  the  world,  except 
c^iiain  Hottentots,  in  the  land  of  Caffre,  who  never  fold  up  their 
lettei-s  at  all,  writing  very  badly  upon  skins,  &c. 

DEAR  Madam, — I  do  assure  you  that  your  verses  gratified  me 
very  much,  and  my  sister  k  quite  proitd  of  them.  For  the 
first  time  in  my  life  I  congratulated  mjTself  upon  the  shortness  and 
meanness  of  my  name.  Had  it  been  Schwartzcnbei^  or  Esterhazy, 
it  would  have  put  you  to  some  puzzle.  I  am  afraid  I  shall  sicken 
you  of  acrostics  ;  but  this  last  was  written  to  order.  I  beg  you  to 
have  inserted  in  your  county  paper  something  like  this  advertise- 
ment* "  To  the  nobility,  gentry',  and  others,  about  Bury, — C\  Lamb 
respectfully  informs  his  friends  and  the  public  in  general,  that  he  is 
leaving  oW  business  in  the  acrostic  line,  as  he  is  going  into  an  entirely 
new  line.  Rebuses  and  charades  done  as  usual,  and  upon  the  old 
terms.  Also,  Epitaphs  to  suit  the  memory  of  any  person  deceased," 
I  thought  I  had  adroitly  escaped  the  rather  unpliable  name  of 
"Williams,"  curtailing  your  poor  daughters  to  their  proper  sur- 
names ;  but  it  seems  you  would  not  let  me  off  so  easily.  If  these 
trifles  amuse  you,  I  am  paid,  Tho  i-eally  'tis  an  opemtion  too  much 
like — "  A,  apple-pye ;  B,  bit  it,"  To  make  amends,  I  request  leave 
to  lend  you  the  '*  Excuraion,"  and  to  recommend,  in  particular,  the 
'*  Churchyard  Stories,"  in  the  seventh  book,  I  think.  They  will 
strengthen  the  tone  of  your  mind  after  its  weak  diet  on  acrc^tics. 
Miss  Isola  is  writing,  and  will  tell  you  that  we  are  going  on  very 
comfortably.  Her  sister  is  just  come.  She  blames  my  last  vera^ 
as  being  more  written  on  Mr,  Williams  than  on  yourself;  but  how 
should  I  have  parted  whom  a  Superior  Power  has  brought  together  ? 
I  beg  you  will  jointly  accept  of  our  best  respects,  and  pardon  your 
obsequious  if  not  troublesome  Coi-respondent,  C,  L, 


Note 

[Mrs*  WiUiama'  acrostic  is  no  longer  preserved, 
effort  :— 

Go  tittle  Poem,  and  present 
Respectful  terms  of  compliment; 
A  gentle  lady  bids  thee  speak  l 
Coufteoufl  18  ike,  tho*  thou  be  weak-^ 
Evoke  from  Heaven  as  thick  &s  maona 


This  was  Lamb^s 
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Joy  after  joy  on  Grace  Joanna ; 
On  Fornham'a  Glebe  and  Pasture  land 
A  ble5:Sing  pray^     L^^g,  tong  may  stand, 
Not  touched  by  Time,  the  Rectory  blithe; 
No  grudging  churl  dispute  hta  Tithe  ■ 
At  Easter  be  the  oiTenngs  due 

With  cheerful  spirit  paid ;  each  pew 

In  decent  order  filled  ;  no  noise 

Loud  intervene  to  drown  the  voice, 

Learning  I  or  wisdom  of  the  Teacher ; 

Impressive  be  the  Sacred  Preacher, 

And  strict  his  notes  on  holy  page ; 

May  young  and  old  from  age  to  age 

Salute,  and  stiU  point  out,  *'  The  good  man's  Paraonage  !  "J 
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LETl^ER  487 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JAMES  GILLMAN 

[?  Early  Spring,  1830.] 

DEAR  Gillman, — Pray  do  you,  or  S.  T.  C*,  itijmediately  write  to 
say  you  have  received  back  the  golden  works  of  the  dear, 
[  finej  silly  old  angel,  which  I  part  from,  oleeding^  and  to  say  how 
the  Winter  has  used  you  all. 

It  is  our  intention  soon,  weather  pennitting,  to  come  over  for  a 

day  at  Highgate;  for  beds  we  will  trust  to  the  Gate-House,  should 

I  you  be  full :  tell  me  if  we  may  come  casually,  for  in  this  change  of 

climate  there  is  no  naming  a  day  for  walking.     With  best  loves  to 

Mn.  Gillman,  &c. 

Yours,  mopish,  but  in  health,  C,  Laub. 

I  shall  be  uneasy  till  I  hear  of  Fuller's  safe  arrival* 


[See  Letter  473. 
Fuller.] 


Note 
The  "  dear,  fine,  silly  old  angel  *'  was  Thomas 


LETTERS  488  AND  489 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JAMES  VALE  ASBURY 

[?Apri!»  1830.] 

DEAR  Sir^ — Some  draughts  and  boluses  have  been  brought  here 
which  we  conjecture  were  meant  for  the  young  lady  whom 
r  you  saw  thi^  morning,  though  they  are  labelled  for 

Mi^  ISOLA  LAMB. 

No  such  person  is  known  on  the  Chase  Side»  and  she  is  feaiful  of 
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taking  medicines  which  may  have  been  made  up  for  another  fMtieit^ 
She  begs  tne  to  say  that  she  was  bom  an  Imla  and 
Smvia,     Moreover   that  she  is   Italian  bv  birth,  and  that 
ancestors  were  from  Isola  Bella  (Fair  Island)  in  the  ktogd^XE 
Naples.     She  has  never  changed  her  name  and  mther  inomTifiilir] 
adds  that  she   has  no  prospect  at  present  of  doin^  so.     She  m 
titemlly  I.  SOLA,  or  single,  at  present     Therefore  3ie  begs  tltat] 
the  obnoxious  monosyllable  may  be  omitt«d  on  future  Phial^^it 
innocent  syllable  enough,  you'll  say,  but  she  has  no  claim  to  it.    It 
is  the  bitterest  pill  of  the  seven  you  have  sent  her.     When  a  ladr 
loses  her  good  ?iame,  what  is  to  become  of  her  ?     Well  she  roust 
swallow  it  as  well  as  she  can,  but  be^  the  dose  may  not  be  repeate). 
Yours  faithful  ly»  Cearles  iSub  (not  Isola). 

Note 

[Asbury  was  a  doctor  at  Enfield. 

I  append  another  letter  to  Dr.  Asbury,  without  date  : — ] 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JAMES  VALE  ASBURY 

DEAR  Sir,  It  k  aa  olmervation  of  a  wise  man  that  **  modemtbn 
k  best  in  all  things."     I  <^nnot  agree  with  him  "in  liqucHT* 
There  is  n  smoothness  and  oiline&s  in  wine  that  makes  it  go  Jown 
by  a  natural  chamiel,  which  I  am  positive  was  made  for  Siat  de* 
scending.     Else,  why  does  not  wine  choke  us  ?  could  Nature  kfe 
made  that  sloping  lane,  not  to  facilitate  the  down-going  ?     She  <loes 
nothing  in  vaia     You  know^  that  better  than  L     You  know  ho* 
\  often  she  hfin  helped  you  at  a  dead   lift^  and  how  much  better 
'  entitled  ^he  is  to  a  fee  than  yourself  sometimes,  when  you  carr>'  off 
the  credit.     Still  there  is  something  due  to  manners  and  cujstJiiii^ 
I  and  I  should  apologise  to  you  and  Mra.  Asbury  for  being  absdutely 
I  carried  home  upon  a  man's  shoulders  thro'  Silver  Street,  up  PaisOflfi 
Lane,  by  the  Chapels  (which  might  have  taught  me  betterX  ^^ 
i  then  to  be  deposited  like  a  ilead  log  at  Gaffar  Westwood's,  who  it 
lieems  does  not  "  insure  ''  agaiiis^t  intoxication.     Not  that  tht  mtnl*! 
of  conveyance  is  objectionable.     On  the  contrai*y,  it  is  mure  eas) 
than  a  one-horse  chaise*     Ariel  in  the  **  Tempest  *'  says 

*'  On  a  Bat'a  back  do  I  fly*  after  swnsct  meirily/' 

Now  I  take  it  that  Ariel  must  sometimes  have  stayed  out  lattof 
nighb.  Indeed,  he  pretends  that  *''  where  the  b^  sucks,  then? 
lurks  he,"  as  much  as  to  say  that  his  suction  is  as  innocent  as  tlwt 
little  innocent  (but  damnably  stinging  when  he  is  provok'd)  winget* 
creature.     But  I  take  it,  that  Ariel  was  fond  of  metheglin,  of  wl>i^ 


1830 


AKIEL 


845 


the  Be€s  ftPB  QototiouB  Brewers.  But  then  yau  will  say :  What  a 
I  shocking  sight  to  see  a  middle-aged  gentle man-and^-half  riding 
upon  a  Gentleman's  back  up  Parson's  Lane  at  midnight.  Exactly 
the  time  far  that  sort  of  conveyance,  when  nobody  can  see  him, 
nobody  but  Heaven  and  his  own  conscience ;  now  Heaven  makes 
foots,  and  don't  expect  much  from  her  own  creation  ;  and  as  for 
conscience,  She  and  I  have  long  since  come  to  a  compromise.  I 
have  given  up  faise  modesty,  and  she  allows  me  to  abate  a  little  of 
the  true,  I  like  to  be  liked,  but  I  don't  care  about  being  respected, 
I  don't  respect  myself.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  I  thought  he  would 
have  let  me  down  just  ab  we  got  to  Lieutenant  Barker's  Cbal-shed 
(or  emporium)  but  by  a  cunning  jerk  I  eased  myself,  and  righted 
my  posture,  I  protest,  I  thought  myself  in  a  palanquin,  and  never 
felt  myself  so  grandly  carried*  It  was  a  slave  imder  me.  There 
was  I,  all  but  my  reason.  And  what  is  reason  ?  and  what  is  the 
loss  of  it?  and  how  often  in  a  day  do  we  do  without  it,  just  as 
well  ?  Reason  is  only  countings  two  and  two  makes  four.  And  if 
on  my  passage  home,  I  thought  it  made  five,  what  matter  ?  Two 
and  two  will  just  make  four,  as  it  always  did,  before  I  took  the 
finishing  glass  that  did  my  business.  My  sister  has  begged  ine  to 
write  an  apology  to  Mrs.  A.  and  you  for  disgracing  your  party ; 
now  it  does  seem  to  me,  thiat  I  rather  honoured  your  party,  for 
every  one  that  was  not  drunk  (and  one  or  two  of  the  ladies,  I  am 
sure,  were  not)  must  have  been  set  off  greatly  in  the  contrast  to 
me,  I  was  the  scapegoat.  The  soberer  they  seemed .  By  the  way 
i»  magnesia  good  on  these  occasions  ?  Hi  pol  :  med  :  sum  : 

ante  noct :  in  rub :  can  u  I  am  no  licentiate,  but  know  enough 
of  simples  to  beg  you  to  send  me  a  draught  afler  this  model.  But 
Litill  you  will  say  (or  the  men  and  maids  at  your  house  will  say) 
that  it  is  not  a  seemly  sight  for  an  old  gentleman  to  go  home  pick- 
a-back.  Well,  may  be  it  ie  not.  But  I  never  studied  grace.  I  take 
it  to  be  a  mere  superficial  accomplishment  I  regard  more  the 
internal  acquisitions.  TTie  great  object  after  supper  is  to  get  home, 
and  whether  that  is  obtained  in  a  horizontal  posture  or  perpen- 
i  dicular  (as  foolish  men  and  apes  affect  for  dignity)  I  think  is  little 
to  the  purpose.  The  end  is  always  greater  than  the  means.  Here 
I  am>  able  to  compose  a  sensible  rational  apology,  and  what  signifies 
how  I  got  here  ?  I  have  just  sense  enough  to  remember  I  was  very 
happy  last  night,  and  to  thank  our  kind  host  and  hostess,  and  that's 
sense  enough,  I  hope*  Chaales  Lamb. 

N,B. — What  is  good  for  a  desperate  head*ache  ?     Why,  patience, 

I  and  a  determination  not  to  mind  being  miserable  all  clay  long- 

And  that  I  have  made  ray  mind  up  to.     So,  here  goes.     It  is  better 

than  not  being  alive  at  all,  which  I  might  have  been,  bad  your  man 
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toppled  me  down  at  Liettt.  Barker^^  Coal-died.     Mj  wlier  m 
her  fober  compluDentt  to  His.  A.    She  it  not  mticb  the  wofK. 

Youn  tmlj, 

C  Lamm 


NoiK 


["Ariel" 


In  Letter  174»  on  page  936^  hamh  confe 
ta  a  similar  escapade.     And  in  his  EUa 


mmMj 
%y  ^  Rejoicaigi  m  tk 
New  Year's  Coming  of  Age,**  he  seods  Ash'  Weduadaj  hoeie  id 
tlie  same  manner.  Cjn  page  938  will  be  found  another  letter  of 
similar  character.] 


LETTER  490 
CHAELES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  WILLIAMS 

En6dd«  Tttetday  [April  ii,  iSio]. 

DEAR  Madam^ — I  have  ventured  upon  some  lines,  whE-^ 
combine  my  old  acrostic  talent  (which  you  first  fou::^^ 
out)  with  my  new  profession  of  epitaph-monger.  As  you  did  i^^*^*- 
please  to  my,  when  you  would  die,  I  have  left  a  blank  space  ^^^^ 
the  date.  May  kind  heaven  be  a  long  time  in  filling  it  up.  — ^^ 
least  you  cannot  say  that  these  Un^  are  oot  about  you,  thou.^^^ 
not  much  to  the  purpose.  We  were  very  sony^  to  hear  that  J^'^^" 
have  not  been  very  well,  and  hope  that  a  little  excursion  may  rev^»-^ 
you*  Miss  Isola  is  thankful  for  her  added  day;  but  I  verily  thLr^£ 
she  longa  to  see  her  young  friends  once  more,  and  will  regret  1 
than  ever  the  end  of  her  holydav's.  She  cannot  be  going  on  mi 
quietly  than  she  is  doing  here,  and  you  will  perceive  amendment. 

I  hope  all  her  little  commissions  will  all   be  brought  home 
your  satisfaction.     When  she  returns,  we  purpose  seeing  her       tQ 
Epping  on  her  journey.     We  have  had   our   proportion   of  fmnt 
weather  and  some  pleasant  walks,  and  she  is  stronger,  her  appetite 
good,  but  lees  wolfish  than  at  first,  which  we  hold  a  good  sign.       / 
hope  Mr.  Wing  wiU  approve  of  its  abatement.     She  desire    ber 
very  kindest  respects  to  Mr.  Williams  and  yourself,  and  wishes    to 
rejoin  you,     My  sister  and  myself  join  in  respect,  and  priv   teW 
Mr.  Donne,  with  our  compliments,  that  we  shall  be  disappointe^t 
if  we  do  not  see  him. 

This  letter  being  very  neatly  written,  I  am  very  unwilling  that 
Emma  should  club  any  of  her  disproportionate  scrawl  to  deface  it 

Your  obliged  sei'vant, 

C.  Lamm* 


'^1 
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Note 

[Addressed  to  "Mm.  Williaim,  W.  B,  Donne,  Esq^  Matteshall, 
East  Dereham,  Norfolk/' 

Of  Mr.  Wing  I  know  nothing,  but  Mr.  Donne  wa§  William  Bod- 
ham  Donne  {1807-1882X  the  friend  of  Edward  FitzGerald^  and 
Examiner  of  Plays* 

This  was  Lamb's  acrostic-epitaph  on  Mrs.  Williams : — 

Grace  Joanna  here  doth  lie : 

Reader,  wonder  not  that  I 
AnU'dalc  her  hour  of  rest* 
Can  I  thwart  her  wish  escpresl, 
£v'n  unicemly  chough  the  laugh 

Jestmg  with  an  Epitaph  ? 
On  her  bones  the  turf  lie  lightly, 
And  her  rise  again  be  brightly  I 
No  dark  stain  be  found  upon  her— 
N0|  ihere  will  not^  on  mme  honour — 
Answer  that  at  least  1  can. 

Would  that  I,  thrice  happy  man, 
In  as  spotter  garb  might  rise, 
Light  as  she  will  climb  the  skies, 
Leaving  the  dull  earth  behind » 
In  a  car  more  swift  than  wind. 
All  her  errors,  all  her  failings, 
(Many  they  were  not)  and  ailinglt» 
Sleep  secure  from  Envy's  railings. 

Here  should  come  an  undated  note  from  Lamb  to  Basil  Montagu, 
m  which  Lamb  asks  for  help  for  Hone  in  his  Coffee-House*  "If 
yoo  can  help  a  worthy  man  you  will  have  two  worthy  men  obliged 
to  you."  Hone,  having  fallen  upon  had  times.  Lamb  helped  in  the 
scheme  to  establish  him  in  the  Grasshopper  CofFee-House,  at  13 
Grace-church  Street  (see  next  letter),] 


LETTER  491 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  ROBEET  SOUTHEY 

May  lo,  ii3o, 

DEAR  South^j^ — My  friend  Hone,  whom  you  would  like  for  a 
friend^  I  found  deeply  impressed  with  ^our  generous  notice 
of  him  in  your  beautiful  "  Life  of  Bunyan,"  which  I  am  just  now  full 
of.  He  has  written  to  you  for  leave  to  publish  a  certain  good» 
natuned  letter.  I  write  not  this  to  eiiibrce  his  request,  for  we  are 
fulJy  aware  that  the  refusal  of  such  publication  would  be  quite 
(^insistent  with  all  that  is  good  in  your  character.     Neither  he  nor 
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I  expect  it  from  you,  nor  exact  it ;  but  if  you  would  coment  to  it, 
you  would  have  me  obliged  by  it,  as  well  m  him.      He  is  j ust  now  in 
a  critical  situation  :  kind  friends  ha%'e  opened  a  coffee-house  for  him 
in  the  City,  but  their  nieaas  have  not  extended  to  the  purch&se  iT 
coffee-pots,  credit  for  Reviews,  newspapers,  and  other  parapherDalii 
So  f  am  sitting  in  the  skeleton  of  a  possible  divan.     What  right  I 
have  to  interfere,  you  best  know.     Look  on  me  as  a  dog  who  weot™ 
once  temporarily  insane,  and  bit   you,  and  now  begs  for  a  cnii^| 
Will  you  set  your  wits  to  a  dog? 

Our  object  is  to  open  a  subscription,  which  my  friendw  of  the 
*'  Times  "  are  most  willing  to  forward  for  him»  but  think  that  a  leave 
from  you  to  publish  would  aid  it. 

But  not  an  atom  of  inspect  or  kindness  will  or  shall  it  abate  in 
either  of  us  if  you  decline  it.     Have  this  strongly  in  your  mind. 

Tliose  "Everv-Day"  and  "Table"  Books  will  be  a  treasure  a 
hundred  j^ears  hence;  but  they  have  failed  to  make  Hone*s  fort«nt. 

Here  hia  wife  and  all  his  children  are  about  me^  gaping  for  coffin 
customers ;  but  how  should  they  come  in,  seeing  no  pot  boiling  I 

Enough  of  Hone.  I  saw  Coleridge  a  day  or  two  since.  He  im 
had  some  severe  attack,  not  paral}i:ic ;  but,  if  I  had  not  heard  of  it, 
I  should  not  have  found  it  out.  He  looks,  and  especially  speaH 
strong.  How  are  alJ  the  Words  worths  and  all  the  Sou  they  s  ?  wbom 
I  am  obliged  to  you  if  you  have  not  bmught  up  haters  of  the  name  of 

C-  La«b, 


P.S* — ^I  have  gone  lately  into  the  acrostic  line.     I  find  ffeniil 
(such  as  I  had)  declines  witn  me,  but  I  get  clever.     Do  you  kho* 
anybody  that  wants  charades,  or  such  things,  for  Albums  ?    I  d^\ 
'em  at  so  much  a  sheet.     Perhaps  an  epigram  (not  a  very  happy*1 
gram)  I  did  for  a  school-boy  yesterday  may  amuse.     I  prayJo^' 
he  may  not  get  a  flogging  for  any  false  quantity;  but  'tis  ^^ 
one  exception,  the  only  Latin  verses  I  have  made  for  forty  J^^ 
and  I  did  it  "to  oi'der," 


SUUM  CUIQUE 

AdsdBctt  sibt  divttiafi  et  opes  aliena» 
Futt  tapiens,  ipdtiajis,  quod  mihi,  quod-que  ttbi* 

Proprmm  eral,  temnens  haec  verba^  Meum^quci  Suum-f  ae ; 
Omnc  Eitium  e£t:  ta^ndcm  Cui-que  Suum  tribuit. 

Dat  laqiieo  collym  ;  vestes,  vah  t  earn i fie i  dat ; 
S«&e  DiaboJo :  ajc  bene  i  Cuique  Suum. 

I  write  from  Hone's,  therefore  Mary  cannot  send  her  love  to  j 
Mrs.  Southey,  but  I  do. 

Yours  ever,        C>  L. 


^ 


.  ^^.Mk.    v»  . 
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Note 

[Major's  edition  of  The  Pilgrim^s  Progress^  mentioned  in  the 
letter  to  Barton  on  page  779,  was  issued  in  1830  with  a  memoir 
of  Bunjan  by  Southey.  It  was  reviewed  in  The  Times  for  May  7> 
18S0,  I  think  probably  by  Lamb,  in  the  following  tenns : — 

Tb«  publie  IS  aware  that  the  uncxhaufited  dnigence  a^nd  unwearied  pen  of  Mr. 
Sotittiey  have  produced  a  new  ajid  exceltent  edition  of  the  cciebraiad  Pilgrim*! 
Frogreis^  with  the  Life  of  the  Author  prefixed.  This  Life  \%  no  doubt,  an  interest* 
tug  work,  though  we  wiah  the  author*  both  in  that  and  in  the  account,  which  is 
attributed  to  him,  of  the  founder  of  the  Jesuits,  contained  in  a  recent  periodical 
work,  h*d  taken  more  time.  The  narrative  in  both  is  hasty  and  tumultuary,  if  we 
may  use  the  latter  expression  :  there  is  no  time  or  room  for  reflection  ;  and  when  a 
reflection  comes,  it  is  so  mixed  and  jambed  tn  with  the  story,  or  with  quotations 
&o>m  the  works  or  words  of  the  respective  heroes  of  the  history^  that  it  escapes  un* 
observed.  Could  we,  without  grievous  offence,  recommend,  both  to  Mr.  Southe^ 
and  Sir  Walter  Scott,  to  recollect  the  roan  spoken  of  by  Horace  ?— 

*^  Etrusci 
Qual€  fuit  Casit,  rapido  fervcntiuB  atnni, 
Ingenium,  capsis  qyem  fama  est  case  libriique 
Ambus  turn  propriis/' — Sat*  i.,  6i, 

Yet  fitUJt  as  we  said  abovCf  the  Life  of  Bunyan  is  an  intereating  work.  How 
diflierent  the  origin  of  all  the  sects  and  their  founder s^  from  that  of  our  sober,  staid, 
and,  we  trust,  permanent  establishment,  and  the  learned  and  pious  reformers  kota 
wbOfD  it  sprang  t 

But  that  for  which  we  chicfiy  notice  this  work  of  Mr.  Sou  they,  is  the  very  last 
KQtencc  in  it,  wherein  is  contained  his  frank  and  honourable  recommendation 
(though  not  more  than  they  deserve)  of  the  works  of  one  whom  the  iron  hand  of 
oppression  would  have  levelled  with  the  dust : — 

**  In  one  of  the  volumes  collected  from  various  quarters,  which  were  sent  to  me 
for  this  purpose,  I  observe  the  n^ime  of  W.  Hone,  and  notice  it  that  I  may  take  the 
opportontty  of  recommending  his  Every -Day  Book  and  TahU  Book  to  those  who 
are  interested  tn  the  preservation  of  our  national  and  local  customs,  5y  these  very 
curious  publications  their  compiler  has  rendered  good  service  in  an  tmportaot  de* 
partroent  of  literature  t  and  he  may  render  yet  more,  if  he  obtain  the  encouragement 
which  he  well  deserves," 

Not  only  we,  and  the  person  mentioned  in  this  paragraph,  but  all  the  friends  of 
pure  Engliab  literature, — all  the  curious  iri  old  English  customs, — in  short,  all  intelli- 

got  men,  with  the  hearts  of  Englishmen  in  them, — owe  Mr,  Southcy  their  gratitude 
'  thjs  recommendation  :  it  springs  from  a  just  taste  and  right  feeling  united. 

Hone  wrote  to  The  Timm  at  once  to  thank  both  the  paper 
and  Southey  for  the  compliment,  A  few  days  later,  on  May 
21,  appeared  an  article  in  The  Times  containing  correspondence 
between  Hone  and  Southey*  I  quote  the  introduction,  again 
probably  the  work  of  Lamb,  and  Southe/s  letter  (see  Lamb's 
letter  to  Hone  on  page  853)  i — 

We  alluded  some  days  ago  to  the  handsome  notice  of  Mr*  Hone  in  Mr.  Sou  they 's 
Lifi  of  Bunyan.  The  following  correspondence  has  since  been  sent  to  ui :  it  dii- 
playt  in  an  axjvantageous  light  the  modesty  of  Mr.  Hone  and  the  amiable  and  candid 
disposition  of  Mr.  Southey*  The  business,  wholly  foreign  to  Mr,  Hone's  former 
ponuita,  which  is  alluded  to  in  the  letter,  is  ejcplained  in  an  advertisement  in  this 
day't  paper* 
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860         LETTERS  OF  C.  AND  M.  LAMB         May 

"  To  Mf .  Hone,  i j,  Grac«diurch' Street, 
**  Keswick,  Apfil  ^6. 

"  Sir, — Your  Ictier  has  given  me  both  pain  and  pleasure.     I  am  aorry  la  Icam 
that  you  are  still » in  the  worldly  sense  of  the  wofd,  an  unfortunate  man,— that  yoq  ■ 
arc  withdrawn  boui  pursuits  which  were  consonant  to  yOUr  habits  and  incitnation^  1 
and  that  a  public  expression  of  lespeci  and   good -will,  made  In  the  hope  that  it  j 
might  have  been  serviceable  to  you,  can  have  no  such  efiect. 

**  When  1  observed  yoyr  autogta^ph  m  the  little  book,  I  wrote  to  inquire  of  Mr, 
Major  whether  it  had  come  to  hU  handfi  &om  yoUt  directly  or  indirectly,  ifor  rnyl 
txsc,  that,  in  that  case,  1  might  thank  you  for  it.     It  proved  otherwise,  but  1  would  I 
not  looe  an  opportunity  which  I  had  wished  for*  J 

"  Judging  of  you  {m  I  would  myself  be  judged)  by  your  workA»  I  «aw  in  the  editor] 
of  the  Every-Da^  and  TatU  Books  a   man  who  had  applied  himself  with    gieal 
diligence  to  useful  and  meritorious  pursuits,     I  thought  that  time,  and  ref!ection| 
antf affliction,  (of  which  it  was  there  «cen  that  he  had  had  his  share,)  had  contiibuteif  ] 
to  lead  him  into  this  direction,  which  was  also  that  of  his  better  mind.     What  j 
alteration  had  been  produced  in  htE  opinions  it  concerned  not  n^e  to  tnqulfe ;  here 
there  were  none  but  what  were  unexceptionable, — no  feelings  but  what  were  to  be  I 
approved     From  all  that  appeared^  1  supposed  he  had  become  *a  sadder  and  i  J 
wiser  man  ; '  I  therefore  wished  him  succeia  in  his  titerary  undertakings. 

'*  The  little  parcel  which  you  mention  I  shall  receive  with  pleasure, 

*'  I  wish  you  success  in  your  present  undertaking,  whatever  it  be,  and  that  you  may 
one  day,  under  happier  circumstances,  resume  a  pen  which  haa,  of  Ute  years,  been 
so  meritoriously  employed.     If  your  new  attempt  pros  per  ^  you  will  yet  find  leisure 
for  intellectual  gratih cation,  and  for  that  self- improvement  which  may  be  c&rried  on  i 
even  in  the  busiest  concerns  of  life^ 

''  I  remain  I  Sir,  youis  with  sincere  good  will, 

'*  ROSSRT  Sot;T81T,' 

In  the  advertbement  columm  of  tiie  same  issue  of  The  Tvmeii 
(May  SI)  was  the  fallowing  notice^  drawn  up,  t  assume,  bj  Lamb: — 1 

The  Family  of  William  Hone»  tn  the  course  of  last  winter,  were  kii>dl| 
assisted  hy  private  friends  to  take  and  alter  the  premises  they  now  reside  in,  Ho^i 
13,  Gracechurch-streei,  for  the  purpose  of  a  coffeehouse,  to  be  managed  by  Mrt' 
Hone  and  her  elder  daughters ;  but  they  are  in  a  painful  exigency  which  incresNt 
hourly^  and  renders  a  public  appeal  indispensable.  The  wehwishcTB  lo  Mr*  Hontfj 
throughout  the  kingdom,  especially  the  gratified  readers  of  his  literary  productioioi! 
(in  aU  of  which  he  has  long  ceased  to  have  an  interest,  and  from  none  of  which 
can  he  derive  advantage),  are  earnestly  solicited  to  afford  the  means  of  completing' 
the  fittings  and  opening  the  house  in  a  manner  suited  to  its  proposed  respectability* 
If  this  aid  be  yielded  without  loss  of  time,  it  will  foe  of  indescribable  benefit,  inasmuch 
ag  it  will  put  an  end  to  many  grievous  anxieties  and  expenses,  inseparable  frocn  t' 
lengthened  delay  which  has  hitherto  been  inevitable^  and  will  enable  the  family 
immediately  commence  the  buaineaa,  which  alone  they  look  forward  to  for  support, 
Subiicripttons  wiLl  be  received  by  the  flowing  bankers: — Messrs.  Ransom  and 
Co*,  Pall-maU  east;  Messrs,  Dixon,  Sons,  and  Brookes,  Chancery-lane ;  Messi^ 
Ladbroke  and  Co.,  Bank-buildings,  Cornhtll;  and  by  Mr.  Clowcfl^  prints,  14, 
Charing-cross ;  Mr.  Thomas  Rodd,  bookseller,  a,  Great  Newport-suect ;  Mr,  Gnffitbft, 
bookseller,  13,  WeUington-street,  Strand;  Mr,  Effingham  Wilson,  bookseller,  Ropl 
Exchange;  and  Messrs.  Fisher  and  Moithay,  biscuit*  bakers,  55,  Thrcadneedk*^^! 
street.  ^H 

The  first  list  of  subscriptions^  headed  by  **  Chirks  I.amb»  Etq-T^ 
Enfield,  iPlO,"  came  to  £10S.    This  was  Monday,  May  81.     The 
next  list  was  publiahed  on  June  10,  accompanied  by  the  following 
note  in  the  body  of  tlie  pai>er : — 
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The  ftubficriptions  for  Mr.  Hone,  il  mil  be  perceived,  are  going  on  favouiably. 
In  the  list  n£>w  published  ia  the  name  of  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  who  has  sent  20/. 
Hb  cause  has  been  w^mly  espoused  by  the  provincial  journals,  more  than  20 
of  which  have  inserted  his  appeal  gratuitously,  with  offers  to  receive  and  remit 
ittbacriptiona.  The  aphorism,  **he  gives  twice  who  gives  quickly,"  could  not 
receive  a  more  cogent  application  than  in  the  present  instance*  for  the  fundi  are 
required  to  enable  Mr,  Hone  to  commence  bUBinesa  in  bja  new  undertaking,  where 
he  is  aheady  placed  with  his  family,  liable  to  rent  and  taxes,  and  other  claims,  but 
gaining  nothing  untti  his  outfit  is  completed. 

Hone,  howevei-j  did  not  prosper,  in  spite  of  km  friends,  who  were 
not  sufficiently  numerotis  to  find  the  requisite  capital. 

"Suuin  Cuique"  The  boy  for  whom  this  epigram  was  com- 
posed was  a  son  of  Hessey,  the  publisher,  afterwards  Archdeacon 
Hessey.  He  was  at  the  Merchant  Taylors'  School^  where  it  was 
a  custom  to  compos  Latin  and  Englisii  epigrams  for  speech  day, 
the  boys  being  permitted  to  get  help.  Archdeacon  Hessey  wrote 
as  follows  in  the  Taylorian  a  few  years  ago ; — 

The  subjects  for  1S30  were  Suvm  Cuiqu*  and  Br f vis  «j#  iaboro.  After  some 
three  or  four  eicerdse  nights  f  confess  that  I  was  literally  "  at  my  wits'  end.'*  But 
A  brilliant  idea  struck  me.  1  had  frequently,  boy  as  I  wab,  seen  Charles  Lamb 
at  my  father's  house,  and  once,  in  1835  or  i8a6,  I  had  been  taken  to  have  lea  with 
him  and  hts  sister,  Mary  Lamb,  at  their  little  h«use,  Colebrook  Cotuge,  a  whitish- 
brown  tenement,  sUnding  by  itself,  close  to  the  New  River,  at  Islington,  He  was 
very  kind,  as  he  always  was  to  young  people,  and  very  quaint,  I  totd  him  that 
I  had  devoured  his  "  Roast  Pig  '* ;  he  congratulated  me  on  possessing  a  thorough 
»choolboy*s  appetite.  And  he  was  pleased  when  I  mentioned  my  having  seen  the 
boys  at  Christ's  Hospital  at  their  public  suppers,  which  then  took  place  on  the 
Sunday  evenings  in  Lent,  ^'  Could  this  good-natured  and  humorous  old  gentleman 
be  prevailed  upon  to  give  me  an  Epigram  ?  **  "I  don't  know,*'  said  my  father,  to 
whom  I  put  the  queiiUon,  ''  but  I  will  ask  him  at  any  rate,  and  send  him  the  mottoes/' 
In  a  day  or  two  there  arrived  from  BnBetd,  to  which  Lamb  had  removed  some  time 
in  iSay,  not  one^  but  two  epigrams,  one  on  each  subject.  That  on  Suum  Cmque 
was  in  Latin,  and  was  suggested  by  the  grim  satisfaction  which  had  recently  been 
expressed  by  the  public  at  the  capttireand  execution  of  some  notorious  highwayman. 

See  also  Vol,  V*  of  this  edition  for  a  slightly  differing  version, 
lAmb  had  many  yeat^  before^  he  says  in  Letter  11^  to  Godwin,  on 
page  281 J  written  similar  epigrams, 

**  With  one  exception/'  Pei'bapa  the  Latin  verses  on  Haydon's 
pictuj«.     See  Vol  V,   [>age  8£,] 

LETrER  492 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

Enfield,  Tuesday.    [p*it.  May  I  a,  tSjo.j 

DEAR  M,  I  dined  with  your  and  my  Rogers  at  Mr,  Cary's 
yesterday.  Cary  consulted  me  on  the  proper  bookseller  to 
ofier  a  Lady's  MS  novel  to.  I  said  I  would  write  to  ymi,  Btit  I 
wish  yoti  would  call  on  the  Translator  of  Dante  at  the  British 
Mtiseum,  and  talk  with  hini.     He  is  the  pleasantest  of  clergymen. 
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I  told  him  of  all  Rogers's  handsome  behaviour  to  you,  and  you 
are  already  no  iitranger.  Go.  I  made  Rogers  laugh  about  your 
Nightingale  bonnet,  not  having  heard  one,  Tis  a  good  sonnet 
notwithstanding;     You  shall  have  the  books  shortly.  C.  L. 

Note 

[Samuel  Rogers  had  just  lent  Moxon  jP500  on  which  to  commence 
publisher, 

Moxon  had  dedicated  his  first  book  to  Rogers,  This  is  Moxou's 
'' Sonnet  to  the  Nightingale/'  but  I  cannot  explain  why  Rogen 
laughed : — 

Lone  midnight-soothing  melancholy  bird, 

That  E^eiid'&t  such  mui^ic  to  my  sleep Lesa  Boutt 

Chaining  her  faculties  in  fast  contTOul, 
Few  listen  to  thy  song  ;  yet  1  have  heard  ^ 
When  Man  and  Nature  slept^  nor  aspen  sttrfcd, 

Thy  mournful  voice,  sweet  vigil  of  the  sleeping — 
And  likened  thee  to  gome  angelic  mind, 

That  sits  and  mo  urns  fof  erring  mortals  weepings 
The  genius^  not  of  groves,  but  of  mankind, 

Watch  at  this  solemn  hour  o'er  millions  keeping. 

In  Eden's  bowers^  as  mighty  poets  tetl, 
Did'st  thou  repeat,  as  now,  that  wailing  call— ^ 

Those  sorrowing  notes  might  seem,  sad  Philomel, 
Prophetic  to  have  mourned  of  man  thefmlL] 


LETTERS  493  AND  494 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  VINCENT  NOVELLO 

Friday,    [p.u.  May  14,  i8|o 

DEAR  Novello,  Mary  hopes  you  have  not  forgot  you  are 
spend  a  day  with  us  on  Wednesday,     That  it  may 
long  onej  cannot  you  secure  places  now  for  Mrs,  Novello  you 
and  the  Clarkes  ?     We  have  just  table  room  for  four.      Five  m^^*^ 
my  good  Landlady  fidgetty;  six,  to  begin  to  firet ;  seven,  to  apprc^^^^" 
mate  to  fever  point.      But  seriously  we  shall  prefer  four  t<i  two^     or 
three ;  we  shall  have  from  J  past  10  to  six,  when  the  coac^h  goes      ^^C 
to  scent  tl:ie  country.     And  pray  write  now^  to  say  you  do  so  cm  *w^ 
for  dear  Mrs.  West  wood  else  will  be  on  the  tenters  of  inc^rtitu  A  ^. 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  VINCENT  NOVELLO 

[No  date.     May,  tB3)Ck} 

DEAR  N. — pray  write  immediately  to  say  "The  book  has  come 
safe."     I  am  anxious,  not  so  much  for  the  autographs,  as  for 
that  bit  of  the  hair  brush.     I  enclose  a  cinder,  which  belong  to 
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Shield^  when  he  was  poor,  and  lit  his  own  fires*  Any  memorial 
of  a  great  Musical  Genius,  I  know,  m  aixreptable ;  and  Shield  has 
his  merits,  though  dementi,  in  my  opinion,  is  far  above  him  in 
the  Sostenuto.  Mr,  Westwood  desires  his  eompiimenis,  and  begs 
to  present  you  with  a  nail  that  came  out  of  Jomelli's  coffin,  who 
is  buried  at  Naples, 

Note 

[Vincent  Novello  writes  on  this :  "  A  very  characteristic  note  from 
Dear  Charles  Lamb,  who  always  pretended  to  Rate  all  kinds  of 
memorials  and  Relics^  and  assumed  a  look  of  fright  and  horror 
whenever  he  reproadied  me  with  being  a  Papist^  instead  of  a 
Qtmker^  which  sect  he  pretended  to  doat  upon."  The  book  would 
be  Novello's  album»  with  Lamb's  "  Free  Thoughts  on  Eminent  Com- 
poses *'  in  it  (see  Letter  496)* 

Shield  was  William  Shield  (1748-1829),  the  compa^^r.  He  was 
buried  in  Westminster  Abbey  in  the  same  grave  as  Clement], 
Nicolo  Jomelli  (1714-1774)  was  a  Neapolitan  composer,] 


LETTER  495 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 


P^^^  May  2t,  1830. 

"TVEAR  Hone — I  thought  you  would  be  pleased  to  see  this 
L/  letter.  Pray  if  you  have  time  to,  call  on  Novello,  No,  66, 
Great  Queen  St.  I  am  anxious  to  learn  whether  he  received  his 
atbum  I  sent  on  Friday  by  our  nine  o'clock  morning  stage.  If  not^ 
beg  him  inquire  at  the  Old  Bell^  Holbom, 

Charles  Lahb, 

Southey  wiU  see  in  the  Timea  all   we  proposed    omitting  is 
omitted. 

Note 

I  [See  notes  to  Letter  491,  to  Southey,  above.] 

^^K  LETTER  496 

^^V'         CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SAEAH  HAZLITT 

^^p  [En&eld,  Saturday,  M&y  34th,  tSjix] 

Mar/s  love  ?     Yea,  Mary  Lamb  quite  well. 

DEAK  Sarah, — I  found  my  way  to  Northaw  on  Thursday  and 
a  veiy  good  woman  behinci  a  counter,  who  says  also  that 
you  are  a  very  good  lady  but  that  the  woman  who  was  with  you 
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was  naught.  These  things  may  be  so  or  not<  I  did  liot  accept 
her  offered  glass  of  wine  (bome-made,  I  take  it)  but  cmved  a  cop  of  ^^ 
ale,  with  which  I  seasoned  a  alice  of  cold  Lamb  from  a  sandwich  mix,  ^^ 
which  I  ate  in  her  back  parlour^  and  proceeded  for  Berkhampteadf 
&c. ;  lost  myself  over  a  heath,  and  haa  a  day's  pleasure.  I  wish  you 
could  walk  as  I  do,  and  as  you  used  to  do*  f  am  sorry  to  find  you  are 
so  poorly ;  and,  now  I  have  found  my  way,  I  wish  you  back  at  Goody 
Toralinson's,  What  a  pretty  village  'tis  !  I  should  have  come 
sooner,  but  was  waiting  a  summons  to  Bury.  Well,  it  came,  and 
I  found  the  good  parson's  lady  (he  was  from  home)  exceedingly  ^J 
hospitable.  ^M 

Poor  Emma,  the  first  moment  we  were  alone,  took  nie  into  »  ~ 
comer,  and  said,  "  Now,  pray,  don't  drink ;  do  check  yourself  after       i 
dinner,  for  my  sake,  and  when  we  get  home  to  Enfield,  you  shall  fl 
drink  as  mucli  as  ever  you  please,  and  I  won't  say  a  word  about  it."  ^ 
How  I  behaved,  you  may  guess^  when  I  tell  you  that  Mrs,  Williams 
and  I  have  written  acrostics  on  each  other^  and  she  hoped  that  she 
should  have  **  no  reason  to  regret  \iiss  I  sola's  recovery,  by  its 
depriving  her  of  our  begun    correspondence."      Emma  stayed  a 
month  with  us,  and  has  gone  back  (in  tolerable  health)  to  her  long 
home,  for  she  comes  not  again  for  a  twelvemonth.     I  amused  Mrs, 
Williams  with  an  occurrence  on  our  road  to  Enfield*     We  traveJled 
with  one  of  those  troublesome  fellow-passengers  in  a  stage-coach, 
that  is  called  a  well-informed  man.     For  twenty  miles  we  discoursed  ^ 
about  the  properties  of  steam,  probabilities  of  carriages  by  ditto,  till  V 
all  my  science,  and  more  than  all,  was  exhausted,  and  I  was  thinking 
of  escaping  my  torment  by  getting  up  on  the  outside,  when,  getting 
into  Bishops  Stortfoid,  my  gentleman,  spying  some  farming  lano, 
put  an  unlucky  question  to  me :  "  What  sort  of  a  crop  of  turnips 
1  thought  we  should  have  this  year  ?  "      Emma's  eyes  turned  to 
me,  to  Know  what  in  the  world  I  could  have  to  say ;  and  she  bursi 
into  a  violent  fit  of  laughter,  maugre  her  pale,  serious  cheeks,  when»| 
with  the  greatest  gravity,  I  mpli^,  that  "  it  depended,  I  believed^j 
upon  lK)iled  legs  of  mutton."      This   clenched  our  conversation 
and  my  Gentleman,  with  a  face  half  wise,  half  in  scorn,  troubled 
us  with  no  more  conversation,  scientific  or  philosophical,  for  the 
remainder  of  the  jouniey.      Ayrton  was  here  vesterday,  and  as 
learned  to  the  full  as  ray  fellow-traveller.     What  a  pity  that  he 
will  spoil  a  wit  and  a  devilish  pleamnt  fellow  (as  he  is)  by  wisdom  I^J 
He  talk'd  on  Music ;  and  by  having  read  Hawkins  and  Bumey  fe-*^P 
cently  I  was  enabled  to  talk  of  Names,  and  show  more  knowJedge^^^ 
than  he  had  suspected  I  possessed  ;  and  in  the  end  he  begg'd  me  to 
shape  my  thoughts  upon  paper,  which  I  did  after  he  was  gon%  and 
sent  him. 
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FREE  THOUGHTS  ON  SOMfi  EMINENT  COMPOSERS 

Some  cry  up  Haydn,  some  Mo2^t^ 

Just  aa  the  whim  bites.     For  my  part, 

I  do  not  care  a  farthing  candle 

For  either  of  thcTii,  or  for  Haiidet. 

Cannot  a  man  live  free  and  easy. 

Without  admiring  Pergoie«i  1 

Or  thro'  the  world  with  comfort  go 

That  never  heard  of  Dcfctor  Blow  1 

So  help  me  God,  I  hardly  have  ; 

And  yet  I  cat,  and  drink,  and  ehave, 

Like  other  people,  (if  you  watch  it^) 

And  know  no  more  of  stave  and  crotchet 

Than  did  the  uo-Spaniardis^d  Peruvians  l 

Of  those  old  ante-queer- DJlovians 

That  lived  in  the  unwaah'd  world  with  JubaJ, 

Before  that  dirty  Blacksmith  Tubal, 

By  stroke  on  anvils  or  by  Bumm'at, 

Pound  out,  to  his  great  surprise » the  gamut. 

I  cafe  no  more  for  Cimerosa 

Than  he  did  for  Salvator  Rosn, 

Bein^  no  Painter  ;  and  bad  luck 

Be  mme,  if  I  can  bear  that  Gluck ! 

014  Tycho  Brahc  and  fijodem  Herschei 

Mad  something  in  them  ;  but  who's  Purcel  ? 

The  devil*  with  his  foot  so  cloven. 

For  aught  I  care,  may  take  Beethoven  ; 

And,  If  the  bargain  does  not  suit, 

ril  throw  him  Weber  in  to  boot  1 

There's  not  the  splitting  of  a  splinter 

To  chose  'twixt  him  last  named ^  and  Winter,. 

Of  Doctor  Pepusch  old  queen  Dido 

Knew  just  aa  much,  God  knows,  as  I  do. 

I  would  not  go  four  miles  to  visit 

Sebastian  Bach— or  Batch — which  is  it  ? 

No  more  I  would  for  Bonondni. 

As  for  Novel  to  and  Rossini, 

I  flhall  not  say  a  word  about  [to  grieve]  'cm, 

Because  they're  livings     So  I  leave  'cm. 

Bumey  is  as  odd  as   ever.      We  had 


a  dispute  about 


Martin 
the  woi-d  "  heir,**  which  I  contended  was  pronotinced  fike  **  air 
he  said  that  might  be  in  comtnon  partance;  or  that  we  mi^ht 
BO  use  it,  speaking  of  the  "  Heir-at-Law,"  a  comedy^  but  that 
in  the  Law  Courts  it  was  necessary  to  give  it  a  full  aspiration, 
ajid  to  say  Hayer ;  he  thought  it  might  even  vitiate  a  cause,  if  a 
Counael  pronounced  it  otherwise.  In  conclusion,  he  ''^  would  conjsult 
Serjeant  Wilde;"  who  gave  it  against  hitn.  Sometimes  he  falleth 
into  the  water,  sometimes  into  the  fire.  He  came  down  here^  and 
insisted  on  reading  VirgiPs  "  Eneid  "  all  through  with  n»c  (which  he 
did,)  because  a  Coua^^el  must  know  Latin,  Another  time  he  read 
out  ail  the  Gospel  of  St*  John,  l>ecausie  Bibliciil  quotations  are  very 
emphatic  in  a  Court  of  Justice*  A  third  time,  he  would  carve  a 
fowL,  whidt  he  did  very  ill-favoredly,  because  *'  we  did  not  know  how 
iBdiftpenmble  it  was  for  a  Barrister  to  do  all  those  sort  of  things  welh 
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Tho§e  little  things  were  of  more  consequence  than  we  suppoged.*^ 
So  he  goes  on»  harassing  about  the  way  to  prosperity,  and  losing 
it.  With  a  long  head,  but  somewhat  a  wrong  one— harum-scarum. 
Why  does  not  his  guardian  angel  look  to  him  ?  He  deserves  one— : 
may  be,  he  has  tired  him  out. 

I  am with  this  long  scrawl,  but  I  thought  in  your  exile,  pa 

might  like  a  letter.  Commend  me  to  all  the  wonders  in  Derbyshire, 
and  tell  the  devil  I  humbly  kiss — my  hand  to  bun.     Yours  ever, 

C.  Lami. 

No'ra 

[Addressed  to  Mrs.  Hazlitt  at  Buxton. 

"  Free  Thoughts,"  The  version  in  Ayrton's  album  dlflers  a 
Uttle  from  this,  the  principal  difference  being  in  line  13,  "primi- 
tive" for  "un-Spaniardisea/*  Lamb's  story  of  the  origin  of  the 
verses  is  not  necessarily  correct,  I  fancy  that  he  had  written 
them  for  Novello  before  he  produced  them  in  reply  to  Ayrton^s 
challenge.  When  sending  the  poem  to  Ayrton  in  a  letter  at  this 
time,  not  available  for  this  edition  (written  apparently  just  after 
Novello  had  paid  the  visitj  referred  to  in  Letter  494),  Lamib  wrote 
that  it  was  written  to  gratify  Novello.  Mary  Lamb  (or  Charles 
Lamb,  personating  her)  appended  the  following  postscript  to  the 
vei-ses  in  Novello's  album  : — 

The  reason  why  my  brother's  no  severe, 

Vincentio  i& — my  brother  has  no  ear  t 

And  Caradori  her  melliBuDua  throat 

Might  stretch  in  vain  to  make  him  learn  a  note. 

Of  common  tuneS  he  knows  not  aTjythingf 

Nor  ^'  Rule,  BnUnnla  '*  from  *'  God  save  the  Kbg*" 

He  rati  at  Handet  1     He  the  gamut  quiz  f 

I'd  lay  my  life  be  knows  not  whut  it  is. 

His  Bpit«  at  music  is  a  pretty  whim — 

He  bves  not  it,  because  it  loves  not  him. 

M.  Laub. 

''  Serjeant  Wilde  "—Thomas  Wilde  (1782-1855),  afterwards  IM 
TnirOj  a  friend  of  Lamb's,  who  is  said  to  have  helped  him  with  squibs 
in  the  Newark  election  in  18S9,  when  Martin  Bumey  was  amoflg 
his  supportei^  (see  Voh  V.  of  this  edition,  page  341 )»] 


LETTER  497 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SARAH  HAZLITT 

June  3i  1830, 

DEAR  Sarah,—*!  named  your  thought  about  William  to  his 
father,  who  expressed  such  horror  and  aversion  to  the  idea 
of  his  singing  in  public,  that  I  cannot  meddle  in  it  directly  or 
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indirectly,  Ajrton  ia  a  kind  fellow,  and  if  you  chuse  to  consult 
him  by  Ipetteiv  or  otherwise,  he  will  eive  you  the  best  advice,  I  am 
sare,  verv  readily.  /  have  no  douoi  that  M.  Bwrnsy^s  objection 
to  interfering  was  the  aarne  vrith  Tiiine.  With  thanks  for  your 
pleasant  long  letter^  which  is  not  that  of  an  Envahd,  and  sympathy 
for  your  sad  sufferings,  I  remain,  in  haste, 

YoutB  Truly, 
M«yy*s  kindest  Love. 

Note 

[There  was  some  talk  of  William  Has^Iitt  Junr  becoming  a  pupil 
of  Braham  and  taking  up  music  seriously.     He  did  not  do  so. 

Here  should  come  a  note  from  Lamb  to  Hone,  dated  Enfield, 
June  17,  18S0,  in  which  Lamb  offers  Hone  ^1  per  ouarter  for 
yesterdays  Times^  after  the  Coffee-House  customers  have  done 
with  it.     He  ends  with  the  wish,  **  Vivant  Coffee,  Coffee-potque  1 "] 


LETTER  498 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[p.m.  Jime  aS,  1830.] 

DEAR  B.  B. — Could  you  dream  of  niy  pubHshing  without 
sending  a  copy  to  you  ?  You  will  find  something  new  to 
you  in  the  voL  particularly  the  Translations.  Moxon  will  send  to 
you  the  moment  it  is  out.  He  is  the  young  poet  of  Xmas, 
whom  the  Author  of  the  Pleasures  of  Memory  has  set  up  in  the 
book  vending  business  with  a  volunteered  loan  of  ^500 — such  munifi- 
cence is  rare  to  an  almost  stranger.  But  Rogers,  I  am  told,  has 
done  many  goodnatured  thinp  of  this  nature. 

[  need  not  say  how  glad  to  see  A.  K.  and  Lucy  we  should  have 
been, — and  still  shall  be,  if  it  be  practicable.  Our  direction  is  Mr. 
W^twood's,  Chase  Side  EniieJd,  but  alas  I  know  not  theirs.  We 
can  give  them  a  bed.     Coaches  come  daily  from  the  Bell,  Holbom. 

You  will  see  that  I  am  worn  to  the  poetical  dregs,  condescending 
to  Acrostics^  which  are  nine  fathom  beneath  Album  verses— but  they 
were  written  at  the  request  of  the  Lady  where  our  Emma  is,  to 
whom  I  paid  a  visit  in  April  to  bring  home  Emma  for  a  change  of 
air  after  a  severe  illness^  in  which  she  had  been  treated  lilce  a 
daughter  by  the  good  Parson  and  his  whole  family.  She  has  since 
returned  to  her  occupation,  I  thought  on  you  in  Suffolk,  but  was 
40  miles  from  Woodbridge,  I  heard  of  you  the  other  day  from 
Mr*  Pulham  of  the  India  House. 
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Long  live  King  William  the  4th, 
S,  T.  Ct  sajTs,  we  have  had  wicked  kings,  foolish  kings,  wise  kinpi 
good  kings  (but  few)  but  nevo"  till  now  have  we  had 
a  Blackguard  King- 
Charles  2d  was  profligate,  but  a  Gentleman. 
I  have  nineteen   Letters   to  dispatch  this  leisure  Sabbath  for 
Moxon  to  send  about  with  Copies— so  jou  will  forgive  me  short 
measure — and  believe  me 

Youisever  C.  L. 

Pray  do  let  us  see  your  Quakeres^eji  if  possible. 

Note 

[Lamb's  Album  Verses  was  almost  ready*  The  translations  were^ 
those  from  Vincent  Boume. 

William  IV.  came  to  the  throne  on  June  26*  1830. 

*'I  have  nineteen  Letters,"  The  fact  that  none  of  the 
forthcoming  helps  to  illmtmte  the  imperfect  state  of  LamVseor-l 
respondence  as  (even  among  so  many  differing  editions)  we  now] 
have  it     But  of  course  the  number  may  have  been  €tn  esiagsemtiou* 

Here  should  come  a  note  from  Lamb  to  Hone,  dat^  July  1| 
1830,  in  which  Lamb  asks  that  the  newspaper  be  kept  as  be  is 
meditating  a  town  residence  (see  next  letter). 

See  also  Appendix  IL,  page  9T8,  for  a  letter  to  Mrs,  RickmanJ 


LETTER  499 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

[p.m.  30  August,  1S50.] 

DEAR  B.  B, — my  address  is  34  Southamptn  Buildiiigs,  Holborn. 
For  God^s  sake  do  not  let  me  [be]  pestered  with  Annuals.  Ihey 
are  all  rogues  who  edit  them,  and  something  else  who  write  in  them. 
I  am  still  alone,  and  very  much  out  of  sorts,  and  cannot  spur  up  my 
mind  to  writing.  The  sight  of  one  of  those  Year  Books  makes  me 
sick.     I  get  nothing  by  any  of  'em,  not  even  a  Copy — 

Thank  you  for  your  warm  interest  about  my  little  volume^  for  the 
critics  on  which  I  care  [  ?  not]  the  5  hundred  thousandth  part  of  the 
tythe  of  a  half-farthing,  I  am  too  old  a  Militant  for  that.  How 
noble,  tho*,  in  R.  S,  to  come  forward  for  an  old  friend,  who  had 
treated  him  so  unworthily,  Moxon  has  a  shop  without  cuittomers, 
I  a  Book  without  leadens.  But  what  a  clamour  against  a  poor 
collection  of  album  verses,  as  if  we  had  put  forth  an  Epic.  I  cannot 
scribble  a  long  Letter — I  am,  when  not  at  foot,  ^•ery  desolate,  and 
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take  no  interest  in  any  things  scarce  hate  any  thing*,  but  annual. 
I  am  in  an  interregnum  of  thought  and  feeling — 

What  a  beautiful  Autumn  morning  this  is,  if  it  was  but  with  me 
as  in  times  past  when  the  candle  of  the  Lord  shined  round  me — 
I  cannot  even  muster  enthusiasm  to  admire  the  French  heroism. 
In  better  times  I  hope  we  may  some  day  meet,  and  discuss  an 
old  poem  or  two.     But  if  you'd  have  me  not  sick 
I  no  more  of  Annuab. 

I  C.  L,    Ex-Elia. 

K 

I     of. 

f   m 


Love  to  Lucy  and  A.  K,  always. 


Note 


[The  lAi&twry  Gazette^  Jerdan's  paper,  had  written  offensively 
of  Album  Veram  and  its  author's  vanity  in  the  number  for  July  10, 
1B30<  Southey  published  in  The  Times  of  August  6  some  lines  in 
praiae  of  Lamb  and  against  Jerdan,  It  was  Southey's  first  public 
utterance  on  Lamb  since  the  famous  letter  by  Elia  to  himself,  and  is 
the  more  noble  in  consequence.     The  lines  ran  thus  : — 

TO  CHARLES  LAMB 

On  the  Reviewal  of  his  Album  V^rsef  tn  the  LUfrary  G^MttU 

Charles  L^mb,  to  those  who  know  thee  justly  dear 

For  rarest  genius,  and  for  tterling  worth* 

Unchani^mf  frtendship,  warmth  of  heart  Bmcere, 

And  wit  that  never  gave  an  ill  thought  birth, 

Nor  ever  m  iu  sport  infixed  a  sting ; 

To  u»  who  have  admired  and  loved  thee  long. 

It  is  a  proud  as  well  as  pleasant  thing 

To  hear  thy  good  report,  now  borne  along 

Upon  the  honest  breath  of  public  praiae ; 

We  know  that  with  the  elder  sons  of  song 

In  honouring  whom  thou  hast  delighted  still, 

Thy  name  shall  keep  its  course  to  after  4ay^. 

The  empty  pertnessi  and  the  vulgar  wrong, 

The  flippant  folly,  the  malicious  wilU 

Which  have  assailed  thee,  now»  or  heretofofCj 

FJnd<  soon  or  late,  their  proper  meed  of  shame ; 

The  more  Ihy  triumph,  and  our  pride  the  more, 

When  witling  critics  to  the  world  procbim, 

In  Iemd«  their  own  dolt  incapacity. 

Matter  it  i?i  of  mirthful  memory 

To  think,  when  thou  wert  early  In  the  field, 

How  doughtily  small  Jeffrey  ran  at  thee 

A- tilt,  ana  broke  a  bulrush  an  thy  shield. 

And  now,  a  veteran  in  the  lists  of  fame, 

I  ween,  old  Friend  t  thou  art  not  worse  bested 

When  H-iih  a  maudlin  eye  and  drunken  aim, 

Diilness  hath  thrown  ajtrdcm  at  thy  head. 

Sot/THEV. 
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Ldgh  Hunt  attacked  Jerdan  in  the  Examiner  in  a  number  of. 
"  ReJ€^ed  Epigrams  "  si^ed  T.  A,     See  page  99£*     He  also  took 
up  the  matter  in   the  Tatler,  in  the  ftrat  number  of  which  the] 
following  "  Inquest  Extraordinary  "  was  printed  : — 

La&C  week  a  porter  died  beneath  hla  buf-den ; 
Verdtct ;  Found  c^rying  a  GazetU  from  Jerdmn* 

Moxon's  shop  without  customers  wag  at  64  New  Bond  Street. 
"  The  candle  of  the  Lord."     See  Proverbs  xx.  27, 
"The  French  heroism.'**   The  July  Revolution,  in   which  the 
Bourbons  were  muted  and  Louis  Philippe  placed  on  the  thronej 


LETTER  500 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SAMUEL  ROGERS 

(Dated  at  end :  Oct*  5»  zSjo*] 

DEAR  Sir, — I  know  not  what  hath  bewitched  me  that  I  ha' 
delayed  acknowledging  your  beautiful  present.     But  I  ha 
been  very  unwell  and  nervous  of  late*     The  poeoi  was  not  new  to  mi 
tho'  I  have  renewed  acquaintance  with  it.     Its  metre  is  none  of  the 
least  of  its  excellencies,    Tm  so  far  from  the  atiffricss  of  blank  verse 
— it  gallops  like  a  traveHer,  as  it  should  do— no  crude  Miltonisi 
in  [it].     Dare  I  pick  out  what  most  pleases  me  ?     It  is  the  midi 
paragraph  in  page  thirty-four.     It  is  most  tasty.     Though  I  lool 
on  every  impression  as  a  proof  of  your  kindness^  I  am  jeaJous  of 
the  ornaments,  and  should  have  prized  tlie  verses  naked  on  whity 
brown  paper, 

I  am,  Sir>  yours  tolly, 

C.  Lamb* 

Oct.  5th. 

Note 

[Rogers  had  sent  Lamb  a  copy  of  bis  It€ily^  with  illustrations  by 
Turner  and  Stothard,  which  was  published  by  Moxon  with  other 
firms  in  1830.     This  is  the  middle  paragraph  on  page  34  : — 

Here  1  receivc4  frora  thee.  BasiHco. 
One  of  those  eourtestcs  so  sweet,  so  rare  I 
When,  ai  I  rambled  thro'  thy  vineyard  aground 
Dn  the  hlU-side,  thou  3cnt'$t  thy  Little  «<on, 
Charged  wtth  a  bunch  almost  as  big  as  he, 
To  press  it  on  the  stranger.     May  thy  vats 
Overflow,  and  he,  thy  wiLling  gifl-bearer, 
Live  to  become  a  giver  ;  and,  at  length, 
When  thou  art  full  of  honour  and  wouidst  rett. 
The  staff  or  thine  o!d  age  [] 


?rse 
dl^ 

-f* 
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LETTER  501 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  VINCENT  NOVELLO 


[p.M,  November  8,  1830,] 


Te&ra  ue  fof  lighter  griefs^     Man  weeps  ihe  dcx^m 

That  se^s  3.  single  vicum  to  the  tomb. 

But  when  Death  riota,  when  with  whelming  tway 

Destruction  b weeps  &  family  away ; 

When  infancy  and  Youth,  »  huddled  mass, 

AH  in  an  instant  to  oblivion  pass, 

And  Pajent's  hopes  are  crushed  ;  what  lamentation 

Can  reach  the  depth  of  «uch  a  desolation  ? 

Look  upward,  Feeble  Ones  I  look  up,  and  trust 

That  He,  who  layA  this  mortal  frame  in  dust, 

Still  hath  the  immortal  Spirit  in  His  keeping. 

In  Jesus'  sight  they  are  not  dead,  but  sleeping. 
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J  will  these  lines  do  ?     I  despair  of  better, 
is  in  a  deplorable  state  here  at  Enfield. 

IjQve  to  all. 

Note 


Poor  Maiy 
C.  Laub. 


[The  four  sons  and  two  daughters  of  John  and  Ann  Rigg,  of  York, 
had  been  drowned  in  the  Ouse.  A  number  of  poets  were  asked  for 
verses,  the  best  to  be  inscribed  on  a  monument  in  York  Minster. 
Those  of  James  Montgonierj  were  chosen* 

It  was  possibly  the  death  of  Hazlitt,  on  September  18,  while  the 
Lambs  were  in  their  London  lodgings,  that  brought  on  Mary 
Lamb's  attack.] 


LETTER  sm 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

November  12,  1850. 

DEAR  Moxon, — I  have  brought  my  sister  to  Enfield,  being  sure 
that  she  had  no  hope  of  recovery  in  London.  Her  state  of 
mind  is  deplorable  beyona  any  example*  I  almost  fear  whether 
she  has  strength  at  her  time  of  life  ever  to  get  out  of  it.  Here  she 
must  be  nursed,  and  neither  see  nor  hear  of  anything  in  the  world 
out  of  her  sick  chamber.  The  mere  hearing  that  Southey  had 
called  at  our  lodgings  totally  upset  her.  Pray  see  him,  or  hear  of 
him  at  Mr,  Rickman's,  and  excuse  my  not  writing  to  him.  I  dare 
not  write  or  receive  a  letter  in  her  presence;  every  little  task  so 
agitates  her*  West  wood  will  receive  any  letter  for  me,  and  give  it 
me  privately. 
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Not. 


Pray  assure  Southey  of  my  kindliest  feeliugs  towarda  him ;  and, 
if  you  do  not  see  him,  send  this  to  him. 

Kindest  remembrances  to  your  sister,  and  believe  me  ever  youn, 

C  Lami, 

Remember  me  kindly  to  the  AIlsops. 

Note 

[Southey  was  visiting  Hickman^  then  Clerk  Assistant  to  the  Houge 
of  Commons^  where  he  lived.] 


LETTER  503 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

fNo  dAtc.    ?  Dec.,  183a? 

DEAR  M.  Something  like  this  was  what  I  meant.      But  on  ] 
reading  it  over,  I  see  no  great  fun  or  use  in  it.    It  will  only 
stuif  up  and  encroach  upon  the  sheet  you  proixi^e.     Do  as,  ana  ' 
whai^  you  please.     Send  Proof,  or  not,  as  you  like.     If  you  s^dt  I 
send  ine  a  copy  or  ^  of  the  Album  Verses,  and  the  Juvenile  Poetry 
if  bound, 

I  am  happy  to  say  Mary  is  mending,  but  not  enough  to  give  me  1 
hopes  of  being  able  to  leave  her.  I  sadly  regret  that  I  shall  po^ibly  ' 
not  see  Southey  or  Wordsworth,  but  I  dare  not  invite  either  of  them  ' 
herCj  for  fear  of  exciting  my  sister,  whose  only  chance  is  quiet.  You  | 
don't  know  in  what  a  sad  state  we  have  been. 

1  think  the  Devil  may  come  out  without  prefaces,  but  use  your  1 
dlsci'etion. 

Make  my  kindest  Pememb<^  to  Southey,  with  my  hearths  tiianb 
for  his  kind  intent  I  am  a  little  easier  about  my  Will,  and  ss 
Kyle  is  Executor,  and  wiJl  do  all  a  friend  can  do  at  the  Office,  anxl 
what  little  I  leave  will  buy  an  annuity  to  piece  out  tolerably,  I  aai  | 
much  easier. 

YouiB  ever         C.  L. 

To  64  New  Bond  St. 

Note 

[I  cannot  say  to  what  the  opening  sentences  refer:  probably  an  I 
advei-tisement  for  Satan  in  Search  of  a  Wife  ("  the  Devil  "X  which  j 
Lamb  had  just  written  and  Moxon  was  publishing. 

The  reference  to  the  Juvenile  Poetry  suggests  that  Moxon  had  I 
procured  some  of  the  sheets  of  the  Poetry  for  Children  which  | 
Godwin  brought  out  in  1809,  and  was  binding  up  a  few.     This 
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[theory  is  borne  out  bv  the  statement  in  the  letter  to  Mrs.  Norris, 
on  page  91 4^  that  the  book  was  not  to  be  had  for  love  or  money,  and 
the  circumstance  that  in  18SS  I^nib  seems  to  send  her  a  copy. 

Ryle  was  Charles  Ryle,  an  India  House  clerk^  and  Lamb's  executor 
with  Talfourd.] 


LETTER  504 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  GEORGE  DYER 

Dec*  ao,  iSjo. 

DEAR  Dyer, — I  would  have  written  before  to  thank  you  for 
your  kind  letterj  written  with  your  own  hand.  It  glads  us 
to  see  ^our  writing*  It  will  give  you  pleasure  to  hear  that,  after  so 
much  illness,  we  are  in  tolerable  health  and  spirits  once  more.  Miss 
Isola  intended  to  call  upon  you  after  her  night's  lodging  at  Miss 
Buifam's,  but  found  she  was  too  late  for  the  stage.  If  she  comes  to 
town  before  she  goes  home,  she  will  not  miss  pa)dng  her  respects  to 
Mrsw  Dyer  and  you,  to  whom  she  desires  b^t  love.  Poor  En- 
field, that  has  been  so  peaceable  hitherto,  has  caught  the  in- 
flammatory fever,  the  tokens  are  upon  her  I  and  a  great  fire  was 
blazing  last  night  in  the  barns  and  haystacks  of  a  farmer,  about 
half  a  mile  from  us*  Wherc  will  these  things  end  ?  TTiere  is  no 
doubt  of  its  being  the  work  of  some  ill-disposed  rustic ;  but  how  is 
Jhe  to  be  discovered  ?  They  go  to  work  in  the  dark  with  strange 
'chemical  preparations  unknown  to  our  forefathers.  There  is  not 
•even  a  dark  lantern  to  have  a  chance  of  detecting  these  Guy 
FauKes.  We  are  past  the  iron  age,  and  are  got  into  the  fiery  age, 
undream'd  of  by  Ovid.  You  are  lucky  in  ClifTord's  Inn  where^  I 
think,  you  have  few  ricks  or  stacks  worth  the  burning.  Pray  keep 
las  little  com  by  you  as  you  can,  for  fear  of  the  worst. 
1  It  was  never  good  tirn^  in  England  since  the  poor  began  to  specu- 
ilate  upon  their  condition*  Formerly,  they  jogged  on  with  as  little 
I  reflection  as  horses:  the  whistling  ploughman  went  cheek  by  jowl 
with  his  brother  that  neighed.  Now  the  biped  carries  a  box  of  phos- 
phorus in  his  leather-breeches;  and  in  the  dead  of  night  the  half- 
|]]luminated  beast  steals  his  magic  potion  into  a  cleft  in  a  barn^  and 
half  a  country  is  grinning  with  new  fires*  Farmer  Graystock  said 
somethmg  to  the  touchy  rustic  that  he  did  not  relish,  and  he  writes 
Ids  distaftte  in  flames.  What  a  power  to  intosdcate  his  crude 
limitis,  just  muddlingly  awake,  to  perceive  that  something  is  wrong 
in  the  social  system  ! — what  a  hellish  faculty  above  gunpowder ! 
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Now  the  rich  and  poor  are  fairly  pitted ;   we  shaU  see  who  caa 
hang  or  bum  fa<it^t*     It  is  not  always  revenge  that  stimulati 
these  kindlings.     There  is  a  love  of  exerting  mischief.      Think  of  I 
disrespected  clod  that  was  trod  into  earth,  that  was  nothing,  < 
a  sudden  by  damned  artn  refined  into  an   exterminating 
devouring  the  fruits  of  the  earth  and  their  growers  in  a  n 
fire!     W^at  a  new  existence  ! — what  a  temptation  above  LucdfeF^si 
Would  clod  be  any  thing  but  a  clod,  if  he  could  resist  it  ?     Whf 
here  was  a  spectacle  last  night  for  a  whole  country  !— a  Bonfire  visit 
to  London,  alarming  her  guilty  towersj  and  shalting  the  ManumeQt 
with  an  ague  fit — all  done  by  a  little  vial  of  phosphor  in  a  ClownT 
fob!     How  he  must  grin,  and  shake  his  empty  noddle  in  cloud 
the  Vulcanian  Epicure  1     Can  we  ring  the  bells  backward  ? 
we  unlearn  the  arts  that  pretend  to  civilize^  and  then  bum  the^ 
world  ?    There  is  a  march  of  Science  ;  but  who  shall  beat  the  drums 
for  its  retreat  ?     Who  shall  persuade  the  boor  that  phosphor 
not  ignite  ? 

Seven  goodly  stacks  of  hay,  with  com-bams  proportionable, 
smoking  ashes  and  chaffy  which  man  and  beast  would  aput 
out  and  reject  like  those  apples  of  Aaphaltea  and  bitumeii.  The 
food  for  the  inhabitants  of  earth  will  quickly  disappear.  Hot 
rolls  may  say ;  *'  Fuimus  panes,  fuit  quartern-loaf,  et  mgenfi  gloria 
Apple-pasty-orum,"  That  the  good  old  munching  system  may  last 
thy  time  and  mine^  good  un-incendiary  Geoige,  is  the  devout  praje 
of  thine. 

To  the  last  crust,  Cm.  Lahi* 

Note 

[Incendiarism,  the  result  of  agricultural  distress  and  in  appositio 
to  the  competition  of  the  new  machinery,  was  rife  iji  the  count 
at  this  time. 

"  Fwimus  panes  .  ,  .*'     We  loaves  have  had  our  day,  &c. 
page  456.] 


LETTER  505 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[No  date.    ?  Chrtitmai,  1850.I 

EAR  M.  A  thousand  thanks  for  your  punctualities.     What ' 
a  cheap  Book  is  the  last  Hogarth  you  sent  me!     I  am 
pleased  now  that  Hunt  diddled  me  out  of  the  old  one.     Speakii^^ 
of  this  J  only  think  of  the  new  fanner  with  his  30  acres.     There  ^ 
a  portion  of  land  in  Lambeth  parish  called  Knaves  Acre.     I  wondi 
he  overlooked  it.     Don^t  show  this  to  the  firm  of  Dilk  &  O-    I 
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next  want  one  copy  of  Leicester  School,  and  wish  you  to  pay 
Leishman,  Taylor,  £  Blandford  Place,  Pail  Moll,  opposite  the 
British  Institution^  £6,  10*  for  coat  waistcoat  &c.  And  I  vehe- 
mently thirst  for  the  4th  No.  of  Nichols's  Hogarth,  to  bind  'em 
up  (the  2  books)  as  "  Hogarth,  and  Supplement/'  But  as  yon 
know  the  price,  dont  stay  for  its  appearatiee  ;  but  come  m  soon 
as  ever  you  can  with  your  bill  of  all  demands  in  full,  and,  as  I  have 
none  but  £B  notes,  bring  with  you  sutficient  change.  Weather  is 
beautiful.  I  grieve  sadly  for  Miss  Wordsworth.  We  are  all  well 
again,  Emma  is  with  us^  and  we  all  shall  be  glad  of  a  sight  of 
you.  Come  on  Sunday,  if  you  can;  tetter,  if  you  come  before. 
Perhaps  Rogers  would  smile  at  this. — A  pei-t  half  chemist  half 
apothecary,  in  our  town^  who  sniatters  of  literature  and  is  im- 
measurable unletterd,  said  to  me  ''  Pray,  Sir,  may  not  Hood  (he 
of  the  acres)  be  reckoned  the  Prince  of  wits  in  the  present  day?" 
to  which  I  a>s8enting,  he  adds  "  I  had  always  thought  that  Rogers 
had  been  reckoned  the  Prince  of  Wits,  but  I  suppose  that  now 
Mr,  Hood  has  the  better  title  to  that  appellation,"  To  which  I 
replied  that  Mr*  R.  had  wit  with  much  better  qualitiefl,  but  did 
not  aspire  to  the  principality.  He  had  taken  all  the  puns  manu- 
factured in  John  Bull  for  our  friend^  in  sad  and  stupid  earnest*  One 
more  Album  verses,  please* 

Adieu.  C.  L. 

Note 

[**  Hunt."  This  would,  I  think,  be  not  Leigh  Hunt  hut  his 
nephew.  Hunt  of  Hunt  &  Clarke  (see  page  8E6).  The  diddling 
I  cannot  explain. 

Leishman  was  the  husband  of  Mrs.  Leishman,  the  Lambs^  old 
landlady  at  EnHeld. 

"Miss  Wordsworth" — Dorothy  Woriis worth,  who  was  ill. 

"  Perhaps  Rogers  would  smile  at  this."  I  take  the  following 
passage  from  the  Maclise  Portrait  Gallery  :^ 

In  the  early  days  of  the  yohn  Bull  it  was  the  f;ashion  to  lay  every  foundling 
witUctsm  at  the  door  of  Sam  Rogers ;  and  thus  the  refined  poet  and  tnan  of  letters 
became  known  as  a  sorry  jester. 


Hook's    paper*      Ma^nn   wnite  in 


John   Bull   was  Theodore 
Fraser^s  Magazine: — 

Joe  MnicT  vaili  his  bonnet  to  Sam  Roger* ;  in  all  the  newspapers,  not  only  of 
the  kingdom  but  its  dependcncic*, — Hindosian,  Canada,  the  West  Indies ,  the  Cape, 
&om  the  tropics,-^nay,  from  the  Antipodes  to  the  Orkneys,  Sam  h  godlathef- general 
iO  all  the  bad  jokes  m  existence.  The  Yankees  have  caught  the  fancy,  and  from 
"Hew  Orlean*  to  New  York  it  is  the  iamc,— Rogers  is  synonymous  with  a  pun.  Alt 
Sritiah-born  ot  descended  people^ — yea  the  very  negro  and  the  Hindoo — £ather  their 
calembourga  on  Rogers,  Quasheef  or  Ramec^Samee,  who  knows  nothing  of  Sir 
Isaac  Newton^  John  MUton,  or  Frasefs  Magaxinr,  grins  from  ear  to  ear  at  the 
name  of  the  illustrious  banker,  and  with  gratified  voice  exclaims^  *'  Htm  dam  funnyt 
dat  Sam !  '*] 
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LETTER  506 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[p,M,  February  3,  1831.] 

DEAR  MoxoHh,  The  snows  are  ancle  deep  slush  and   mir^  thai 
'tis  hard  to  get  to  the  post  office,  ancl  cruel  to  send  the  mail 
out.     Tis  a  sbugh  of  despair,  or  I  should  Mioner  have  thankd  yoi 
for  your  offer  of  the  Life.,  which  we  shall  very  much  like  to  ha^ 
and  will  return  duly,     I  do  not  know  when  I  shall  be  in  town,  hi 
m  a  week  or  two  at  farthest,  when  I  will  come  as  far  as  you  if 
can.     We  are  moped  to  death  with  confinement  within  doors. 
send  you  a  curiosity  of  G*  Dyer's  tender-conscience.     Between  30  \ 
40  years  since,  G.  published  the  Poet*s  Fate,  in  which  were  two  vei 
harmless  lines  about  Mr.  Rogers,  but  Mr.  R.  not  quite  approving 
them,  they  were  left  out  in  a  subsequent  edition  1801,     But  G. " 
been  worryting  about  them  ever  since ;  if  I  have  heard  him  on 
I  have  heard  him  a  hundred  times  express  a  remorse  proportiond 
a  eonsciousneas  of  having  been  guilty  of  an  atrocious  hbeL 
the  devil  would  have  it,  a  fool  they  4^11  Barker^  in  his  Parriai 
has  quoted  the  identical  two  lines  as  they  stood  in  some  obscure' 
edition   anterior  to  1801,  and   the  withers  of  poor  G*  are  a^in 
wrung.     His  letter  is  a  gem — with  his  poor  blind  eyes  it  has  been 
laboured  out  at  six  sittings.     The  history  of  the  couplet  is  in  page 
S  of  this  irregular  production,  in  which  every  variety  of  shape  and 
size  that  Letters  can  be  twisted  into,  is  to  be  found.     Do  shew  Ait, 
part  of  it  to  Mr.  R.  some  day.     If  he  has  bowels,  they  must  meli 
at  the  contrition  so  oueerly  charactered  of  a  contrite  sinner*     C 
was  bom  I  verily  think  without  original  sin,  but  chuses  to  have 
conscience,  as  every  Christian  Gentleman  should  have.    His  dear  old 
face  is  insusceptible  of  the  twist  they  call  a  sneer,  yet  he  m  appre- 
hensive of  bemg  suspected  of  that  ugly  appearance.     When  he 
makes  a  compliment,  he  thinks  be  has  given  an  affi^nt»     A  name 
is  personality.     But  shew  (no  hurry)  this  unique  ret^ntation   to 
Mr.  R.     "Tis  like  a  dirty  pocket  handkerchief  muck*d  with  tears  of 
some  indigent  Magdalen,     There  is  the  impress  of  sincerity  in  every 
[Kit-hook  and  hanger.     And  then  the  gilt  frame  to  such  a  pauper 
picture !     It  should  go  into  the  Museum.     I  am  heartily  sorry 
Devil  does  not  answer.     We  must  trj^  it  a  little  longer,  and  al 
all  I  think  I  must  insist  on  taking  a  portion  of  the  loss  upon  my 
It  is  too  much  you  should  lose  by  two  adventures.     You  do  n^ 
say  how  your  general  business  goe^  on,  and  I  should  verj'  much  li 
to  talk  over  it  with  you  here.     Come  when  the  weather  will  possihl 
let  you,     I  want  to  &ee  the  Wordsworths,  but  1  do  not  much  li~ 


4 


1831 


LOW  SPIRITS  AGAIN 


867 


to  be  all  night  away.  It  is  dull  enough  to  be  here  together,  but  it 
ji  duller  to  leave  Mary ;  in  short  it  is  painful,  and  in  a  flying  visit  I 
should  hardly  catch  them,  I  have  no  l>eds  for  them,  if  they  came 
down,  and  but  a  sort  of  a  house  to  receive  them  in,  yet  I  shall  regret 
their  departure  unseen.  I  teel  cramped  and  straiten'd  every  way. 
Where  are  they  ? 

We  have  heani  from  Emma  but  once,  and  that  a  month  ago,  and 
are  very  anxious  for  another  letter* 

You  aay  we  have  forgc:»t  your  powers  of  being  serviceable  to  us. 
That  we  never  shall  I  do  not  know  what  I  should  do  without 
you  when  I  want  a  littie  commission.  Now  then.  There  are  left 
at  Miss  Buffam's,  the  Tales  of  the  Castle,  and  certain  vok  Jletro- 
spective  Review*  The  first  should  be  conveyd  to  Novello's,  and 
the  Reviews  should  be  taken  to  Talfourd's  office,  ground  floor, 
East  side.  Elm  Court,  Middle  Temple,  to  whom  I  should  have 
written,  but  my  spiribs  are  wretched.  It  is  quite  an  effort  to  write 
this.  So,  with  the  Xi/V,  I  have  cut  you  out  3  Pieces  of  service. 
What  can  I  do  for  you  here,  but  hope  to  see  you  very  soon^  and 
think  of  you  with  most  kindness^  I  tear  tomorrow^  between  mins 
and  snows,  it  would  ht  impossible  to  expect  you,  but  do  not  let  a 
pfmeticable  Sunday  pa^is.     We  are  always  at  home  I 

Mary  joins  in  remembrances  to  your  sister,  whom  we  hope  to  see 
Iq  anyfine-ish  weather,  when  she'll  venture. 

Remember  us  to  Allsop,  and  all  the  dead  people — ^to  whom,  and 
to  London,  we  seem  dead^ 

Note 

[**The  LifeJ^  The  Life  which  every  one  was  then  reading  was 
Moore's  Life  of  Byron. 

*'  George  Dyer's,"  The  explanation  is  that  years  before,  in  his 
Poems,  1801,'  Dyer  had  written  in  a  piece  called  **The  Poet's 
Fate^'— 

And  Eogerst  if  he  ahaf es  the  town^ft  regafd, 
Was  first  a  banker  ttt  he  rose  a  bard* 

In  the  second  edition  Dyer  altered  this  to — 

And  Darwin,  Lf  he  share  the  town's  regard, 
Was  first  a  doctor  ere  he  rose  a  bard. 

Lamb  notes  the  alteration  in  his  copy  of  the  second  edition,  now 
in  the  British  Museum,  In  1828-1829  appeared  Parriana^  by 
Edmund  Henry  Barker^  which  quoted  the  couplet  in  its  original 
form,  to  Dyer's  distress, 

Tcdes  of  the  Caatle.  By  the  Countess  de  Genlis,  Translated 
by  Thomas  Holcroft,] 
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yearr  ctaMing^  wm 

oi  Memarf  "  mti%  m  TOomim/    Yoti 

for  itA  own  Mke  tou  tie€cr(ii|iiig)  ^mA  to  bbt     You  orirtafce  ^ 
beart  if  joci  thmk  jcm  eon  vrite  m  koipooD.    Yomt  w^pt  av^'nidtj 
M  roMst,     Your  ii^leen  Itaa  ever  had  nir  iti  objeda  wieoi^  mt 
vidow— abitJBCt  offences,  not  the  ooocrete  mmer,    Bol  yvn 
rnmlHi:^  and  wince  m  much  at  the  coBiciymni.w  of  _ 

fOlttad  a  (xmijilitniftii,  ait  AnntJier  man  woold  at  the  peqietnitni  i 
an  affiiotit.  But  do  not  tug  me  into  the  same  wareaem  iif  conaeiem 
with  younelf.  I  maintain,  and  will  to  the  last  hour,  that  I  nevtcr 
writ  of  you  but  eon  tmwre.  That  if  any  alliBioo  was  made  to  yoa 
ne^rHfightidnoHi,  it  was  not  for  the  purpoae  of  modji^  an  in 
finntty,  but  of  tonnectitig  it  with  sebolar-like  habits :  for  u  ' 
not  imidite  and  ncholarly  to  be  somewhat  near  of  sight,  befot? 
naturally  brinp  on  the  malady  ?  You  could  not  then  plead  th 
obrepms  sene^us.  Did  I  not  moreover  make  it  an  apology  fior 
otrtatn  abmncef  which  ^me  of  your  friends  may  have  exp"""^" 
wb<*n  you  have  not  an  a  fstjdden  made  recognition  of  mem  in 
i:iwual  Mtrtjet^roeeting,  and  did  I  not  strengthen  your  excuse  fa 
tbiit  MlownfHw  of  recognition,  by  further  accounting  morally  for 
present  engagement  of  youi*  mind  in  worthy  objects  ?  IHd  I  not,'^ 
m  your  pernon,  make  the  handsomest  apology  for  absent-of-mbd 
people  tnat  was  ever  made  ?  If  these  things  be  not  so,  I  never 
Knew  what  I  wrote  or  meant  by  my  writing,  and  have  been  pennit 
lilx^lw  all  my  life  without  being  aware  of  it.  Does  it  follow  that' 
Hhould  have  exprest  iTiVBelf  exactly  in  the  Bame  way  of  those  de 
old  eyes  of  yours  now — now  that  father  Time  has  conspired  with  a 
hard  taHk-mn«ter  to  put  a  last  extinguisher  upon  them  ?  I  should 
wm  noon  have  insulted  the  Answerer  of  Salmasius,  when  he  awoke 
fit  nil  hi!*  ended  ta.sk,  and  saw  no  more  with  mortal  vision.  But  ycJ 
art*  iimtiy  films  removed  yet  from  Milton's  calamity.  You 
piTfeclly  intelligibly.  Marry ^  the  letters  are  not  all  of  the 
size  or  tallnesh ;  but  that  only  shows  your  proficiency  in  the  hands- 
text,  gennan-hand^  court -hand,  sometimes  law-hand^  and  aflbrds 
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variety.  You  pen  better  than  you  did  a  twelvemonth  ago;  and  if 
you  continue  to  improve,  you  bid  fair  to  win  the  golden  pen  which 
IS  the  prize  at  your  young  gentlemen's  academy.  But  you  mu:^t  be- 
ware of  ValpVvaiid  his  printing-house,  that  hazy  cave  of  Trophonins, 
out  of  whicn  it  was  a  mercy  that  you  e^scaped  with  a  glimmer.  Be- 
ware of  MSS,  and  Variae  Lectiones,  Settle  the  text  for  once  in 
your  mind,  and  stick  to  it  You  have  some  years'  good  sight  in 
you  yet,  if  you  do  not  tamper  with  it.  It  is  not  for  you  (for  us  I 
should  say)  to  go  poring  into  Greek  contractions,  and  star-gazing 
upon  slim  Hebrew  poin^.     We  have  yet  the  sight 

Of  suTii  and  moon«  and  star^  throughout  ihe  year* 
And  man  and  woman. 

You  have  vision  enough  to  disceni  Mrs,  Dyei*  from  the  other  comely 
gentlewoman  who  lives  up  at  staircase  No.  5;  or,  if  you  should 
make  a  blunder  in  the  twilight,  Mrs.  Dyer  has  too  much  good  sense 
to  be  jealous  for  a  mere  effect  of  imperfect  optics.  But  don't  try 
to  write  the  Lord's  Prayer,  Creed,  and  Ten  Commandments,  in  the 
compass  of  a  halfpenny;  nor  run  after  a  midge  or  a  mote  to 
catch  it ;  and  leave  off  bunting  for  needles  in  bushels  of  hay, 
for  aJl  these  things  strain  the  eyes.  The  snow  is  six  feet  deep  in 
some  parts  here*  I  must  put  on  jack -boots  to  get  at  the  post-office 
with  this*  It  is  not  good  for  weak  eyes  to  pore  upon  snow  too 
much.  It  lies  in  drifts.  I  wonder  wfiat  its  arit^  is;  only  that  it 
makes  good  pancakes,  remind  Mrs*  Dyer*  It  turns  a  pretty  green 
world  into  a  white  one*  It  glares  too  much  for  an  innocent  colour, 
methinks.  I  wonder  why  you  think  I  dislike  gilt  edges.  They 
set  off  a  letter  marvellously*  Yours,  for  instance,  looks*  for  all 
the  world  like  a  tablet  of  curious  hieroglyphics  in  a  gold  frame. 
But  don*t  go  and  lay  this  to  your  eyes*  Yon  always  wrote  hiero- 
glyphicatly,  yet  not  to  come  up  to  the  mystical  notations  and 
conjuring  characters  of  Dr,  Parr.  You  never  wrote  what  I  call 
a  schoolmaster's  hand,  like  Clarke  j  nor  a  woman*^  hand,  like 
Southey ;  nor  a  missal  hand*  like  Poraon ;  nor  an  al  I -of- the- 
wrong-side-sloping  hand,  like  Miss  Hay^ ;  nor  a  dogmatic,  Mede- 
and -Persian,  peremptory  hand,  like  Rickman ;  but  you  ever  wrote 
what  I  call  a  Grecian's  hand  ;  what  the  Grecians  write  (or  used)  at 
Christ's  Hospital ;  such  as  Whalley  would  have  admired,  and  Boyer 
have  applauded,  hut  Smith  or  Atwood  (writing-masters)  would 
have  horsed  you  for*  Your  bov-of-genius  hand  and  your  mercantile 
hand  are  various*  By  your  flourishes,  I  should  think  you  never 
learned  to  make  eagles  or  corkscrews,  or  flourish  the  govemora' 
names  in  the  writing-school ;  and  by  the  tenor  and  cut  of  your 
letters  I  suspect  you  were  never  in  it  at  all.  By  the  len^h  of  this 
icrawl  you   will   think  I  have  a  design  upon  your  optics  ;  but  I 
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have  writ  as  large  as  I  could  out  of  respect  to  them— too  la 
indeed,  for  beauty.  Mine  is  a  soit  of  deputy  Grecian'!^  ha 
little  better*  and  more  of  a  worldly  hand,  tHau  a  Grecian's 
atill  remote  from  the  mercantile.  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but , 
keep  my  rank  in  fancy  still  since  school-days.  I  can  never 
I  waa  a  deputy  Grecian!  And  writing  to  yon,  or  to  Cole 
befiides  affection,  I  feel  a  reverential  deference  as  to  Grecians 
I  keep  my  soaring  way  above  the  Great  Ercusinians,  yet  far  beneati 
the  other.  Alas  i  what  am  I  now  ?  what  is  a  Leadenhall  cler 
or  India  ^>ensiouer  to  a  deputy  Grecian  ?  How  art  thou  fallen^  i 
Lucifer  I     Just  room  for  our  loves  to  Mrs.  D.,  &c, 

C.  Lamb, 

Note 

["  I  never  writ  of  yon  but  con  aTnore.^*    Lamb  refers  particularlv 
to  the  Elia  essay  "  Oxford  in  the  Vacation  "  in  the  LorCion  Mag^ 
^i?i€,  where  G.  D/s  absence  of  mind  and  sinipHcity  of  char 
were  dwelt  upon  more  intimately  than  Dyer  liked  (see  \^ol.  IL 
this  edition,  pi^^  10  and  31S), 

Dyer  was  gradually  going  blind  tlirough  lone  yeans  of  study, 
overwork  upon  James  Valpy's  edition  t»f  the  Claissics. 

"  Obrepens  senectiia.^*     Creeping  on  of  old  age< 

"  The  Answerer  of  Salmasius  " — Milton. 

*'  Of  sun,   and  moon,  and   star  .  .  ."     From  Milton^s  Becon 
eonnet  to  Cyriack  Skinner. 

"  Comely  *'  Mrs*  Dyer     But  in  the  letter  to  Mrs*  Shelley  on 
7S9  Mrs.  D.  had  been  "  plain  "  ^      ^ 

Dyer  had  been  a  Grecian  before  Lamb  was  born.  Clfl 
would  be  Chai'Ies  Cowden  Clarke,  with  whose  father  Dyer 
been  an  usher.  For  Miss  Hayes  see  note  on  page  156. 
Rev.  Peter  Whalley  was  Upper  Grammar  Master  in  Dyer's  day! 
Boyer,  Lamb  and  Coleridge's  master,  succeeded  him  in  ITfm 
Smith  was  Writing  Master  at  the  end  of  the  seventeenth  centur 

Lamb  had  never  become  a  Grecian,  having  an  impediment 
his  speech  which  made  it  impossible  that  he  should  take  orde 
the  natural  fate   of  Grecians,  with   profit,     Gre^it   Erasmus 
Little  Erasmus  are  still  the  names  of  classes   in   the  Bluc-C'c 
School.     Grecians  were  the  Little  Krasniians. 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  P.  G.  Patmore,  dat 
April  10,  1831,  not  available  for  this  edition  ;  in  which  Lamb  my 
of  the  publisher  of  the  New  Monthly  Magazine  :  "  Nature  nev 
wrote  Knave  upon  a  face  more  legible  than  upon  that  felloe 
— '  CoaUburn  him  in  Beelzebnb^s  deepest  pit.'  I  can  promise  litt 
help  if  you  mean  literary,  when  I  reflect  that  for  5  yeare  I  haf 
been  feeling  the  necessity  of  sc^ribbling  but  have  never  found  th 
power.  <  .  ,  Moxon  is  my  go  between,  call  on  him^  63  New 
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St,  he  ii  a  very  good  fellow  and  the  bookseller  is  not  yet  bum'd 
into  him,"  Patmore  was  seeking  a  publisher  for,  I  Imagine,  bk 
Chafswortk  (see  page  7S7), 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb,  dated  April  13^  18S1, 
which  CanoD  Ainger  colliders  was  written  to  Gary  and  Mr.  Hazliit 
ta  Coleridge.     It  stat^  that  Lamb  Ls  dally  expecting  Wordsworth,] 

LETTER  508 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  BERNARD  BARTON 

April  30i  I  S3 1, 

VIR  Bone  I — Recepi  literas  tuas  amicissimaH,  et  in  mentem  venit 
resjponsiiro  mihi,  vel  raroj  vel  nunquam,  inter  nos  intercedisse 
Latinam  Imguani,  organum  rescribendij  lot|ueQdive.  Epistola?  tuae, 
Plinianis  elegantiis  (supra  quod  Trksiulo  deceat)  refertae,  tarn  a 
verbis  Pliniank  adeo  abhorrent,  ut  ne  vocem  quamquam  (Romanam 
scUicet)  habere  videarisj  nuam  "ad  canem,"  ut  aiunt,  "rejectare 
possis."  Forsan  d^uetudo  Latinissandi  ad  vemaculam  linguam 
usitandam,  ptusquam  opus  sit,  coegit.  Per  adagia  qu±edam  nota,  et 
in  ore  omnium  pervulgata,  ad  Latinitatis  perditte  recuperationem 
revocare  te  institui. 

Felis  in  abaco  est.  et  aegre  videt. 

Omne  quod  splendet  nequaquam  aurum  putes, 

Impona^  ecjuo  niendicum,  cquitabit  idem  ad  diabolum. 

Fur  commode  a  fure  prenditur< 

O  Maeia,  Ma&ia^  valde  contraeia,  quomodo  crescit  hortulne 
tuus? 

Nunc  niajora  canamus. 

Thomas,  Thomas,  de  Islington,  usorem  duxit  die  nupera  Do- 
minica, Reduxit  domum  postera.  Succedenti  baculum  emit, 
Postridie  ferit  lUam.  iEgrescit  ilJa  subsequenti.  Proxima  (nempe 
Veneris)  est  Mortua,  Plurimum  gestiit  Thomas^  qu6d  appropin- 
quanti  Sabbaio  effeienda  sit. 

Homer  quidam  Johannulus  in  angulo  sedebat,  artocreas  quasdam 
deglutiens,  Inseruit  poUiceSj  pruna  nana  evellens>  et  magnd  voce 
exclamavit  "  Dii  boni,  quiim  bonus  puer  fio !  " 

Diddle-diddle-dumkins  I  meus  unicus  Hlius  Johannes  cubitum 
ivit,  integris  braccia,  caligd  una  tantum,  indutus*  Diddle-diddle, 
etc.     Da  Capo, 

Hie  adium  saltans  Joannula.  Cum  nemo  adsit  mihi,  semper  resto 
wla. 

iGnigma  mihi  hoc  solvas^  et  (Edipus  fies. 
Qua  mtione  assimulandus  sit  equus  Teemulo? 
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Qui^pe  cui  tota  communicatio  sit  per  hay  et  K£IgH|  juxta  con- 
silium illud  DonLmicum^  ''  Fiat  onmis  comtnunicatia  restra  Yea    ' 

In  his  Bugis  caram  diem  consumo,  dum  invigilo  valettidmi  cariori^ 
nastrfe   Emmae,  quas  apud   oos  jaoidudum   aegrotat.     Saivere 
jubet  mecum  Maria  niea,  ipsa  integra  valet udine, 

Elia. 

Ab  agro  Enfeldiease  datum,  Aprilis   nescio  quibus  Calendis 
Davus  sum,  non  Catendarius. 

PM. — Perdita  in  toto  est  Billa  Reformat ura. 

Ncn-E 

[Mr.  Stephen  Gwynn  gives  me  the  following  trariElation  ; — 

Good  Sm^  I  have  received    your  most  kind    letter,  and   it  ha 
entered  my  mind  as  I  began  to  reply,  that  the  Latin  tongue 
seldom  or  never  been  used  between  us  sts  the  instrument  of  coe 
verse  or  correspondence.    Your  letters,  filled  with  Plinian  elegancie 
(more  than  becomes  a  Quaker),  are  so  alien  to  Pliny's  language,  thai 
you  seem  not  to  have  a  word  (that  is,  a  Roman  word)  to  throw, 
the  saying  is,  at  a  dog*    Perchance  the  disuse  of  Latinising  had  con4 
strained  you  more  than  is  right  to  the  use  of  the  vernaculan 
have  determined  to  recall  you  to  the  recovery  of  your  lost  I^tinitj| 
by  certain  well-known  adages  common  in  all  mouths. 

The  cat's  in  the  cupboard  and  she  can't  see. 

All  that  glitteis  is  not  gold. 

Set  a  beggar  on  horseback  and  he^ll  ride  to  the  Devih 

Set  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief. 

Mary,  Mary,  quite  contraryj  how  does  your  garden  grow  ? 
Now  let  us  sing  of  weightier  matters. 

Tom,  Tom,  of  Islington,   wed  a  wife  on  Sunday,     He  brought 
her  home  on  Monday.      Bought  a  stick  on  Tuesday*      Beat  ne 
well  on  Wednesday*     She  wa^  sick  on  Thursday.     Dead  on  Friday 
Tom  wa^  glad  on  Satunlay  night  to  bury  his  wife  on  Sunday. 

Little  Jack  Horner  sat  in  a  comer,  eating  his  Christmas^  pie.     Hi! 
put  in  his  thumb  and  drew  out  a  plumb  and  cried  "  Good  Heave 
what  a  good  boy  am  1 1 " 

Diddle,  diddle,  dumkinsl  my  son  John  Went  to  bed  with  his" 
bi-eeches  on  ;  One  shoe  oft' and  the  other  ghoe  on.  Diddle,  diddle,  etc,_ 
(Da  Capo.) 

Here  am  I,  jumping  Joan*     When  no  one's  by,  Vm  all  alone. 

Solve  me  this  enigma,  you  shall  be  an  CEdipus. 

Why  is  a  horse  like  a  Quaker  ? 

Because  all  his  communication  is  by  Hay  and  Neigh,  aft 
Lord's  coun^l,  "  Let  all  your  communication  be  Yea  and  Na) 
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In  these  trifles  I  waste  the  precious  day,  while  watching  over  the 
hmlth  of  our  more  pi^cious  Emma,  who  has  been  sick  in  our  house 
this  long  time.  My  Mary  sends  you  greeting  with  me,  she  herself 
in  sound  health. 

Given  from  tlie  EDfielci  country  seat,  on  I  know  not  what  Calends 
of  April — I  am  Davus  not  an  Almanac,^ 

P.S.— The  Reform  Bill  h  lost  altogether. 

The  Reform  Bill  was  introduced  on  March  1, 18S1,  by  Lord  John 
Hussell ;  the  second  reading  was  carried  on  March  i22  by  a  majority 
of  1.  On  its  commitment  on  April  19  there  was  a  majority  of  8 
against  the  Government.  Four  days  later  the  Government  was 
again  defeated  by  2^  and  Parliament  was  dissolved.  But  later,  of 
course,  the  Reform  Bill  was  passed,] 

LETTER  509 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  H.  R  GARY 

[Dmted  at  end  :]  Datum  ab  agro  EnfeldJensif 
Mail  die  Hext^^  tSji* 

ASSIDENS  est  mihi  bona  soror,  Euripiden  evolvens,  donum 
vestrum,  carissime  Cary,  pro  quo  gratias  agimus^  lectori 
atque  iterum  lecturi  idem.  Pergratus  est  liber  am1bobu.s  nempe 
**Sacerdotis  Commiseration  is/*  sacrum  opus  a  te  ipso  Homanissinise 
Heligionis  Sacerdote  dono  datum.  Lachrymantes  gavisuri  sumus; 
«st  ubi  dolor  fiat  voluptas;  nee  semper  dulce  mihi  est  ridere; 
aiiquando  eommutandum  est  he !  he  f  he  t  cum  heu  I  heu  !  heu  ! 

A  Musis  Tr^cis  me  non  penitus  abhorruisse  testis  sit  Carmen 
Calami tosum,  nescio  quo  au tore  hnguti  prius  Yemacula  scriptum,  et 
tiupirime  a  me  ipso  Latine  versum,  scilicet, "  Tom  Tom  of  Islington." 

Tenuistine? 

*•  Thomas  Thomas  dc  iRlington, 

Uxorem  dyxit  Die  quidam  Solis, 

Abduxit  domum  sequenti  die^ 

Emit  baculum  subsequent!, 

Vapulat  ilia  poster!, 

iEgrotat  succedenti,  Mortua  fit  craBtiiiA." 

£t  tniro  gaudio  affieitur  Thomas  luce  posteri  quod  subsequenti 
{^oempe,  Dominica)  uxor  sit  efterenda. 

**  En  Iliades  Domesticaa  I 

En  circulam  calamiutum  1 

Plane  hebdomadalem  tragtEdiam.'* 

X  nunc  et  confer  Euripiden  vcstruni  his  luetibiis,  hac  morte 
uxoria;  confer  Alcesten !  Hecuben!  quasnon  antJ4uas  Heroinaa 
Dolorosa^. 

1  Allusion  to  the  phrase  of  Davus  the  aervafit  in  Plauiuft— ♦*  Davus  ium  non 

CEdipus." 
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Sulfundor  genan  [acbrymiSi^  tantai  strages  reTolvens.  Quid  iBstat 
nki  quod  Tecum  Tuara  Camm  salutamus  ambosque  valere  jubeamu% 
aosiiiet  ipi  bene  vaientea.  Elia, 

Note 

[Mr.  Stephen  Gwjnn  gives  me  the  following  translation ; — 
Sitting  by  me  is  my  good  sister,  turning  over  Euripides,  your 
gift,  dear  Gary  [a  pun  here, "  carissime  care  "]j  for  which  we  thank  you, 
and  will  read  ana  re-read  it.  Most  acceptable  to  both  of  us  is  this 
book  of  "  Pity's  Priest,"  a  sacred  work  of  your  bestowing,  yourself 
a  priest  of  the  most  humane  Religion.  We  shall  take  our  pleasure 
weeping;  theru  are  times  when  pain  turns  pleasure,  and  I  would 
not  always  be  laughing:  sometimes  there  should  be  a  change — A^u 
hew  !  for  he  /  he  7 

That  I  have  not  shi-unk  from  the  Tragic  Muses,  witness  this 
Lamentable  Ballad,  first  written  in  the  veoiacular  by  I  know  not 
what  author  and  lately  by  myself  put  into  Latin  T,  T;  of  Islington. 
Have  you  heard  it?  (^'ee  translation  of  preceding  letter.) 
And  Thomas  is  possessed  with  a  wondrous  joy  on  the  following 
morning,  because  on  the  next  day,  that  is,  Sunday,  his  wife  must 
be  buried. 

ho,  your  ddmestic  tliadB  l 
Lo,  the  whed  of  CalaiDitica 
The  true  tragedy  of  a  week. 

Go  to  now,  compare  your  Euripides  with  the^  sorrows,  this  death  of 
a  wife  I  Compare  Alcestis !  Hecuba !  or  what  not  other  sorrowing 
Heroines  of  antiquity* 

My  cheeks  are  tear>bedewed  as  I  revolve  such  slaughter.  What 
more  to  say,  but  to  salute  you  Gary  and  your  Cara,  and  wish  you 
health,  ourselves  enjoying  it. 

In  Mary  and  Charles  Lamb,  1874,  by  W.  C,  Hazlitt,  in  the 
Catalogue  of  Charles  Lamb's  Library,  for  sale  by  Bartlett  and 
Welford,  New  York,  is  this  item  : — ^^Euripidis  Tragedicv^  inierp. 
Lat  8vo.  Oxonii,  18^1  ",  "  C.  and  M.  Lamb,  from  H.  F.  Gary," 
on  flyleaf.     This  must  be  tiie  book  mferred  to. 

Euripides  has  been  ciblied  the  priest  of  pity*] 

I^TTER  510 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[p.M,  July  1 4,  183 1.] 

COLLIER'S  Book  would  be  right  acceptable.    And  also  a  sixth 
vol  just  published  of  Nichols's  Illustrations  of  the  Literary 
History  of  18th  Century.    I  agree  with  you,  and  do  yet  rwt  disagree 
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with  W.  W,,  oA  to  H.     It  rejoyced  my  heart  to  read  bis  friendly 
spirited  mention  of  your  pnblicationi?.      It  might  be  a  drawback 
to  my  pleajsnre,  that  he  has  tiied  to  decry  my  *'  Nicky/*  but  on 
delibemte  re-  and  reperiisal  of  hk  censure  I  cannot  in  the  remotest 
degree  understand  what  he  means  to  say.     He  and  I  used  to  dis- 
pute about  Hell  Eternities,  I  Uking  the  affirmatit^e.     I  love  to 
pu^le  atheists^  and — paraona      I  fancy  it  runs  in  his  head,  that 
I  meant  to  rivet  the  idea  of  a  pei^«>ual  deviL     Then  about  the 
glorious  three  days  !   there  was  never  a  year  or  day  in  my  past  life, 
since  I  was  j>en-worthy^  that  I  should  not  have  written  precisely  as 
I  havE.     Logic  and  modesty  are  not  among  H.'s  virtues.     Talfourd 
flattei?  me  upon  a  poem  which  *^^  nobody  but  I  could  have  written," 
hut   which    I  have  neither  seen  nor  heard    of — **The  Banquet," 
or   "  Banqueting  Somethings"  that  has  appeared  in  The  Tatler. 
Know  you  of  it  ?      How  c<i  pi  tally   the  Frt^nchman  has  analysed 
Satan  I     I  was  hinder'd,  or  I  was  about  doing  the  same  thing  in 
English,  for  him  to  put  into  French,  as  I  prosified  Hood's  mid* 
summer  fairies.     The  garden  of  cabbage  escap'd  him^  he  turns  it 
into  a  garden  of  pot  herbs.    So  local  allusions  perish  in  translation. 
About  8  days  before  you  told  me  of  R.'s  interview  with  the  Premier, 
I,  at  the  desire  of  Badams,  wrote  a   letter   to  him  (Badams)  in 
the  most  moving  terms  setting  forth    the   age,  infirmities  &c,  of 
Coleridge,    This  letter  was  conveyed  to  [by]  B.  to  his  friend  Mr,  El  lice 
of  the  Treasury,  Brother  in  Law  to  Lord  Grey,  who  immediately 
pass'd  it  on  [to]  Lord  Grey,  who  assured  him  of  immediate  relief  by 
a  grant  on  the  King's  Bounty,  which  news  E.  communicated  to 
B,  with  a  desire  to  confer  with  me  on  the  subject,   on   which  I 
went  up  to  THE  Treasury  (yesterday  fortnight)  and  was  received 
by  the   Great  Man  with  the  utmost  cordiality,  (shook  hands  witli 
me  coming  and  going)  a  fine  hearty  Gentleman,  and,  as  seeming 
willing  to  reUeve  any  anxiety  from  nie,  promised   me  an   answer 
thro'  Badams  in  S  or  S  days  at  furthest.     Meantime  Gil  man's  ex- 
traordinary insolent  letter  comes  out  in  the  Times  1     As  to  m;y 
acquiescing  in  this  strange  step,  I  told  Mr.  Ellice  (who  expressly 
said  that  the  thing  was  renewable  three-yearly)  that  I  considered 
such  a  grant  as  almost  equivalent  to  the  lost  pension,  as  from  C's 
appearance  and  the  representations  of  the  Gilmans,  I  scarce  could 
think  C/s  life  worth  2  years'  purchase,     I  did  not  know  that  the 
Chancellor  had  been  previously  applied  to»     Well,  after  seeing 
Ellice  I  wrote  in  the  most  urgent  manner  to  the  Gilmans,  insisting 
on  an  immediate  letter  of  acknowledgment  from  Coleridge,  or  them 
in  his  TUime  to  Badams,  who  not  knowing  C,  had  come  forward 
80  disinterestedly  amidst  his  complicated  illnesses  and  embarrass- 
mants,  to  use  up  an  interest,  which  he  may  so  well  need,  in  favor  of 
a  stranger;  and  from  that  day  not  a  letter  has  B,  or  even  myself. 


received  from  Highgate,  unless  that  published  one  in  the  Ti/msB 
is  meant  as  a  general  answer  to  all  the  friends  who  have  stirred 
to  do  G.  service  f  Poor  C,  is  not  to  blame,  for  he  is  in  leading 
strings,— *I  particularly  wish  you  would  read  this  part  of  my  note  to 
Mr,  Rogers,  Now  for  home  matters—Our  next  2  Sundays  will 
be  choked  up  with  all  the  Sugdeos,  Tlie  third  will  be  free*  when 
we  hope  you  will  show  your  sister  the  way  to  Enfield  and  leave  her 
with  us  for  a  few  days.  In  the  mean  while^  could  you  not  run  down 
some  week  day  (afternoon,  say)  and  sleep  at  the  Horse  Shoe  ?  I 
want  to  have  my  ^  vol  Elias  bound  Specimen  fashion^  and  to  con- 
sult you  about  'em,  Kenney  has  just  assured  nie  that  he  has  iust 
touch'd  <£100  from  the  theatre;  you  are  a  damn'd  fool  if  you  oont 
exact  your  Tythe  of  him,  and  with  that  assurance  I  re^t 

Your  Brother  fool         C,  L. 

Note 

[Collier's  book  would  he  his  History  of  English  Dramatic 
Poetry^  1831,  Nichob's  Illustrations  had  been  begun  by  John 
Nichols,  and  six  volumes  were  pybliahed  between  1817  and  1831, 
It  was  completed  in  two  more  volumes  by  his  son,  John  Bowyer 
Nichols  in  1848  and  1858. 

*'H."— Leigh  Hunt.  We  do  not  know  what  W.  W.,  pre- 
sumably Wordsworth,  had  to  say  of  him ;  but  this  is  bow  Hunt 
had  referred  to  Moxon's  publications  and  Lamb's  Satan  in  Search 
of  a  Wife  in  The  Tatler  for  June  4,  1881,  the  occasion  being  a 
review  of  "Selections  imm  Wordsworth"  for  schools:  — 

Mr.  Moxon  has  begun  His  Cftieer  as  a  bookseUer  in  Bingutaily  high  taste.  He 
has  no  connection  but  with  the  select  of  the  earth.  The  least  thing  he  does*  is 
to  give  us  a  dandy  poem,  suitable  to  Bond  street,  and  not  without  wjt  We  allude 
to  the  Byronian  brochure,  entitled  *'  MiukU/.^'  But  this  is  a  mere  condescension 
to  the  elegance  of  the  street  he  lives  in.  Mr.  Moxon  commenced  with  some  of  the 
primaeval  delicacies  of  Chart ti  Lamb,  He  then  astonished  us  with  Mr*  Rogers* 
poems  on  /iofy.  ...  Of  some  of  these  pubUcations  wc  have  already  spokcn,-^Mr. 
Lamb's  Album  Vents  among  them.  And  why  (the  reader  may  ask)  not  have  noticed 
his  Saian  in  Search  of  a  IVi/e  ?  Because,  to  say  the  truths  we  did  not  think  it  worthy 
of  him.  We  rejoice  in  Mr,  Lamb's  accession  to  the  good  cause  advocated  by  Sterne 
and  Bums,  refreshed  by  the  wholesome  mirth  of  Mr*  MoncrielTi  and  finally  carried 
(like  a  number  of  other  astonished  humanities,  who  little  thought  of  the  matter,  and 
are  not  all  sensible  of  it  now)  on  the  triumphant  shoulders  of  the  Glorious  Three 
Days,  But  Mr.  Lamb,  in  the  extreme  sympathy  of  his  dthght,  has  taken  for  granied, 
that  everything  that  can  he  uttered  on  the  subject  will  be  held  to  be  worth  uttering, 
purely  for  its  own  sake,  and  because  it  could  not  well  have  been  gaid  twelve  months 
ago.  He  merges  himself,  out  of  the  pure  transport  of  his  good  will,  into  the  joyous 
common-places  of  others  ;  just  as  if  he  had  joined  a  great  set  of  children  in  tossing 
over  some  mighty  bowl  of  snap-dragon,  too  scalding  to  bear ;  and  thought  that  nothing 
could  be  so  good  as  to  echo  their  *'  hurras  I  **  FurthermorCj  we  fear  that  some  of  his 
old  friends^  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  Hou$c^  would  think  a  little  of  his  merriment 
profane  \  though  for  our  parts,  if  we  are  certain  of  anything  in  this  world,  it  is  that 
nothing  can  be  more  Christian, 


1831 


COLERIDGE'S  PENSION 


877 


**The  Banquet"  I  canaot  find  thia  poem.  It  is,  I  think,  not 
in  The  TatUr, 

*'  Haw  capitally  the  Frenchman  .  ,  "  I  cannot  find  any  French 
f^u^phiBse  of  Satan  in  Search  of  a  Wife^  nor  has  a  search  at  the 
Biblioth^ue  Nationale  in  Paris  revealed  one* 

**B,*s  interview  with  the  Premier.*'  R.  would  be  Rogei-s, 
Perhaps  the  best  explanation  of  this  portion  of  Lamb*s  letter 
is  the  following  pai^^age  from  Mr*  Djkes  Campbeirs  memoir  of 
Coleridge  :^ 

On  June  a6t  1S30,  died  George  IV„  and  with  him  died  the  pensjons  of  the  Royal 
Aesodates,  Apparently  they  did  not  find  this  out  until  the  following  year-  In  the 
EngHshmati^s  ifttgaiiiu  for  June  183 1^  attention  was  directed  to  the  fact  that  *Mn- 
limation  had  been  given  to  Mr.  Coleridge  and  his  brother  Associate!;  that  they  must 
expect  their  allowances  *  very  shortly  to  cease" — the  allowances  having  been  a 
personal  bounty  of  the  late  King.  On  June  3,  1S31,  Gillman  ^*tote  a  letter  to  the 
Times^  **  in  consequence  of  a  paragraph  which  appeared  in  the  Tim  ft  of  this  day/' 
He  states  that  on  the  sudden  suppression  of  the  honorarium,  representations  on 
Coleridge's  beha!f  were  made  to  Lord  Brougham,  with  the  result  that  the  Treasury^ 
(Lord  Grey)  offered  a  private  grant  of  £aao,  which  Coleridge  **  had  felt  it  his  duty 
most  respectfully  to  decline."  Stuart,  however,  wrote  to  King  Wilham's  son,  the 
Eart  of  Munster,  pointing  out  the  hardship  entailed  on  Coleridge,  ''who  is  old  and 
infirm,  and  without  other  means  of  subsistence/'  He  begs  the  Earl  to  lay  the  matter 
before  hi*  royal  father.  To  this  a  reply  carne,  excusing  the  King  on  account  of  his 
**  very  reduct^d  income/*  but  promising  that  the  matter  Ehall  be  laid  before  His 
Majesty.  To  these  letters,  which  arc  printed  in  LttUts  /rum  iki  Lake  Poeti  (pages 
319-542),  the  following  note  is  appended:  "  The  annuity  .  .  .  was  not  renewedt  but 
a  sum  of  £300  was  ultimately  handed  over  to  Coleridge  by  the  Treasury/'  Even 
apart  &on>  this  bounty,  Coleridge  was  not  a  sufferer  by  the  withdrawal  of  the  King's 
pension,  for  Frere  made  it  up  to  him  annually. 

It  is  intei-esting  to  know  that  Lamb  played  so  useful  and  character- 
istic a  part  in  this  matter, 

*'The  Sugdens,"  I  do  not  identify  these  friends* 
"Sd  vol.  Elias,"  This  wotdd  refer,  I  think,  to  the  American 
volume,  publii^hed  without  authority^  in  1828,  under  the  title  Elia  ; 
VT^  Second  SfHes^  whit-h  Lamb  told  N.  R  Willis  he  likec].  It  con- 
tained three  pieces  not  by  Lamb;  the  rest  made  up  from  the 
Works  and  the  London  Magazine  (see  Vol.  IL,  page  301),] 


LETITR  511 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 


^^^^H        Ptay  forward  the  enclosed,  or  put  it  in  the  post. 

^^K  [No  date,    Barly  Augtitt,  iSji ,J 

■     T^EAR  M. — The  R,A.  here  memorised  was  George  Da  we,  whom 
I      1^     I  knew  well  and  heard  mar 
I      W>:sTAu^  at  H.  Rogers's — to  easi 


I  knew  well  and  heard  many  anecdotes  of,  from  Daniels  and 

n  of  them  it  will  be  well  to  send 
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a  Mag.  in  my  name.     It  will  fly  like  wild  fire  among  tKe  R.  Acade- 
midanB  and  artists.     Could  you  get  hold  of  Proctor — hh  chambers 
are  in  Lincoln*s  Inn  at  Montagu's — or  of  Janus  Weatheiicock  ? — botli 
of  their  pro8e  is  capitaK     Don't  encourage  poetry*    The  Peter^s  Net  i 
does  not  intend  funny  things  only^     All  la  fish.     And  lea%^  out 
the  sickening  Elia  at  the  cud.     Then  it  may  comprise  letters  and 
characters  addrest  to  Peter — but  a  signature  forces  it  to  be  all  i 
characteristic  of  the  one  man  Elia,  or  the  one  man  Peter,  which 
cramped  me  formerly.     I  have  agreed  not  for  my  sister  to  know  the  j 
subject**  I  chuse  till  the  Mag,  comes  out;  so  beware  of  speaking  of  1 
'em,  or  writing  about  'em,  m\e  generally.     Be  particular  about  this 
warning.     Can't  you  drop  in  some  afternoon,  and  take  a  bed  ? 

The  Athenmtim  has  been   hoaxed   with  some  exquisite  poefary  I 
that  was  2  or  3  months  ago  in  Hone's  Book,      I  like  your  Ist 
No.  capitally.     But  is  it  not  *>mall  ?     Come  and  see  us,  week  day  I 
if  possible.  C\  L. 

Note 

[Moxon  had  just  acquired  The  Engliahman^a  Magazine  and 
Lamb  contributed  to  the  September  number  his  "  Recollections 
of  a  Late  Royal  Academician,^'  George  Da  we  (see  Vol,  L  of  this 
edition,  page  pS31),  under  the  general  title  "  Peter's  Net."  Daniels 
may  have  been  Thomas  or  William  Daniell,  both  land^ape  paintefs^ 
Westall  may  have  been  Richard  WestaJl,  the  historical  painter,  or 
William  Westall,  the  topographical  painter.  H.  Rogeo  was  Henry 
Rogers,  brother  of  the  poet. 

"The  Athenmum  has  been  hoaxed,"    The  exquisite  poetry  waB, 
FitzGerald's  *'  Meadows  in  Spring  "  (see  next  letter),] 


LETTER  512 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 


[p.K*  Aug.  5, 1831-] 

SEND,  or  bring  me,  Hone's  No,  for  August. 
Hunt  is  a  fool,  and  his  critics The  anecdotes  of  E.  and  i^^uf 

G,  D.  are  substantially  true.     What  do^  Elia  (or  Pet^)  care  fi^i^r 
dates  ? 

That  is  the  poem  I  mean.     I  do  not  know  who  wrote  it,  hot 
in  Hone's  book  as  fai*  back  as  April, 

Tis  a  poem  I  envy — that  &  Montgomery's  Last  Man  (nothi^-^ 
else  of  his),     I  envy  the  writers,  because  I  feel  I  could  have  doi  ^^ 

something  like  it.     S m  a  coxcomb,     W is  a 

&  a  great  Poet  L- 


isai 


"THE  MEADOWS  IN  SPRING" 
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Note 

[Hone  was  now  editing  his  Year  Book.  Under  the  date  April 
30  had  appeared  Edward  FitzGerald's  poem,  "The  Meadows  in 
Spring,'*  with  the  following  introduction; — 

Theise  verses  are  m  the  old  style ;  rather  homely  in  expression ;  but  I  honestiy 

{irofcRs  to  «tick  more  to  the  simplicity  of  the  old  poets  than  Ihe  moderns,  a.nd  to 
ove  the  philosophical  good  humor  of  our  old  writers  more  than  the  Bickly  melan- 
choly of  the  Byronian  wits.  If  my  veises  be  not  good,  they  are  good  humored, 
aJid  that  [S  something. 

The  editor  of  The  Atkenmum^  in  reprinting  the  pocnij  suggested 
delicately  that  it  was  by  L^nih.  There  is  no  such  poem  by  James 
Montgoinerj*  as  "The  Last  Man."  Canipl>ell  wrote  a  "  Last  Man/' 
and  m  did  Ilood,  but  I  agree  with  C^non  Ainger  that  what  Lamb 
meant  was  Montgomery's  "  Common  Lot,"  I  gi%e  the  two  poems 
in  the  Appendix  (see  pages  960  and  961)  as  illustrations  of  what 
I^mb  envied. 

"Hunt  is  a  fool.**  In  The  Tatler  for  Augu.st  1  Leigh  Hunt 
had  quoted  much  of  r^anib'?*  essay  on  Elliston.  I  do  not,  however, 
find  any  adverse  criticism. 

"E*  and  G.  D/'  Lamb  bad  written  in  the  August  number  of 
The  EnglwkmaiCs  Magazine  his  '*  Reminiscences  of  Elhston." 
Lamb's  article  on  George  Dawe  did  not  appear  till  the  September 
number,  but  perhaps  Moxon  already  had  the  copy,] 


LETTER  513 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[p.m.  Sept.  5,  I $3 1.] 

DEAR  M.,  Your  Letter*s  contents  [^leased  me.  I  am  only  afraid 
of  taxing  you^  yet  I  want  a  stimulus,  or  I  think  I  should 
drag  sadly,  \  shall  keep  the  monies  in  trust  till  t  see  you  fairly 
over  the  next  1  January.  Then  I  shall  look  upon  *em  as  eamea. 
Colbum  shall  be  written  to.  No  part  of  yours  gave  me  more 
pleasure  (no,  not  the  X'lO,  tho'  you  may  gun)  than  that  you  will 
revisit  old  Enfield,  which  1  hope  will  be  always  a  pleasant  idea 
to  you. 

Yours  very  faithfuUy 

Note 

[The  letter's  contents  was  presumably  payment  for  Lamb's  contri- 
button  to  Th^  Englukmana  Magazine,] 
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LETTER  514 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HAZLIIT,  Jr, 

[P.K,  Sept  13,  1S314 

DEAR  W"i^We  have  a  sick  house,  Mrs,  Westw^  daught^*  in 
a  fever,  &  Gmndaughter  in  the  meaz.Ies,  &  it  is  better  to 
see  no  company  just  now,  but  in  a  week  or  two  we  shall  be  very 
glad  to  see  you  ;  come  at  a  hazard  then,  on  a  week  day  if  you  can, 
because  Sundays  are  stufFd  up  with  friendi  on  both  parts  of  this 
great  Ul-mix'd  famUj.  Your  second  letter,  dated  3^  Sept'.,  came 
not  till  Sundy  &  we  staid  at  home  in  evens  in  expectation  of  seeing 
you.  I  have  turned  &  twisted  what  you  ask'ti  me  to  do  in  my 
head,  &  am  obliged  to  say  I  can  not  undertake  it— but  as  a  com- 
position for  declining  it,  will  you  accept  some  verses  which  1  medi- 
tate to  be  addrest  to  you  on  your  father,  &  prefixable  to  your  Life  ? 
Write  me  word  that  I  may  have  *em  ready  against  I  see  you  some 
10  days  hence,  when  I  calculate  the  House  will  be  uninfected.  Send 
your  mother's  addre^. 

If  you  are  likely  to  be  again  at  Cheshunt  before  that  time,  on 
second  thoughts,  drop  in  here,  &  consult — 

Yours, 
C.  L. 
Not  a  line  ib  y^t  written^ — so  say,  if  I  shall  do  *ein* 

Note 

[This  is  the  only  letter  extant  to  the  younger  Hazlitt,  who  was 
then  nearly  twenty,  William  Hazlitt,  tfie  es*>ayiat,  had  died  Sep- 
tember 18,  1880.  Lamb  was  at  his  bedside.  The  memoir  of  him, 
by  his  son,  was  prefixed  to  the  Literary  ReTnains  in  1836,  but  no 
verses  by  Lamb  accompanied  it.  When  this  letter  was  last  sold  at 
Sotheby's  in  June,  1902,  a  copy  of  verses  was  attached  beginning — 

There  lives  at  Winter  slow  a  man  of  such 
Rare  talents  and  deep  learning  .  .  . 

in  the  handwriting  of  William  Hazlitt.     They  bear  more  traces  of 
being  Mary  Lamb^s  work  than  her  brother^s.] 
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LETTER  515 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[r,M.  October  34, 1831.] 

0  address  an  abdicated  monarch  is  a  nice  point  of  breeding. 

To  give  him  his  lost  titles  is  to  mock  him ;  to  withliold  'em 

to  wound  him.     But  bis  Minister  who  falls  with  him  may  be 
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mcefully  sympathetic,  I  do  honestly  feel  for  your  diminution  of 
honoiBf  and  regret  even  the  pleasing  cares  which  are  part  and  parcel 
of  greatnesa.  Your  magnanimous  submisaion,  and  the  cheerful  tone 
of  your  renunciation*  in  a  Letter  which^  without  flattery,  would  have 
made  an  "  Article,"  and  which,  rarely  as  I  keep  letters,  shall  be 
preserved,  comfort  me  a  little.  Will  it  please,  or  plague  you,  to 
say  that  when  your  Parcel  came  I  damned  it,  for  my  pen  was 
warming  in  my  hand  at  a  ludicrous  description  of  a  landscape  of 
an  R,A,,  which  I  calculated  upon  sending  you  to  morrow,  the  last 
day  you  gave  me.  Now  any  one  calling  in,  or  a  letter  coming,  puts 
an  end  to  ray  writing  for  the  day.  Little  did  I  think  that  the 
mandate  had  gone  out,  so  destructive  to  my  occupation,  so  relieving 
to  the  apppehensionis  of  the  whole  body  of  E.A.'s,  So  you  see  I 
had  not  quitted  the  ship  while  a  plank  was  remaining. 

To  drop  metaphors,  I  am  sure  you  have  done  wisely.  The  very 
spirit  of  your  epbtle  speaks  that  you  have  a  weight  off  your  mina. 
I  have  one  on  mine.  The  cash  in  hand,  whichj  as  •  *  *  *  *  * 
less  truly  says,  bums  in  my  pocket*  I  feel  queer  at  returning  it 
(who  does  not  ?).  You  feel  awkward  at  re-taking  it  (who  ought 
not?)  Is  thei-e  no  middle  way  of  adjusting  this  fine  embarrassment? 
I  think  I  have  hit  upon  a  medium  to  skin  the  soi-e  place  over,  if 
not  quite  to  h^l  it.  You  hinted  that  there  might  be  something 
under  ^10  by  and  by  accruing  to  me  DevU*8  Money,  You  are 
mnguine — say  £^ i  10s. — that  1  entirely  renounce  and  abjure  all 
future  interest  in,  I  insist  upon  it,  and  "by  Him  I  will  not  name" 
I  won't  touch  a  penny  of  it.  That  will  split  your  Loss  one  half — 
and  leave  me  conscientious  po>ssessor  of  what  I  hold.  Less  than 
your  assent  to  this,  no  proposal  will  1  accept  of. 

The  Rev,  Mr,  * ,  whose  name  you  have  left  illegible  (is  it  Seo- 

gull  f)  never  sent  me  any  book  on  Christ's  Hospit.  by  which  I  could 
dream  that  I  was  indebted  to  him  for  a  dedication.  Did  G.  D.  send 
his  penny  tract  to  me  to  convert  me  to  Unitarianism  ?  Dear  blunder- 
ing soul  1  why  I  am  as  old  a  one-Goddite  as  himself.  Or  did  he 
think  his  cheap  publication  would  bring  over  the  Methodists  over 
the  way  here  ?  However  Til  give  it  to  the  pew-opener  (in  whom 
I  have  a  little  interest,)  to  hand  over  to  the  Clerk,  whose  wife  she 
sometimes  drinks  tea  with,  for  him  to  lay  before  the  Deacon,  who 
exchanges  the  civility  of  the  hat  with  him,  for  him  to  transmit  to 
the  Minister,  who  shakes  hand  with  him  out  of  Chapel,  and  he,  in 

all  odds,  will with  it, 

I  wish  very  much  to  see  you.  I  leave  it  to  you  to  come  how  you 
will.  We  shall  be  very  glad  (we  need  not  repeat)  to  see  your  sister, 
or  sisters,  with  you — hut  for  you  individually  I  will  just  hint  that 
a  dropping  in  to  Tea  unlook'a  for  about  5,  stopping  bread-n -cheese 
and  gin-and-water^  is  worth  a  thousand  Sundays.     {  am  naturaUy 
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oiiserable  on  a  Sunday,  but  a  week  day  evening  and  Supper  is  like^ 
old  times.     Set  out  now^  and  give  no  time  to  deliberation^ — 

P,iSV— The  2d  vol  of  Elia  is  delightful(-ly  bounds  I  mean)  and 
quite  cheap*     Why,  nian^  'tia  a  Unique — 

If  I  write  niucli  more  I  shall  expand  into  an  article,  which 
cannot  afford  to  let  you  have  so  cheap. 

By  the  by,  to  shew  the  perversencss  of  human   will^ — while 
thought  I  must  furniah  one  of  those  accursed  things  month ly^  \i 
seemed  a  Labour  above  Hercules*8  "  Twelve  '*  in  a  year,  which  wer 
evidently  Monthly  Contributions,     Now  I  am  emancipated,  I  fe* 
as  if  I  had  a  thousand  E^ays  swelling  within  me.     False  feellna 
both. 

I  have  lost  Mr*  Aitken's  Town  addr^s — do  you  know  it  ?     Is  hi 
there? 

Your  ex-Lampoonist,  or  Lamb-punnist — from  Enfield,  Oct.  X4 
or  **  last  day  but  one  for  receiving  articles  that  can  be  inserted/* 

Note 

[Moxon,  finding  The  Englishman's  Magazine  unsucc^sful,  gai? 
it  up  suddenly  after  the  October  number,  the  third  under  his  dit 
tion.  His  letter  to  Lamb  on  the  subject  is  not  now  forthcominfl 
The  ludicrous  description  of  a  landscape  by  an  RA,  i*^  I  imagine 
that  of  the  garden  of  the  Hesperides  in  the  Elia  essay  on  th^ 
"  Barrenness  of  the  Imaginative  Faculty  in  the  Production 
Modem  Art"  (see  Vol,  IL,  page  £27),  Probably  Turner*s  "Ga 
den  of  the  Hesperides  "  in  the  National  Gallery. 

By  "Devil's  Money"  Lamb  means  money  due  for  Satan  i% 
Search  of  a  Wife.     I  do  not  identify  **♦»♦•_ 

**  By  Him  I  will  not  name*^    An  allusion  probably  to  the  Jewish^ 
habit  of  avoiding  Jehovah's?  name  in  their  synagogues, 

**  The  Rev,  Mr,  - — —/*     I  have  not  identified  this  gentleman, 

**  G.  D,  *  .  ,  penny  tract."    I  have  not  found  Dyer^s  tract, 

"  The  2d  vol.  of  Elia."    See  note  on  page  877. 

"  Mr.  Ait  ken."    John  Ait  ken  j  editor  of  ConstabU^B  MiaceUani 
whom  Moxon  would  have  known  at  Hurst  &  Co/s.     See  page  974 


LETTER  516 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[p*M.  Dec,  IS,  1831J 

DEAR  M.  fS.   I  know,  has  an  aversion^  amounting  almc 
to  horror,  of  FL      He  would  not  lend  his  name.    Tl 
otho:  I  might  wring  a  guinea  fix>m»  but  he  is  vm^  properly  shy  of 
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his  guineas.  It  would  be  improper  in  me  to  apply  to  hlm^  and  im- 
pertinent to  the  other.  I  hope  this  will  satisfy  you»  but  don't  give 
ray  reason  to  Hh  friend,  simply,  say  I  decline  it. 

I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  thinking  of  Gary*  Put  me 
down  seven  iihillings  (wasn't  it  ?)  in  your  books,  and  I  set  you  down 
for  more  in  my  good  ones.  One  Co^jy  will  go  down  to  immortality 
TioWi  the  more  lasting  as  the  less  its  leaves  are  disturbed.  This 
Letter  will  cost  you  3d, — but  1  did  not  like  to  be  silent  on  the 
above  f , 

Nothing  with  my  name  will  sell^  a  blast  is  upon  it.  Do  not 
think  of  such  a  thing,  unless  ever  you  become  rich  enough  to 
speculate. 

Being  praised,  and  being  bough*:,  are  different  things  to  a  Book* 
Fancy  books  sell  from  fashion,  not  from  the  number  of  their  real 
likers.  Do  not  come  at  so  long  intervals.  Here  we  are  sure 
to  be. 

Note 

[S.  and  H.  I  do  not  identify — perhaps  Southey  and  Hunt.  Hunt* s 
need  of  guineas  was  chronic.  The  reference  to  Cary  is  not  very 
clear.  Lamb  seems  to  suggest  that  he  is  giving  Cary  a  copy  of  a 
book  that  Cary  will  not  read,  but  will  preserve. 

** Nothing  with  my  name."  Moxon  may  perhaps  have  just 
suggested  publishing  a  second  series  of  Elia,] 
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LErrER  517 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOSEPH  HUME'S  DAUGHTERS 

[No  date,     1833.] 


MANY  thanks  for  the  wrap-rascal,  but  how  delicate  the  in- 
sinuating in,  into  the  pocket,  of  that  Sid.,  in  paper  too ! 
Who  was  it?  Amelia,  Caroline,  Julia,  Augusta,  or  "  Soits  who 
have"? 

As  a  set-otf  to  the  very  handsome  present,  which  I  shall  lay  out 
in  a  pot  of  ale  certainly  to  her  health,  I  have  paid  sixpence  for  the 
mend  of  two  button-holes  of  the  coat  now  retum'd.     She  shall  not 
have  to  say,  "  I  don't  care  a  button  for  her/' 
Adieu,  tres  aimables  J 

Buttons «      6d. 

Gift Si 


Due  from 


n 


which  pray  accept  .  .  .  from  your  foolish  coatforgetting      C.  L. 


^     ^a%.>. 
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Note 

[For  Joseph  Hume  see  the  note  to  Letter  205,  page  455. 
Mn  Hazlitt  writes :  "Amelia  Hume  became  Mrs,  Bennett,  Julia 
Mrs*  Todhunter.  The  latter  personally  informed  me  in  1888 
that  her  Aunt  Augusta  perfectly  recollected  all  the  circumstances 
[of  the  present  note].  The  incident  seems  to  have  taken  place  at 
the  resiaence  of  Mr.  Hume^  in  Percy  Street,  Bloomsbury,  and  it 
was  Amelia  who  found  the  threepence-halfpenny  in  the  coat  which 
Lamb  left  behind  htm,  and  who  repaired  the  button-holes*  The 
sister  who  is  described  as  '  Scots  wha  ha'e '  was  Louisa  Hume ;  it 
was  a  favourite  song  with  her."  Mrs.  Todhunter  supplied  the  date, 
1838.] 


LETTER  518 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  WENTWORTH  DILKE 

[p.u.  March  5^  rS}3.] 

T^R  Sir,  My  friend  Aders,  a  German  merchant,  German  bonij 
X_^  has  opend  to  the  public  at  the  SuflTolk  St*  Gallery  his 
glorious  Collection  of  old  Dutch  and  German  Pictures,  Pray 
see  Uiem.  You  have  only  to  name  my  name,  and  have  a  ticket — 
if  you  have  not  received  one  already*  You  will  possibly  notice  'em, 
and  might  lug  in  the  inclosed,  which  I  wrote  for  Hone's  Year  ,^\ 
Book,  and  has  appear'd  only  there,  when  the  Pictures  were  at  .^Pt 
home  in  Eu&ton  So,  The  fault  of  this  matchless  set  of  pictures  n,^  ^J 
the  admitting  a  few  Italian  pictures  with  *em^  whicn  I  wouldEsdj 
turn  out  to  make  the  Collection  unique  and  pure.  Those  oldEz^  I 
Albert  Durers  have  not  had  their  fame.  I  have  tried  to  illustrat^-we 
'cm.     If  you  print  ray  verses^  a  Copy,  please,  for  me. 

Note 

[The  firat  letter  to  Charles  Wentworth  Dilke  (17894864), 
friend  of  Keats,  Hunt  and  Hood,  editor  of  Dodsley  and  now  editc 
of  The  Athenmum.     Lamb's  venses  ran  thus : — 

TO  C.  ADERS.  Esq. 

On  kit  ColUHion  &/  Paintings  by  tki  old  Gtttimn  Masifrs 

FriendHesi  of  men,  Aders,  I  never  tome 

Within  the  precincts  of  this  sacred  Room, 

But  I  am  struck  with  a  religious  fear, 

Whtcb  lays  **  Let  no  profa.ne  eye  enter  here*** 

With  tuiagcry  from  Heav*n  the  walla  are  clothed, 

Making  the  things  of  Time  seem  iHle  and  loathed* 
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Spare  S^tits,  whole  bodies  seem  iUBtftirt'd  by  Love 
With  Martyrs  old  in  meek  procession  move^ 
Here  kneels  a  weeping  Magdalen,  le&s  bright 
To  hiiman  sense  for  her  blurr'd  cheeks  ;  m  sight 
Of  eyes,  new-touch 'd  by  Heaven,  more  winning  fair 
Than  when  her  heauty  wa^  her  only  care. 
A  Hermit  here  strange  mysteries  doth  unlock 
In  desart  sole*  his  knees  worn  by  the  rock. 
There  Angel  harps  are  soundings  while  below 
Pftlm^hearing  Virgins  in  white  ordcT  go. 
MadonnaiK  varied  with  so  chaste  design, 
While  all  are  different,  each  seems  genuine, 
And  hers  the  only  Jesus :  hard  outline, 
And  rigid  form,  by  Durer's  hand  subdued 
To  matchless  grace,  and  sacro-sanctitude  ; 
Durer^  who  makes  thy  slighted  Germany 
Vic  with  the  praise  of  paint- proud  Italy. 

Whoever  enter'st  here,  no  more  presume 
To  name  a  Parlour,  or  a  Drawing  Room  ; 
But,  bending  bwly  to  each,  holy  Story, 
Make  thii  thy  Chapel,  and  thine  Oratoiy,] 


LETTER  519 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  S.  T  COLERIDGE 

April  14th,  I $3 3. 

MY  dear  Coleridge, — Nat  an  unkind  thought  has  passed  in  my 
brain  about  you.  But  I  have  been  wofully  neglectful  of  you, 
so  that  I  do  not  deserve  to  announce  to  you^  that  if  I  do  not 
hear  from  you  before  then,  I  will  set  out  on  Wednesday  morning 
to  take  you  by  the  hand.  I  would  do  it  this  moment,  but  an 
unexpected  visit  might  flurry  you.  I  shall  take  silence  for  acquies- 
cence, and  come.  I  am  glad  you  could  write  so  long  a  letter.  Old 
loves  to^  and  hope  of  kind  looks  from,  the  Gilmans,  when  I  come. 
Yours  semper  idem  C,  L. 

If  you  ever  thought  an  offence,  much  more  wrote  it,  against  me, 
it  must  have  been  in  the  times  of  Noah  ;  and  the  great  waters  swept 
it  away.  Mary's  most  kind  love,  and  maybe  a  wrong  prophet  of 
your  tiodings  I — here  she  is  crying  for  mere  love  over  your  letter* 
I  wring  out  less,  but  not  sincerer,  showers. 

My  direction  is  simply,  Enfield. 

Note 

[Mr.  Dykes  Campbell's  comment  upon  this  note  is  that  it  wai 
written  to  remove  ^ome  mistaken  sick-man's  fancy.] 
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LETTER  580 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JAMES  SHERIDAN  KNOWLES 

[No  date.    ?  April,  f  flji.] 

DEAR  Kn.^ — I  will  not  see  London  again  without  seeing  you 
pleasant  Play,     In  raeanwhile,  prajj  send  three  or  four  orde 
to  a  Lady  who  can't  afford  to  pay  :  Mass  James,  No*  1  Grove  Road,  I 
Lis^n  Grove,  Paddingtan,  a  day  or  two  before — and  come  and  see 
us  some  Evening  with  my  hitherto  uncorrupted  and  honest  book- 
teller 

Moxon,  C*  Lams. 

Note  i 

[I  have  dated  this  April,  iaS£,  becauae  it  may  refer  to  Knowles* 
play  ''ITie  Hunchback,"  produced  April  5,  18S2,  It  might  abo 
possibly  refer  to  "  The  Wife  "  of  a  year  later,  but  I  think  not] 


I 


I^ETTER  521 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  FORSTER 

[?  Late  April*  1833 J 

One  day  in  my  life 

Do  come.  C.  L* 

HAVE  placed  poor  Mary  at  Edmonton — 

I  Khali  be  veiy^  glad  to  see  the  Hunch  Back  and  Straitl 


the  1st  Evens  they  can  come.     I  am  very  poorly  indeed.     I 
been  cruelly  thrown  out.     Come  and  don  t  let  me  drink  too  much. 
I  drank  more  yesterday  than  I  ever  did  any  one  day  in  my  life 

C.  L.    ■ 

Do  come.  ^ 

Cannot  your  Sister  come  and  take  a  half  bed — or  a  whole  one  ? 

Which,  alas,  we  have  to  spare- 

Note 

[Mary  Lamb  would  have  been  taken  to  Walden  House,  Edmon 
ton>  where  mental  patients  were  received,     A  year  later  the  Lambs 
moved  there  altogether. 

The   Hunchback  would  be  Knowles;    the  Straitback  I  do  not 
recognise. 

John  Forster  (1812-1876),  whom  we  now  meet  for  the  first  time, 
one  of  Lamb's  last  new  friends,  was  the  author^  later,  of  Lives  of 
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the  Siateamen  of  the  Commonwealth  and  the  Lives  also  of  Gold- 
smith and  Dickens.  His  Life  of  Pym^  which  was  in  Vol,  IF.  of  the 
StateBman^  did  not  appear  until  1837,  but  I  assume  that  he  had 
ridden  the  hobby  for  some  years. 

Mr*  Bertram  Bobell  has  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Talfourd,  belong- 
ing probably  to  the  same  period,  asking  him  to  bring  Ryle.  He 
says  that  Moxon  and  Kiiowlea  are  coming ;  and  adds  the  erratum 
"for  M.  and  K.  read  K.  and  M.  Booksellers  after  authors,"'  He 
ends:  '*  Yours  till  Death;  you  are  mine  ^ter" — Talfourd  being 
one  of  his  executors.] 

LETTER  Bm 
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CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON  (?) 

[p*if.  June  I,  1833.] 

AM  a  little  more  than  half  aUve — 
I  was  more  than  half  dead — 
the  Ladies  are  very  agreeable — 
I  flatter  myself  I  am  less  than  disagreeable — 
Convey  this  to  Mr.  Fonster — 

Whom,  with  you*  I  shall  just  be  able  to  see  some  10  days  hence 
and  helieve  me  ever  yours  C.  L. 

I  take  Forster's  name  to  be  John, 
But  you  know  whom  I  mean, 
the  Pyni-praiser 
not  pimp-raiaer. 

Note 

[This  letter  passibly  is  not  to  Moxon  at  all,  as  the  wrapper  (on 
which  is  the  postmark)  may  perhaps  belong  to  another  letter.] 


LETTER  523 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WALTER  WILSON 

[Dated  at  end !  Aug,,  1853.] 

MY  dear  Wilson,  I  cannot  let  my  old  friend  Mrs.  Hazlitt 
(Sister  in  Law  to  poor  Wm.  Ha^ljtt)  leave  Enfield,  without 
eadeavouriug  to  introduce  her  to  you,  and  to  Mrs*  Wilson.  Her 
daughter  has  a  School  in  your  neighbourhood,  and  for  her  talents 
and  by  [for]  her  merits  I  can  answer.  If  it  lies  in  your  power  to  be 
useful  to  them  in  any  way,  the  obligation  to  your  old  office-fellow 


LEnrEB  524 
niAmiJts  L&MB  tt>  HEKIY  CEABB  BOBINSON 

[H«  Smm.    ?  Earlf  October,  lija.] 

I  hMw^  }UBk  esteem,     I  siiall  tip  him 
[  ymx  tdi  mm  bow  to  addr^s  him. 

tfaftt  1  oitild  not  entice  her  \ 

low  ta  tfe  Burr  RebiiisQni — our  all  three  to 

a  L 


InuigmDl  idda  i    "  Aocooipanjing  copy 
wmm.  biila,  and  others,  cODtributed  to  ACm 
poem  written  at  Wastewater,     C.  L'* 

«  Or&bb  Robinson's  brother  and  otha- 

ted  met  whm  at  Fornhatn.] 
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LETTER  Bm 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOR 


[No  date.    October,  1833.] 


i  little  ^ 


accept  a  little  volume.  T?is  a  legacy  from  Elia, 
1  1^  you'll  see.  Silver  and  Gold  had  he  none,  but  such  as  he 
had,  left  he  you*  I  do  not  know  how  to  thank  you  for  attending 
( to  my  request  about  the  Album,  I  thought  you  would  never  re- 
.  member  it.  Are  not  you  proud  and  thankful,  Emma  ? 
L  Yes,  very^  both— 

f  Emma  Isola. 

Many  things  I  had  to  say  to  you,  which  there  was  not  time  for. 
One  why  should  I  forget  ?  ^tis  for  Rose  Aylmer,  which  has  a  charm 
^  I  cannot  explain*     I  lived  upon  it  for  weeTks. — 

Next  I  forgot  to  tell  you  I  knew  all  your  Welch  annoyancei^  the 
measureless  Beethams.  I  knew  a  quarter  of  a  mile  01  them*  17 
brothers  and  16  sisters,  as  they  appear  to  me  in  memory.  There 
was  one  of  them  that  used  to  fix  his  long  legs  on  my  fender,  and 
tell  a  story  of  a  shark,  every  night,  endless,  immortal.  How  have  I 
grudged  tiie  salt  sea  ravener  not  ha^dng  had  his  gorge  of  him  I 

The  shortest  of  the  daughters  measured  5  foot  eleven  without 
her  shorn.  Well,  some  day  we  may  confer  about  them.  But  they 
were  tail.     Surely  I  have  discovered  the  longitude — 

Sir,  If  you  can  spare  a  moment,  I  should  be  happy  to  hear  from 
you — that  rogue  Robinson  detained  your  verses,  till  1  t^U'd  for 
j  them*     Don't  entrust  a  bit  of  prose  to  the  rogue^  but  believe  me 
i  Your  obliged  C.  L. 

My  Sister  sends  her  kind  regards. 

Note 

[Crabb  Robinson  took  Landor  to  see  Lamb  on  September  28, 
1832.    The  following  passage  in  Forster^s  Life  of  Landor  describes 
I  the  visit  and  explains  this  letter ; — 

The  hour  he  passed  with  Lamb  was  one  of  unalloyed  enjoyment.  A  letter  from 
Crahb  Robinson  bcfofc  he  came  over  hail  6ikd  him  with  affection  for  that  moat 
lovable  of  men,  who  had  not  an  infirmity  to  which  hiB  sweetness  of  nature  did  not 
give  something  of  kinghip  to  a  virtue.  *'  I  have  just  seen  Charles  and  Mar>'  Lamb/' 
^  Crabb  Robinson  had  written  {zoKh  Octol»er»  i^it),  "  living  in  absolute  solitude  at 
'  Enfield.  I  find  your  poems  lying  open  before  Lamb.  Both  tipsy  and  sober  he  is 
ever  muttering  Rose  Aytmer.  But  it  is  not  those  lines  only  that  have  a  curious 
fascination  for  him.  He  is  always  turning  to  Gibir  for  things  that  haunt  him  in 
the  iamc  way/*  Their  first  and  last  hour  was  now  passed  together,  and  before  they 
parted  they  were  old  friends.  1  visited  Lamb  myself  (with  Barry  Cornwall)  the 
following  month,  and  remember  the  boyish  delight  with  which  he  read  to  us  the 
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LETTER  5^ 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[Late  1S32.} 

I  A  POOR  inad  usher  (and  schoolfellow  of  mine)  ha'5  been  pestering 
J'\,  tne  through  you  with  poetry  and  petitions.  I  have  desired 
fcini  to  call  upon  you  for  a  half  sovereign,  which  place  to  my  account. 
I  have  buried  Mrs.  Reynolds  at  last,  who  has  mrtually  at  least 
l>equeathVl  me  a  legacy  of  £S^  per  Ann^  to  which  add  that  my 
other  pensioner  is  safe  housed  in  the  workhouse,  which  gets  me 

Richer  by  both  legacies  £49>  per  Ann. 

For  a  loss  of  a  loss  is  as  good  as  a  gain  of  a  gain. 

But  let  this  be  between  ourselves^  specially  Keep  it  from  A 

or  I  shall  speedily  have  candidates  for  the  Pensions. 

Mary  is  laid  up  with  a  cold. 

Will  you  convey  the  inclosed  by  haod  ? 

When  you  come,  if  you  ever  do,  bring  me  one  DeviVe  Fmf  j  I 
BDean  Souihey^s  ;  also  the  Hogarth  which  is  complete,  Noble's  I 
think.     Six  more  lettei-s  to  do.     Bring  my  bill  also,         C,  L. 

I  Note 

[I  do  not  identify  the  usher.  Mrs,  Reynolds,  Lamb's  first  school- 
inistresSj  we  have  met*  The  other  pensioner  I  do  not  positively  iden- 
tify ;  presumably  it  was  Morgan,  Coleridge's  old  friend »  to  whom 
Lamb  and  Sotithey  had  each  given  ten  pounds  annually  fi"om  1819. 
,  A — —  I  cannot  positively  identify.  Perhaps  the  philanthropic 
Allsop. 

Southey^s  "DevU's  Visit*'  was  a  new  edition  of  The  DeviVs 
Walk  illustrated  by  Thomas  Landseer. 

Noblc*s  '*  Hogarth."     Noble  was  the  engraver.] 

^^  [No  date.     Wmtcr»  tSja.] 

THANK  you  for  the  books.  I  am  aahamed  to  take  tythe  thus 
of  your  press.  I  am  worse  to  a  publisher  than  the  two 
Universities  and  the  Brit.  Mus,  A[llan]  C[unningham]  I  will  forth- 
with read*  B[arry]  C[omwa!l]  (I  can't  get  out  of  the  A,  B^  C)  I 
have  more  than  read*     Taken  altogether,  'tis  too  Lovey ;  but  what 


LETTER  5£7 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 
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delicacies f  I  like  most  "King  Death  ;'^  glorious  TxiTe  all,  **Tbe 
Lady  with  the  Hundmd  Rings  ;  "  '*  The  Owl ;  ^  "  Epistle  to  What** 
his  Name  *'  (here  may  be  I'm  partial) ;  *'  Sit  down,  Sad  Soul ;  "  "  The 
Pauper's  Jubilee  "  (but  that's  old,  and  yet  'tis  never  old)  ;  "  The  Fal- 
con ;  "  «  Felon's  Wife ; "  damn  "  Madame  Pasty  "  (but  that  is  bo^ 
rowed)  j 

Apple-pie  is  very  good, 
And  so  is  apple- pasty  ; 

But 

O  Lard  I  'tis  vefy  nmity  : 

but  chiefly  the  dramatic  5tigment% — scarce  three  of  which  shouS 
have  escaped  my  Specimens,  had  an  antique  name  been  prefix 
They   exceed   his  first.      So  much  for   the  nonsense   of  poetry; 
now  to  the  serious  business  of  life.     Up  a  court  (Blandford  Court) 
in  Pall  Mall  (exactly  at  the  back  of  Marlbro'  HouseX  w-ith  iron 
gate  in  front,  and  containing  two  houses,  at  No.  2  did  lately  lif  " 
Leishman  my  taylor*      He  is  moved  somewhere  in  the  netghbotij 
hood,  devil  Knows  where*     Pray  find  him  out,  and  give  him  th 
opposite.     I  am  so  much  better,  tbo'  my  hand  shakes  in  writii] 
it^  that,  after  next  Sunday,  I  can  well  see  F[orster]  and  you. 
you  throw  B.  C.  in  ?     Why  tarry  the  wheels  of  my  Hogarth  ? 

Charles  Lamb. 

Note 

[''  I  am  worse  to  a  publisher,"     There  is  a  rule  by  which  a  pub' 
lisber  must  present  copies  of  every  book  to  the  Stationers'  Haft,  to  ^ 
be  distributed  to  the  British  Museum,  the  Bodleian,  and  Cambridge^ 
University  Library. 

'*  A.  C*  .  .  .  B.  C."  Allan  Cunningham's  Maid  of  Elmr  mi 
Barry  Cornwall's  English  Songa^  both  published  by  Moxon.  Tto 
is  Barry  Cbrnwall's  "  King  Death  " : — 

KING  death 

King  Death  w4s  a  rare  old  fellow  1 

He  fiatc  wbere  no  sun  couJd  shme ; 
And  he  lifted  hu  band  ^o  yeHow, 

And  i^oured  out  his  coal-black  wine* 

Hurrah  I  fm  ih€  cmUhlo^k  Winfl 

There  came  to  faiin  many  a  Maiden^ 

Whose  eyes  had  forgot  to  shine  ; 
And  Widows*  wtth  grief  overladen, 

For  a  drayght  of  his  sleepy  wine* 

Hurrah  I  for  the  (oalMack  Wiurt 

The  Scholar  left  all  his  learning - 

The  Poet  his  fancied  woes ; 
And  the  Beauty  her  bloom  returning. 

Like  life  to  the  fading  rose^ 

Hurrah  /  for  the  co^-black  Wint  I 
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All  came  to  the  royal  old  fetlow, 

Who  laugh'i  till  his  ey«s  dropped  brine, 
AiS  he  gave  them  his  hand  so  yellow, 
And  pledged  them  in  Death's  black  wine. 
Hurrah  / — Hurrah  f 
Hurrah  I  for  the  coal-blatk  Wine  I 

By  the  **  Epistle  to  What's  his  Name  "  I^mb  refers  to  some  lines 
to  himself  which  had  been  printed  first  in  the  London  Magazine 
in  18^,  entitled  "The  Epistle  to  Charles  Umb/'  They  aj^ 
printed  in  the  Appendix,  page  96S. 

"  Madame  Pasty."     Procter  had  some  lines  on  Madame  Pasta. 

**My  Specimens,"  I..amb's  Dramatic  Specimsns^  which  very 
Ukely  suggested  to  l*rocter  the  idea  of  *'  Dramatic  Fragments." 

Under  the  date  November  30,  1832,  an  unsigned  letter  endor^d 
from  Charles  Lamb  to  Professor  Wilson  is  printed  in  Mrs.  Gordon's 
"  ChrisiopheT  North : "  A  Memoir  of  John  Wilson.  Although 
in  its  first  paragraph  it  might  be  Lamb's,  there  is  evidence  to  the 
contrary  in  the  remainder,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  the  endorse- 
ment was  a  mistake.     It  is  therefore  not  printed  here.] 


LETTER  538 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

(Date<l  by  Forster  at  end  I  Dec,,  183a.] 

THIS  is  my  notion.  Wait  till  you  are  able  to  throw  away  a 
round  sum  (say  ^1600)  upon  a  speculation,  and  then — don't 
do  it.  For  all  your  loving  encouragem*^ — till  this  final  damp  came 
in  the  shape  of  your  letter,  thanks — for  Books  also — ^greet  the 
Fosters  and  Proctora— and  come  singly  or  conjunctively  as  soon  as 
you  can,  Johnson  and  Fare's  sheets  have  been  wash'd — unless  you 
prefer  Danby's  last  bed — at  the  Horsenhoe* 

Note 

[I  assume  LamVs  advice  to  refer  to  Moxon's  intention  of  found- 
ing a  paper  called  The  Reflector^  which  Forster  was  to  edit.  All 
trace  of  this  periodical  has  vanished,  but  it  existed  in  December, 
183£,  for  three  Dumbers^  and  was  then  withdrawn.  Lamb 
contributed  to  it. 

Johnson  and  Fare  bad  Just  murdered — on  December  19 — a  Mr. 
Dan  by,  at  Enfield*  They  had  met  him  in  the  Crown  and  Horse- 
shoes (see  note  to  next  Letter)* 

Mr.  W,  C.  Hazlitt  prints  a  note  to  Moxon  in  his  Bohn  edition 
in  which  Lamb  advises  the  withdrawal  of  The  Refiector  at  once, 
TTiia  would  be  December,  1832.] 
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LETTER  5^ 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  FORSTER 

To  Messrs.  Bradbury  &  Evans,  14  Bouverie  Street,  Fleet  Street* 
For  the  Editor  of  thelleflector  from  C.  Lamb. 

[P.M.  Dec,  23»  1832,] 

I  AM  very  sorry  the  poor  Reflector  is  abortive.  Twas  a  child 
of  goo^  promise  for  its  weeks.  But  if  the  chances  are  so  much 
against  it,  withdraw  immediately.  It  is  idle  up  hiJl  waste  of  money 
to  spend  another  stamp  on  it. 

Note 

[Around  the  seal  of  this  note  are  the  woitls  in  Lamb's  hand  : 
*'Obiit  Edwardus  Eleflector  Armiger,  31  Det\,  18S2,  Natus  tres 
hebdomidas.  Pax  animse  ejus." 
Tlie  newspaper  stamp  at  that  time  was  fourpence  (Jess  25  per  cent.) 
Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Louisa  Badams  (n/e 
Holcroft),  dated  December  31,  1832,  not  available  for  this  edition, 
in  which,  after  same  plain  speaking  about  the  Westwoods,  Lamb 
refers  to  the  murder  of  Mr.  Danby  at  Enfield  by  Fore  and  two 
other  men  on  the  night  of  December  19,  and  says  that  he  had  been 
in  their  company  at  the  inn  a  little  before,  and  the  next  morning 
was  asked  to  give  his  evidence.  Canon  Ainger  says  that  Lamb's 
story  is  a  hoax,  but  it  reads  reasonably  enough  and  might  a^  easily 
have  happened  as  notj 


LETTER  530 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

f No  date.    Jan,,  1833;] 

I  HAVE  a  proof  fix>m  Dilke.  That  serves  for  next  Saturday. 
What  Forster  had,  will  serve  a  second.  I  sent  you  a  third 
concluding  article  for  him  and  U8  (a  capital  hit,  I  think,  about 
Cervantes)  of  which  I  leave  you  to  judge  whether  we  shall  not 
want  it  to  print  before  a  third  or  even  second  week.  In  that  case 
beg  D.  to  clap  them  in  all  at  once ;  and  keep  the  Atheneums  to 
pnnt  from.  What  I  send  is  the  concluding  Article  of  the  paintei^. 
Soften  down  the  Title  in  the  Book  to 

"Defect  of  the  Imaginative  Faculty  in  Artists." 

Consult  Dilke. 


I 
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Note 

[Lamb's  Elia  essay  "  Barrenness  of  the  Imaginative  Faculty  in  the 
Production  of  Modem  Art,"  intended  originally  for  The  English- 
man'a  Magazine  (see  Letter  515),  waii  partly  printed  by  Forster  in 
Ths  Refiecior  and  finally  printed  in  full  in  The  Athencewm  in 
January  and  February,  1B33.  The  reference  to  Don  Quixote  is  at 
the  end*     Moxon  was  already  printine  the  Last  Essays  of  Elia. 

"  Consult  Dilke  "  was  a  favourite  phrase  with  Lamb  and  Hood 
and,  long  before^  with  Keats.] 

LETTERS  531,  5$%  583  AND  534 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

(P.M,  Jan.  3  (1833).] 

BE  sure  and   let  me  have  the  Atheneum^or,  if  they  donH 
appear*  the  Copy  back  again.     I  have  no  other. 
I  am  glad  you  are  introduced  to  Rickman,  Gultivate  the  intro- 
duction,    I  will  not  forget  to  write  to  him, 
I  want  to  see  Blackwood,  but  not  witko'iit  you. 
We  are  yet  Emma-le»s. 
And  so  that  is  all  I  can  remember. 
This  is  a  corkscrew. 
[Here  is  a  fiorid  corkscrew  J] 


C.  L,  Fecit,— 
Note 


C.  Lamb,  bom  1775 
flourished  about 
the  ye^  1832. 


[Lamb  refers  still  to  the  "  Barrenness  of  Imagination  "  series. 

There  are  several  scrap  addressetl  by  Lamb  to  Forster  in  the 
South  Kensington  Museum ;  but  they  are  undated  and  of  httle 
importance.     I  append  one  or  two  here  ;^ — ] 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  FORSTER 

Ordera. 

GO  to  Dilke's,  or  Let  Mockson,  and  ax  him  to  add  this  to  what 
I  sent  him  a  few  days  since,  or  to  continue  it  the  week  after. 
The  Plantas  &c,  are  capital. 

Requests. 
Come  down  with  M.  and  Dante  and  L.  E.  L,  on  Sunday. 

Elia. 
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I  dont  mean  at  bis  House,  but  the  AtheDeum  ofEce.  Send  it 
there.     Hand  shakes. 

Note 

[The  Plantas  sound  like  cigars.  If  so,  we  must  suppose  that  Lamb 
still  smoked.  M,  and  Dante  and  L.  E.  L.  would  oe  Moxon,  Cary 
and  Letitia  Landon,  the  poetess,  to  whom  Forster  was  for  a  while 
engaged. 

This  letter,  up  to  a  certain  point,  was  repeated  as  follows. 
It  also  is  at  South  Kensington  : — ] 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  FORSTER 

I  WISH  youd  go  to  Dilke's^  or  let  Mocksou,  and  ax  him  to  add 
this  to  what  I  sent  him  a  few  days  since,  or  to  continue  it  the 
week  after.  The  Plantas  kc.  are  capital.  Come  down  with  Procter 
and  Dante  on  Sunday.  I  send  you  tlie  last  proof— not  of  my  Mend- 
ship.  I  knew  you  would  like  the  title,  I  do  thoroughly.  The 
Last  Essays  of  Elia  keep  out  any  notion  of  its  being  a  second 
volume. 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  FORSTER 

THERE  was  a  talk  of  Richmond  on  Sunday  but  we  were  hampered 
with  an  unavoidable  engagement  that  day,  besides  that  I 
wish  to  show  it  you  when  the  woods  are  in  full  leaf.  Can  you  have 
a  quiet  evening  here  to  night  or  to-morrow  night  ?  We  are  cer- 
tainly at  home. 

Yours  C,  Lamb. 

Friday. 

LETTER  5m 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[F.H.  JaU.  24,  1833.] 

DEAR  Murray  I  Moxon  I  mean. — I  am  not  to  be  making  you 
pay  postage  every  day,  but  cannot  let  pass  the  congratula- 
tions of  sister,  brother,  and  "  Silk  Cloak,**  all  mos^  cordial  on  your 
change  of  place.  Rogers  approving,  who  can  demur?  Tell  me 
when  you  get  into  Dover  St.  and  what  the  No,  is — that  I  may 
change  foolscap  for  gilt,  and  plain  Mr.  for  Esq^,  I  shall  Mi&ter 
you  while  you  stay — 

If  you  are  not  too  great  to  attend  to  it,  I  wish  us  to  do  without 
the  Sonnets  of  Sydney :  1%  will  take  up  as  many  pages,  and  be  too 
palpable  a  fill  up.     Perhapa  we  may  leave  them  out,  retaining  the 
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article,  but  that  is  oot  worth  saving.     I  hope  yow  liked  my  Cer- 
vantes Article  which  I  sent  you  ye^sterday. 

Not  an  inapt  quotation,  for  your  fallen  predecessor  in  Albemarle 
Stmetj  to  whom  you  must  give  the  ctmp  am  nfiain — 

Murray  1  long  enough  hit  country's  pride. 

[Thsn^  written  at  the  bottfrm  of  the  page]  there's  [and  written 
on  the  T^ext  page]  thei-e's  nothing  over  here. 

Note 

[Moxon  was  moving  from  64  New  Bond  Street  to  3S  Dover  Street. 

"  Silk  Cloak  "  would,  I  imagine,  probably  be  a  name  for  Emma 
I  sol  a. 

"  The  Sonnets  of  Sydney  " — Lamb's  Elia  essay  on  this  subject. 
It  waa  not  omitted  Irom  the  Last  Essay^  which  Moxon  was  to 
publish,  and  eleven  sonnets  were  quoted, 

*'  Your  fallen  predecessor/*  It  is  hardly  needful  to  say  that 
Moxon  made  very  little  difference  to  Murray's  business.  The  line 
is  from  Pope's  Sixth  Epistle  of  the  First  Book  of  Horace.  To  Mr, 
Murray,  who  afterwaras  was  Earl  of  Mansfield.] 


LETTER  536 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[Feb.  lo,     P.M,  Febyp  is,  1833*] 

I  WISH  you  would  omit  **  by  the  author  of  Elia,^  now^  in  ad- 
vertising that  damn'd  "Devil's  Wedding" 
I  had  sneaJcing  hopes  you  would  have  dropt  in  today — tis  my 
poor  birthday.    Don't  stay  away  so.    Give  Forster  a  hint~you  are 
to  bring  your  brother  some  day — sisters  in  better  weather. 

Pray  give   me  one  line  to  say  if  you   receiv'd  and   forw^iled 
Emma's  pacnuet  to  Miss  Adams, 
antl  how  Dover  St.  looks. 
Adieu. 
Is  there  no  Blackwood  this  month  ? 
[Added  on  cover : — ] 

What  separation  will  there  be  between  the  friend's  prefat^j  and 
THE  Essay  s  ?  Should  not  "  Last  Essays  &c,  "  head  them  ?  If  'tis 
too  late,  don't  mind.     I  don't  care  a  farthing  about  it. 

Note 
["Devi  Pa  Wedding" — Satam.  in  Search  of  a  Wife, 
"  What  separation  " — the  Lcbst  Essays  of  Elia  were  preceded 
by  '*  A  Character  of  the  Late  Elia/* 
roi*.  VIL— 59 
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'  Here  should  come  a  letter  firom  Lamb  to  Ijouisa  Badams,  dated 
February  15,  1833*  I^mb  begins  with  a  further  reference  to  the 
Eniield  muixler  (see  note  to  l>etter  529).  He  says  that  his  sister 
and  him&elf  have  got  through  the  Inferno  with  the  help  of  Caty, 
and  Mary  h  beginning  Tasso.] 


LETTER  537 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[No  date.     Feb.,  1833.] 

MY  dear  M.— I  send  you  the  last  proof — not  of  my  friendship 
-—pray  see  to  the  finish. 

I  think  you  will  see  the  necessity  of  adding  those  words  after 
"  Preface  "-—and  "  Preface  '*  should  be  in  the  "  con  tents- table  ** — 

I  take  for  granted  you  approve  the  title,     I  do  thoroughly — 

Perhaps  if  you  advertise  it  in  full,  as  it  now  stands,  the  title  page* 
might  have  simply  the  Last  Essays  of  Elia,  to  keep  out  any  notion 
of  its  being  a  second  vol. — 

Well,  I  wish  us  luck  heartily  for  your  sake  who  have  smarted 
by  me* — 


LETTER  538 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  T,  N.  TALFOURD 

February,  1S33. 

MY  dear  T., — ^Now  cannot  I  call  him  Serjeant ;  what  is  there 
in  a  coif  ?  Those  can vag-slee ves  protective  from  ink,  when  he 
was  a  law-chit~a  GhiityWng^  (let  the  leathern  apron  be  apocryphal) 
do  moi-e  'specially  plead  to  the  Jury  Court  of  old  memory.  The 
costume  (will  he  agni^^  it  ?)  was  as  of  a  desk -fellow  or  Socius 
Plutei,     Methoiight  I  spied  a  brotiier ! 

That  famiharity  is  ex t met  for  ever.  Curse  me  if  1  can  call  him 
Mr.  Serjeant — except,  mark  me^  in  coinpany*  Honour  where 
honour  is  due ;  but  should  he  ever  visit  us,  (do  you  think  he  ever 
will,  Maiy  ?)  what  a  distinction  should  I  keep  up  between  him  and 
our  less  R>rtunate  friend,  H.  C,  R* !  Decent  respect  shall  always 
be  the  Crabb*s^— but,  somehow,  short  of  reverence. 

Well,  of  my  old  friends,  I  have  Uved  to  see  two  knighted :  one 
made  a  judge,  another  in  a  fair  way  to  itf  Why  am  I  restive  ?  why 
stands  my  sun  upon  Gibeah  ? 
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Variously^  my  dear  Mi^*  Talfourd,  (I  can  be  more  familiar  with 
her  I)  Mrs.  Serjeant  Talfourdj — my  sister  prompts  me — ^{theae 
ladies  stand  upon  ceremcfnies) — has  the  congratulabie  news  afTected 
the  members  of  our  small  community,     Mary  comprehended  it  at 

once,  and  entered  into    it  heartily-     Mrs.  W was,  as  usual, 

perverse — wouldn't,  or  couldn't,  understand  it.  A  Serjeant  ?  She 
thought  Mr.  T.  was  in  the  law.     Didn't  know  that  he  ever  'listed. 

Emma  alone  truly  sympathised.  She  had  a  silk  gown  come  home 
that  very  day,  and  has  precedence  before  her  learned  sisters  accord- 
ingly. 

We  ar€  going  to  drink  the  health  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Serjeant,  with 
all  the  young  ser  jean  try — and  that  is  all  that  I  can  see  that  I  shall 
get  by  the  promotion. 

Valete,  et  mementote  amici  quondam  vestri  humillimi. 

Note 

[Talfourd,  who  had  been  pupil  of  Joseph  Chitty,  had  just  become 
ft  Serjeant. 

"  Socius  Plutei."     Companion  of  the  book-shelf* 

"  H.  C.  R."— Crabb  Robinson. 

**My  old  friends,"  Stoddart  and  Tu thill  were  knighted  ;  Barron 
Field  was  a  judge;  Talfourd  was  to  become  both  a  knight  and  a 
judge, 

'*  Why  stands  my  sun."     See  Joshua  x. 

"  Mrs.  W ."     Mrs,  Westwood,  I  suppose. 

"  Valete,  et  'meTnentote  •  *  /'  Farewell,  and  remember  once 
more  yom^  humble  friend*] 


LETTER  539 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 


[No  date.     1833,] 


■     T~\^  ^'  ^^*  "^  ^^^  y^^  ^  y^^^  Brother  on  Sunday — 
I      I  J     ITie  Elias  are  beautifully  got  up.    Be  cautious  how  you  name 
I  the  fyrobabiiity  of  bringing  *em  ever  out  complete — till  these  are 
'  j^one  off,     Everybody'd  say  "  C)  Til  wait  then*" 
An'i  we  to  have  a  copy  of  the  Sonnets — 

Mind,  I  shall  insist  u|^n  having  no  more  copies :  only  I  shall 
tiake  3  or  4  more  of  you  at  trade  price,     I  am  resolute  about  this. 

Yours  ever — 


LETTER  Ml 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 


(Nv^lB^    B«(r>«»l 


N' 


^O  writing^  and  no  woni,  ewr  famed  lulwuii  Tajte*  <* 

Th^  mflde  a  Tolume  at  tlieir  own  vtU,  at^  vtiltmteenl  toe  m  ^^ 
of  profitit  which  came  to  £9l^y  whith  came  to  Bilk,  and  ne^^r  <«"J^ 
bttdE  to  me.     Proctor  has  acted   a   tnendlr  part^wbeo  dk)  ^ 

otbenrise  ?     I  am  rery  sorry  to  he&r  Mis.  P as  I  mipjtf^  * 

not  so  well.  I  meditated  a  mUjmg  e|»stle  to  him  on  his  GetninJ^ 
h\n  Iwo  l^ias,  accusing  him  of  havn^  acted  a  notable  pece  m 
duplicity.     But  if  his  peitner  in   the  double  dealiiig  fuifer^^'^ 
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would  be  unseasonable.  You  cannot  remembr.  me  to  him  too 
kindly.  Your  chearful  letter  has  relieved  us  from  the  dumps;  all 
mav  be  welL  I  rejoiee  at  your  letting  your  house  ao  niaguificently. 
Taffourd's  letter  may  l>e  directed  to  him  '^'^  On  the  Western  Circuit.  * 
That  is  the  way,  send  it.  With  Blackwood  pray  send  Piozziana 
and  a  Literary  Gazette  if  you  have  one.  The  Piozzi  and  that  shall 
be  inimedtly  neturny^  and  I  keep  Mad.  Darblay  for  you  eventuaiJy» 
a  longwinded  reader  at  present  naving  use  of  it. 

The  weather  i§  ao  queer  that  I  will  not  say  I  expect  you  Sic. — 
but  am  prepared  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  when  you  can  come. 

We  hkd  given  you  up  (the  post  man  being  late)  and  Emma  and 
I  have  20  times  this  morning  been  to  the  door  in  the  rain  to  spy 
for  him  coming. 

Well,  I  know  it  is  not  all  settled,  but  your  letter  is  chearful  and 
cheer-making. 

We  join  in  triple  love  to  you.  Eua  &  Co* 

I  am  settled  in  any  easB  to  take  at  Bookseller's  price  any  copies 
I  have  more*  Therefore  oblige  rae  by  sending  a  copy  of  Eli  a  to 
Coleridge  and  B.  Barton,  ana  enquire  (at  your  leisure  of  course) 
how  1  can  send  one,  with  a  letter,  to  Walter  Savage  Landor.  Thes« 
S  put  in  your  next  bill  on  me*  I  am  peremptory  that  it  shall  be 
30.     These  are  all  I  can  want* 

^  Is  it  the  Western  ?  he  goes  to  Reading  &c. 

Note 

[John  Taylor,  lepiTsenting  the  firm  of  Taylor  &  Hessey,  »eems  to 
have  set  up  a  claim  of  copyright  in  those  essays  in  the  Last  Essays 
of  Elia  that  were  printed  in  the  London  Magazine. 

For  Proctei-'s  part,  see  next  letter* 

Piozziana ;  or^  Recollections  of  the  late  Mrs.  Piozzi  (Johnson's 
Mrs,  Thrale),  was  published  in  183S.  It  was  by  the  Rev.  E. 
Mangin, 

Mad*  Darblay  would  be  The  Mefnioirs  of  Dr.  Burney^  1832,  by 
his  daughter  Madame  d'Arblay  (Admiral  Burney's  niece).  The 
book  was  severely  handled  in  the  Quarterly  tor  April,  183S, 

The  following  letter,  which  is  undated,  seems  to  refer  to  the 
difficulty  mentioned  abMOve: — ] 

LETFER  54S 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  B.  W,  PROCTER 

Enfidd,  Monday. 

* ,  I  have  more  than  ^^80  in  my  house,  and  am 

independent  of  quarter-day,  not  having  received  my  pen- 
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Pray  aettle,  I  beg  of  jou,  the  matter  with  Mr.  Taylor.  I  know 
iiothinj^  of  hills,  but  roost  gladly  will  I  forw^d  to  you  that  sum 
for  him,  for  Mary  is  very  anxious  that  M[oxon]  may  not  get  into 
any  litigation.     The  mon^  is  literally  rotting  in  my' desk  for  want 

of  use,     I  should  not  interfere  with  M- — -,  tell  M when  you -see 

him^  but  Mary  is  really  uneasy  ;  so  lay  it  to  that  account,  not  mine- 

Yours  ever  and  two  evers,  C.  I* 

Do  it  smack  at  once,  and  I  will  explain  to  M why  I  did  it     It 

is  simply  done  to  ease  her  mind.  When  you  have  settled,  write, 
and  ni  send  the  bank  notes  to  you  twice,  in  halves. 

Deduct  from  it  your  share  in  broken  bottles,  which,  you  being 
capita]  in  your  lists,  I  take  to  be  two  shillings.  Do  It  as  you  love 
Mai^  and  me.     Tlieri  Elia's  himself  again. 

LETl^ER  543 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  HONE 

[Mauxh  6,  1833.J 

DEAil  Friend^ — Thee  hast  sent  a  Christian  epistle  to  me,  and 
1  should  not  feel  clear  if  I  neglected  to  reply  to  it,  which 
would  have  been  sooner  if  that  vain  young  man,  to  whom  thou 
didst  intrust  it,  had  not  kept  it  back.      We  should  rejoice  to  see 
thy  outward  man  here,  especially  on  a  day  which  should  not  be  «^ 
first  dRy\  being  liable  to  worldly  callers  in  on  that  day.     Our  littit^ 
book  is  delayed  by  a  heathenish  injunction,  threatened  by  the  maia^ 
Taylor.     Canst  thou  copy  and  send,  or  bring  with  thee,  a  vanity^^ 
in   verse   which   in   my  younger  days  1   wrote   on  friend   Aderl^_ 
pictures?     Thou  wilt  find  it  in  the  book  called  the  Table  BooL^ 

Trjphena  and  Tryphosa,  whom  the  world  calleth  Mary  anc: 
Kmma,  greet  you  witli  me.  Ch,  Ljlmb. 

6th  of  Bd  month  4th  day. 

Note 

[On  this  letter  is  written  by  Hune  in  pencil :  **  This  acknowie 
a  note  from  me  to  U.  L.  written  in  January  preceding  and  sent 
young  Will  Hazlitt     Received  in  my  parafyais.     March,  1833/'J 

LETTER  544 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[p.M»  March  19,  1S33J 
SHALL  expect  Foreter  and  two  Moxons  on  Sunday^  and 


I 


for  Procter. 
I  am  obliged  to  be  in  town  next  Monday.     Could  we  contrive 
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make  a  party  (paying  or  not  is  immaterial)  for  Miss  Kelly's  that 
night,  and  can  you  shelter  us  after  the  play,  I  mean  Emma  and  me  ? 
I  fear,  I  cannot  persuade  Mar;^  to  join  us. 

N,B.  /  can  gUep  at  a  pubhc  house. 

Send  an  Elia  (mind,  I  inmst  on  buying  it)  to  T*  Manning  Estj, 
at  Sir  G.  Tuthill's  Cavendish  Square, 

cmj  wbitk, 

Note 

[Miss  Kelly  was  then  giving  an  entertainment  called  "'Dramatic 
RecoUectiona  "  at  the  Strand  Theatre*] 


LETTER  545 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[No  dste.     ?  Spring,  1833.] 

One  o  Clock. 

THIS  instant  receiv'd,  this  instant  I  answer  your's — Dr.  Ci^eas- 
well  has  one  copy,  which  I  cannot  just  now  re-demand, 
because  at  his  desire  I  have  sent  a  "Satan  "  to  him,  which  when  he 
ask'd  for,  I  frankly  told  him,  was  imputed  a  lampoon  on  him  M  1 
I  have  aent  it  him,  and  cannot,  till  we  come  to  explanation,  go  to 
him  or  send — 

But  on  the  faith  of  a  Gentleman,  you  shall  have  it  back  some 
day  for  another ^  llie  3  I  send.  I  think  %  of  the  blunders  per- 
fectly immaterial.  But  your  feelings,  and  I  fear  pockety  is  every 
thing.  I  have  just  time  to  pack  t^is  off  by  the  2  o  Clock  stage, 
Y^ours  till  we  meet 

At  all  events  I  behave  more  gentlemanlike  than  Emma  did,  in 
returning  the  copies* 

h  Yours  till  we  meet — do  lomk. 
Bring  the  Sonnets — 
Why  not  publish  'em  ? — or  let  another  Bookseller  ? 
Note 
[Dr.  Creaswell  wae  vicar  of  Edmonton.     Having  married   the 
daughter  of  a  tailor — or  so  Mr,  Fuller  Ruisisell  states  in  his  account 
of  a  conversation  with  Ijanib  in  Notm  and  Queries — he  was  in 
danger  of  being  ribildly  associated  with  Satan's  matrimonial  ad- 
ventures in  Iamb's  ballad.     I  cannot  explain  to  what  book  Lamb 
refers :  possibly  to  the  Last  Essays  of  Elia^  which  Moxon,  having 
found  errors  in,  wished  to  withdraw,  substituting  another.     The 
point    probably  cannot    be   el€iared    up.     The    sonnets    would  be 
Moxon  s  own,  which  he  had  printed  privately  (see  Letter  666).] 
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LETTER  5+6 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[fm.  Hutch  30,  i8|3*] 

DB  M,  Emma  and  we  are  delighted  with  the  Sonnets*  and 
ahe  with  her  oice  Walton*  Maiy  k  deep  in  the  novel* 
Cotoe  as  early  as  you  can.  I  stupidly  overlookd  your  proposal  to 
m^t  you  in  Green  Lanes,  for  in  some  strange  way  I  burnt  iny  iey, 
shin-quarter,  at  Forster's ;  *  it  is  laid  up  on  a  stool,  and  Asbiiry 
attends.     You'll  see  us  all  as  usual,  about  Taylor,  when  you  eocne. 

Yours  ever         C,  L. 

*  Or  tlie  night  I  came  home,  for  1  felt  it  not  bad  till  yesterday* 
Hut  I  scarce  can  hobble  acros.*  the  room* 
I  have  ^cimsd  4  places  for  night :  in  haste, 
Mary  and  E,  do  not  dream  ot  any  thing  we  have  discussed. 

Note 

[I  fancy  that  the  last  sentence  refera  to  an  offer  for  Miss  Tsola's 
hand  which  Moxon  had  just  made  to  Lamb*] 


LETTER  547 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 


[No  date.     Spring,  1833. J 

F^EAR  M.  many  thanks  for  the  Books;  the  Faxisi  I  will 
X^  acknowledge  to  the  Author,  But  most  thanks  for  one 
immortal  sentence,  "  If  I  do  not  cheat  bim,  never  trust  nic  again/* 
I  do  not  know  whether  to  admire  most,  the  wit  or  j  ustness  of  the 
sentiment*  It  has  my  cordial  approbation*  My  sense  of  meum 
and  tuum  applauds  it.  I  maintain  it,  the  eighth  commandment 
hath  a  secret  special  reservation,  by  which  the  reptile  is  exempt 
from  any  protection  from  it ;  as  a  dog,  or  a  nigger,  he  is  not  a 
holder  of  praperty.  Not  a  ninth  of  what  he  detains  from  the 
world  IB  his  own*  Keep  your  hands  from  picking  and  stuahng 
la  no  ways  referable  to  his  acquists*  I  doubt  whether  bearing 
hise  witn^^s  against  thy  neighbor  at  all  contemplated  this  poa&ible 
scrub.  Could  Moses  have  seen  the  speck  in  vision  ?  An  ex  poet 
facto  law  alone  could  relieve  hinij  and  we  are  taught  to  expect  no 
eleventh  commandment*  The  out-law  to  the  Mosaic  dispensation  J 
—unworthy  to  have  seen   Moses'  behind — to  lay  his  desecrating 
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hands  upon  Elia  l  Has  the  irriverent  ark -toucher  been  struck  blind 
I  wonder — ^?  The  more  I  think  of  him,  the  less  I  think  of  him. 
His  meanness  is  invisible  with  aid  of  solar  microscope>  my  moral 
eye  smarts  at  him.  The  less  flea  that  bites  little  fleas  1  The  great 
Beast  I  the  beggarly  nit  I 

More  when  we  meet. 

Mind,  you'll  come,  two  of  you^-and  couldn't  you  go  off"  in  the 
morning,  that  we  may  have  a  daylong  curse  at  him,  if  curses  are 
not  dis-hallowed  by  descending  so  low  ?  Amen.  Maledicatur  in 
extremis. 

Note 

[Abraham  Hay  ward's  translation  of  Fa^ust  was  published  by 
Moxon  in  February,  1893.  Lamb's  letter  of  thanks  was  said  by 
the  late  Edmund  Yates  to  be  a  very  odd  one.     I  have  not  seen  it. 

We  may  perhaps  assume  that  Moxon's  reply  to  Lamb's  letter 
stating  that  Taylor's  claim  had  been  paid  cx>n tamed  the  **  immortal 
sentence." 

"  Not  a  ninth,"     A  tailor  (Taylor)  is  only  a  ninth  of  a  man. 

"The  less  flea,"  Remembering  Swift's  tines  in  '*0n  Poetry,  a 
Rhapi^y  " ; — 

Sq,  natufaliBtfl  observe,  a  flea 
Hiis  ^mailer  fleai»  that  on  him  prey ; 
And  thc^e  hAve  smaller  still  to  bite  Vm^ 
And  so  proceed  ad  injiniium,] 


LETTER  548 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  FORSTER 

[Nodate»    ?  March,  1833. J 

SWALLOW   vour  damn'd  dinner  and  your  brandy  and  water 
fast— 

&  come  im mediately 

I  want  to  take  Kitowles  in  to  Emma's  only  female  friend  for  5 
minutes  only,  and  we  are  free  for  the  eveng, 
V\\  do  a  Prologue, 

Note 

[The  prologue  was  for  Sheridan  Knowles'  play  "The  Wife" 
Latnb  wrote  both  prologue  and  epilogue  (see  Vol.  V.,  pages  129, 
180  and  349),] 
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LETTER  549 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 


DEAR  M.  The   first  Oak 
show  their  faces  in  any  Annual  uabluahingr 


[No  dftte. 
sonnet,  and 


10 


I  April  x<K  i^JlO 

^e  NigbtiBgale, 
Some  of 
otbet^  «r&  very  good. 

The  Sabbath  too  much  what  you  have  written  before. 
You  are  destined  to  ^hine  in  Sonnets^  I  tell  jou. 
Shall  we  look  for  you   Sunday,  we  did  in  vain  Good  FridHv 
[April  5]. 

[A  9imaiure  was  added  by  Mrs.  Moxon  for  Mr,  Fr^dmck^ 
iMk$0^%ampmm^  widenily  from  another  letter : — ] 

Your  truest  friend 

Note 
[I  quote  Moxon's  first  oak  sonnet  :— 

On  an  Oak,  in  the  Parish  of  Cheshunt,  said  to  have  b«en  planted  in  io66«  hy  Sif  | 
Theodore  Godfrey,  or  Gofhy«  who  came  over  with  William  ine  Conqueror. 

Gigantic  time-worn  Tree,  iwhat  moona  have  ficd 

Since  thou  wen  pi  an  led  first  by  warlike  hand  1 

Nigh  twice  foiir  hundred  years  have  ewept  the  land ; 
And  yet,  defying  time,  thou  Jift'st  thy  head 
Still  green,  nor  fear'&t  the  atotms  that  round  have  spread 

Thy  weak  compeers.     They  scaiter'd  lje»  and  rent, 

Ev*n  as  that  Chieftain  old,  whose  monuttient 
Thou  art.     In  him  pleased  Fancy  fain  would  trace 

A  knight  of  high  emprise  and  good  intent ; 
Within  whoie  hreait  wrong'd  orphans*  woes  found  place. 

Ever  in  nghtful  cause  the  Champion  free, 
Of  his  proud  dniea  the  ornament  and  grace  ; 

A  wight  well  worthy  to  recorded  be, 

In  ^wett  archives  of  bright  chivalry  J 


LETTER  550 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  C  W.  DILKE 

[No  date.    April,  1833! 

DK  Sir,  I  read  your  note  in  a  tnoment  of  great  pertixi'batioD 
with  my  Landlady  and  chuck'd  it  in  the  fire^  as  I  should 
have  done  an  epistle  of  FauU  but  as  &r  as  my  Sister  recall'!  the 
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import  of  it,  I  reply*  The  Sonnets  (36  of  them)  have  never  been 
printed,  much  lesg  published,  till  the  otber  day,*  save  that  a  few  of 
em  have  come  out  hi  Annuals,  Two  vols.,  of  poetrj  of  M\  have 
been  pubHsh*d,  but  they  were  not  theae*  The  **  Nightingale  "  has 
been  in  one  of  the  those  gewgawji,  the  Annuals  ;  whether  the  other 
1  sent  you  has,  or  not,  penitus  ignoro.  But  for  heaven's  sake  do 
with  'em  what  you  [ike. 

Yours         C.  L. 

^  The  proof  sheets  only  were  in  my  iiaiid  about  a  fortnight  ago. 

Note 

[Moxon's  sonnets  were  reviewed,  probably  by  Lamb,  in  The 
AtheruBum  for  April  13,  183tJ*  The  sonnet  to  the  nightingale 
(see  page  852)  was  quoted.  This  review  will  be  found  on  page 
S84  of  Vol.  I.  of  the  present  edition.] 


LETfER  551 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS.  WILLIAM  AYRTON 

[p.M,  April  (i6),  1833.J 

DEAR  Mrs.  Ayrton,  I  do  not  know  which  to  admire  most,  your 
kindness,  or  your  patience,  in  copying  out  that  intolerable 
rabble  of  panegr)'e  from  over  the  Atlantic.  By  the  way,  now  your 
hand  in  in,  1  widr  you  would  copy  out  for  me  the  13th  17th  and 
2Mh  of  Barrow's  sermons  in  folio,  and  all  of  Tillotson's  (folio  also) 
except  the  first,  which  1  have  in  Manuscript,  and  which^you  know, 
is  Ayrton's  favorite.  Then — but  I  won't  trouble  you  any  &rther 
just  now*  Why  does  not  A  come  and  see  me  ?  Can't  he  and 
Henry  Crabbe  concert  it  ?  Tis  as  easy  as  lying  is  to  me.  Mary^s 
kindest  love  to  you  both,  Kua, 

Note 

[The  letter  is  accompanied  by  a  note  in  the  writing  of  William 
Scrope  Ayrton,  the  son  of  William  Ayrton^  copied  from  Mi^. 
Ayrton's  Diary  : — 

'*  March  17,  1833. — Copied  a  critique  upon  Etia's  works  from 
the  Mirror  of  America  a  sort  of  news  paper/'] 
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LETTER  558 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[p.m.  April  IS,  1833.] 

MY  demr  Moxon^  We   perfectly  agr«e  in  jour  arrangemeatj 
/I  has  qwiU  set  viy  sisters  mind  at  rest,      Sne 
eottt  with  you  on  Sunday,  and  return  at  eve»  and  I  will 
eiafalable  Arrange m^  with   the   Buffams.      We  deaire  to 
fcm  here  dining  unWestwotKled,  and  I  will  try  and   get  you 
bottle  of  choice  port.     I   have  tranuferrM  the  stock    I   told  you  . 
lo  Emofca,      The  plan  of  the  Buffams  steers  admirably  betweeQi 
two  niceties.      Tell   Emma  we  thoroughly  approve  it.      An  oofl 
dttiand  Times  iii  a  day  after  the  fair,  I  am  setting  oW  to  Enfielii'l 
H^way  to  see  in  a  morning  paper  (alas  I  the   Publican's)  huw 
tlie  play  ran,      Pray^  bring  4i  orders  for  M.r.  Ajsbury— undated. 
In  haate  (not  for  neglect) 

Yours  ever 

C.  Lamb. 

Thursday. 

Note 

[Lamb  evidently  refers  to  Moxun's  engagement  to  Miiis  Isola  being 
now  settled.  h 

The  play  was  Sheridan    Knowles'  **The  Wife,"    produced  on  f 
April  24. 

The  Buftams  wei^  the  landladies  of  the  houae  in  Southampton 
Buildingti,  whei^  I^mb  lodged  in  town.] 


LETTER  563 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[r.M,  April  27.  1833-^ 

DEAR    M,    Mary   and  I  are  very   poorly.      Asbury  saya     ^ 
nothing  but  influenza.     Mr.  W.  appears  all  but  dyiii^^^^^ 
in  dL^irioUii.      Mrs*   W.  was  taken  so  laat  night,  that  Mary      ^^ 
obligetl  at  midnight  to  kncxk  up  Mrs*  Waller  to  come  and  «fc^  ^f 
with  her.     We  have  had  a  sick  child,  who  sleeping,  or  not  si^^ 
inij,  next  me  with  a  pasteboard  partition  between,  kiiled  my  s%^' 
Tm  little  Imstard  is  gone.     My  bedfellows  are  Cough  and  cramf^  *^ 
wliH^p  8  ill  a  bed.      Domestic  anangem^  (Blue  Butcher  and  all>  de- 
volve  on  Mary;     Don't  come  yet  to  this  house  of  pest  and    ^* 
We  proposie  when  E.  and  you  agree  on  the  time,  to  come  up   snd 
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meet  her  at  the  Buffams^  say  a  week  hence,  but  do  you  make  the 
appointm*.     The  Lachlans  send  her  their  love* 

I  do  sadly  want  those  2  last  Hogarths — and  an't  I  to  have  the 
Play? 

Mind  our  spirits  are  good  and  we  are  happy  in  your  hap|>in^s6a. 

Our  old  and  ever  loves  to  dear  Em. 

Note 

[*'  Mr*  W."  was  Mr,  Westwood. — I  know  nothing  of  the  I.achlan». 
— llie  Play  would  be  "  The  Wife  **  probably. — Miss  Isola  was,  I 
imagine^  staying  with  the  Moxons.] 


^ 
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LETTER  554 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  THE  REV.  JAMES  GILLMAN 

May  7»  1833. 

Y  a  strange  occurrence  we  have  quitted  Enfield  forever.  Oh  i 
the  happy  eternity!  Who  in  Vicar  or  Lecturer  for  that 
detestable  place  concerns  us  not*  But  Asbury,  surgeon  and  a 
good  fellow,  has  offered  to  get  you  a  Mover  and  Seconder,  and 
you  may  use  my  name  freely  to  him.  Except  him  and  Dr.  Cr^- 
well,  I  haire  no  respectable  acquaintance  in  tne  dreary  village*  At 
least  my  friends  are  all  in  the  public  line,  and  it  might  not  suit 
to  have  it  moved  at  a  special  vestry  by  John  Gage  at  the  Crown 
and  Hors^hoe,  licensed  victualler,  and  seconded  by  Ja'seph  Homer 
of  the  Green  Dragon,  ditto,  that  the  Hev*  J,  G.  is  a  fit  person  to 
be  Lecturer,  &c. 

My  dear  James,  I  wish  you  all  success,  but  am  too  full  of  my 
own  emancipation  almost  to  congratulate  anyone  else.  With  both 
our  loves  to  your  father  and  mother  and  glorious  S.  T.  C*, 

Yours,        C,  Lamb. 

Note 

[The  Rev,  James  Gillman  was  the  eldett  son  of  Coleridge^s 
physician  and  friend.  He  was  born  in  1808  and  ordained  in  183L 
He  thought  in  18B3  of  standing  as  candidate  for  the  vicarship  of 
En^eld,  but  did  not  obtain  it  After  acting  as  Under  Master  of 
High  gate  Grammar  School  he  became  in  1856  Rector  of  Barfrey- 
stone,  in  Kent.  In  1847  he  became  Vicar  of  Holy  Trinity,  I^m- 
beth.     He  died  in  1877. 

Mary  Lamb  having  become  ill  again  had  been  moved  to  Edmon* 
ton,  to  a  private  home  for  mental  patients.     L^mb  followed  her 
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soon  after,  and  settled  in  the  same  house.     It  still  stands  (1904) 
almost  exactly  as  in  the  Lambi'  day.     I  append  a  picture.] 


'^m::i<.K 


i^Amn 


LETTER  555 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  FORSTER 

[No  date.     May,  1833.] 

D^  F,  Can  you  oblige  me  by  sending  4  Box  oi^ders  undatecl 
for  the  Olympic  Iheatre?  I  supjjose  Knowles  can  get  *eiii* 
It  is  for  the  Waldens,  with  whom  I  live.  The  sooner^  the  better, 
that  they  may  not  tniss  the  *'  Wife" — I  meet  you  at  the  Talfourrfs' 
Saturday  week,  and  if  they  can%  perhaps  yon  can,  give  me  &  bed* 

Yours  ratherish  unwell 

Mr.  WaldcnX  Chuicb  Street,  EdmQnton, 

Or  write  immediately  to  say  if  you  can't  get  em. 

Note 

[Knowles'  play  '*The  Wife,"  produced  at  Covent  Gaixiefu  wii 
moved  to  the  Olympic  on  May  9*] 
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LETl^ER  556 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  FORSTER 

[P.M*  May  iz,  1833.] 

DEAR  Boj,  I  send  you  the  original  Elias,  complete. 
When  I  am  a  little  composed,  I  shall  hope  to  see  you  and 
Proctor  here;  may  be,  may  see  you  first  in  London.  C.  L. 

NoTB 

[In  the  Dyce  and  Forster  collection,  at  South  Kensington^  are 
preserved  dome  of  these  MSS.] 

LETTER  557 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

End  of  May  nearly,  [1833]. 

DEAR  Wordsworth^  Your  letter,  save  in  what  respects  your 
dear  Sister's  health,  cheated  me  in  my  new  solitude,  Mary 
ifl  ill  again.  Her  illnesses  encroach  yeai'ly.  The  last  was  three 
months,  followed  by  two  of  depression  most  dreadful.  I  look  back 
upon  her  earlier  attacks  with  longing.  Nice  little  durations  of  six 
weeks  or  so,  followed  by  complete  restoration — shocking  as  they 
were  to  me  then.  In  short,  half  her  life  she  is  dead  to  me,  and 
the  other  half  is  made  anxious  with  fears  and  lookings  forward  to 
the  next  shock.  With  such  prospects^  it  seem'd  to  me  necessary 
that  she  should  no  longer  live  with  me*  and  be  fluttei'ed  with  con- 
tinual removals,  so  I  am  come  to  live  with  her^  at  a  Mr.  Walden's 
and  his  wife*  who  take  in  patients,  and  have  arranged  to  lodge  and 
board  us  only*  They  have  had  the  care  of  her  before.  I  see  little 
of  her;  alas!  I  too  often  hear  her.  Sunt  lachrymw  rerum — and 
joii  and  I  most  bear  it — 

To  lay  a  little  more  load  on  it^  a  circumstance  htks  happen^, 
ewjus  pars  magna  fui,  and  which  at  another  crisis  I  should 
have  more  rejoiced  in.  t  am  about  to  lose  my  old  and  only  walk- 
comp&nion,  whose  mirthful  spirit*  were  the  "youth  of  our  house," 
Emma  Isola,  I  have  her  here  now  for  a  little  while,  but  she  is  too 
nervous  properly  to  be  under  such  a  roof,  so  she  will  make  short 
visits,  be  no  moi^  an  inmate.  With  my  perfect  approval,  and  more 
than  concurrence,  she  is  to  be  wedded  to  Moxon  at  the  end  of 
Aug»^     So  *'  perish  the  roses  and  the  flowers  " — how  is  it  ? 

Now  to  the  brighter  side,  I  am  emancipated  from  most  hated  and 
detestable  people^  the  West  woods.    I  am  with  attentive  people,  and 
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younger — I  am  S  or  4  miles  nearer  the  Great  City,  Coaches  half- 

S)rice  less^  and  going  always,  of  which  I  wilJ  avail  myself.      I  have 
lew  friends  left  there,  one  or  two  tho*  most  beloved.     But  London^ 
Streets  and  faces  cheer  me  inexpressibly,  Uto*  of  the  latter  not  one^| 
known  one  were  remaining.  ^^ 

Thank  you  for  your  csordial  reception  of  Elia.     Inter  nos  the 
Ariadne  is  not  a  darling  with  me,  several  incongruous  things  arc  ii|J 
it^  but  in  the  composition  it  sened  me  as  illustrative 

I  want  you  in  the  popular  fallacies  to  like  the  "  Home  that  is  no  I 
home  "  and  "  rising  with  the  lark,'' 

I  am  feeble,  but  cheaiful  in  this  my  genial  hot  weather, — wdkM 
16  miles  yesterdy.     I  can't  read  much  in  Summer  time. 

With  very  kindest  love  to  all  and  prayers  for  dear  Dorothy^ 
I  remain 

most  attachedly  yours  C.  Lamb. 

at  mr>  walden's,  church  street,  edvfhonton^  middlesex* 

M oxon  has  introduced  Emma  to  Rogers,  and  he  smiles  upon  the 
project.  I  have  given  K  my  Milix)n — ^will  you  pardon  me? — in 
part  of  a  portion.     It  hangs  famously  in  hia  Murray*Hke  shop* 

[On  the  wrapjier  is  wHUen  :^] 

D*^  M[oxon],  inclose  this  in  a  better- looking  paper,  and  get  it  J 
frank'4  a-nd  good  by*e  till  Sundy>    Come  early —  C,  L, 

Nnm 

["  Sunt  lachrymie  rerum.^*    From  the  ^neid^  L,  46^.     **  Here  1 
are  tears.  .  ,  ." 

"  Youth  of  our  house,"     I  do  not  find  this. 

**  Perish  the  roses  and  the  flowers*"  See  The  ExcursioTt^  Book 
Vn„  line  980. 

**  The  Ariadne."     See  the  essay  on  "  Barrenness  of  the  [ma^na- 
tive  Faculty,"  where  Titian's  "  Bacchiia  and  Ariadne  "  in  the  NatiooatJ 
Gallei^*  is  highly  prai^  (see  Vol,  ILj  [mgefi  226  and  446).     Words-j 
worth's  favourite  cssap  in  this  volume  were  **The  Wedding  **  and] 
**  Old  China," 

"  My  Milton."     Against  the  reference  to  the  portrait  of  Milton^J 
in  the  postscript,  some  one,  possibly  Wordsworth,  hm  pencilled 
note,   now   only   partially   legible.     It  runs  thus:   "It   had 
pixiposed  by   L.  that  W*  W.  should  be  the  Possessor  of  [Pthis 
picture]  his  friend  and  that  afterwards  it  was  to  be  bequeatJaed  to^ 
Christ's  CoU.  Cambridge." 

Lamb  had  given  Wordsworth  in  1820  a  copy  of  Pwradise  Hi- 
gained^   1671,   with    this   inscription:    "C*    Lamb   to    the  \mt\ 
Knower  of  Milton,  and  therefore  the  worthiest  occupant  of  thir! 
pleasant  Edition,    June  9A  1820,'' 

See  Appendix  IL,  page  978,  for  a  letter  to  Miss  Rickman.] 
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LETTER  558 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SARAH  HAZLiTT 

[Dated  at  end  ■]  Mr.  Walden^i,  Church  Street, 
Edmonton,  May  31,  1833- 

DEAR  Mrs*  Hazlitt, — ^I  will  assuredly  eome^  aod  find  you  out, 
when  I  am  better.  I  am  driven  from  house  and  home  by 
Mary's  illness.  I  took  a  sudden  resolution  to  take  my  sister  to 
Edmonton,  where  she  was  under  medical  treatment  last  time,  and 
have  arranged  to  board  and  lodge  with  the  people.  Thank  God* 
I  have  repudiated  Enfield.  I  have  got  out  of  hell,  despair  of 
heaven,  and  must  sit  down  contented  in  a  half-way  put^tory. 
Thus  ends  this  strange  eventful  history — 

But  I  am  nearer  town,  and  will  get  up  to  you  somehow  before 
long— 

I  repent  not  of  my  resolution, 

Tis  late,  and  my  hand  unsteady,  bo  good  b'ye  till  we  meet. 

Your  old         C*  L. 

Note 

['*  Thus  ends  this  strange  eventful  history  "  ("  As  You  Like  It,'* 
H.  %  164)0 


LETTER  559 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MATILDA  BETH  AM 

[No  date,    June,  tS|3  J 

DEAR  Miss  Betham^ — I  sit  down,  very  poorly,  to  write  to  you, 
being  come  to  Mr.  Waldei^s^  Ohuroh  Street^  Edjnonton^ 
to  be  altogether  with  poor  Mary,  who  is  very  ill^  m  usual,  only 
that  her  illnesses  are  now  as  many  months  as  they  used  to  be  weeks 
in  duration — the  it^ason  your  letter  only  just  found  me,  1  am 
Muidened  with  the  havoc  death  has  made  in  your  family.  I  do  not 
know  how  to  appreciate  the  kind  regard  of  dear  Anne ;  Mary  will 
understand  it  two  months  henee^  I  hope;  but  neither  she  nor  I 
would  rob  you,  if  the  legacy  will  be  of  use  to,  or  comfort  to  you. 
My  hand  shakes  so  I  can  hardly  write.  On  Saturday  week  I  must 
Qome  to  town,  and  will  call  on  you  in  the  morning  before  one 
o'clock.     Till  when  I  teke  kinde^^t  leave. 

Your  old  Friend, 

C.  Lamh. 
VOIi.  VIL— 60 


LETTEES  OF  C.  AND  M   LAMB 


July 


Note 

[Miss  Betham^s  sister,  Anne,  who  had  just  died,  had  left  thirty 
pounds  to  Mary  Lamb, 

Here  should  come  a  note  from  Lamb  to  Mrs.  Randal  Norris, 
postmarked  July  10,  1833,  which  encloses  a  note  from  Joseph 
Jekyll,  the  Old  Bencher^  thanking  Lamb  for  a  presentation  copy  of 
the  Zr^f  EmayB  of  Elia  ("  I  hope  not  the  last  Es^ys  of  Elia  ")  and 
asking  him  to  accompany  Mrs.  Norris  and  her  daughters  on  a  visit 
to  him.  Jekyll  adds  that  **  poor  George  Dyer^  blind^  but  as  usual 
chearful  and  content,  often  gives  ,  »  ♦  good  accounts  of  you/'] 


LETTI^  560 


CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 


[P.M.  Juiy  14»  1S33J 

DEAR  M.  the  Hogarths  ai-e  delicate.  Perhaps  it  will  amuse 
Emma  to  tell  her,  that,  a  day  or  two  since,  Miss  Norris  (Betsy) 
caird  to  me  on  the  road  from  London  from  a  gig  conveying  her 
to  Widford,  and  engaged  me  to  comedown  this  afternoon,  I  think 
I  shall  stay  onlv  one  night;  she  would  have  been  glad  of  E/s 
accompaniment,  tut  I  would  not  disturb  her,  and  Mrs,  N,  is  coming 
to  town  on  Monday,  so  it  would  not  have  suited.  Also,  C.  V.  Le 
Grice  gave  me  a  dinner  at  Johnny  Gilpin's  yesterday,  where  we 
talk'd  of  what  old  friends  were  taken  or  left  in  the  50  years  since 
we  had  met, 
I  shall  hope  to  see  her  on  Tuesdy. 

To  Bless  you  both 

C,  L. 

Friday, 

Note 

[For  Le  Grice  see  note  on  page  34,  "Johnny  Gilpin's"  was 
ITie  BeU  at  Edmonton. 

Here  should  come  another  note  from  Lamb  to  Mrs.  Randal 
Norris,  in  which  Lamb  says  that  he  reached  home  safely  and 
thanks  her  for  three  agreeable  days.  Also  he  sends  some  little 
books,  which  were,  I  take  it,  copies  of  Mo3£on*s  private  reissue  of 
Poetry  for  ChUdrmi  (see  note  to  Letter  503,  page  863), 

Mr,  W,  C.  Hazlitt  records  that  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Miss 
Noms  was  in  existence  in  which  the  writer  gave  "minute  and 
humoi-ous  instructions  for  his  own  funeral,  even  specifying  the  num- 
ber of  nails  which  he  desired  to  be  inserted  in  his  coffin.'^ 
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LETTER  561 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[P.M.  July  34,  1833,] 

FOR  god's  sake,  give  Emma  no  more  watches.  One  has  turn-d 
her  head.  She  is  arrogant,  and  insulting.  She  mid  some- 
thin^  very  unpleasant  to  our  old  Clock  in  the  pasmge,  m  if  he  did 
not  Iteep  time,  and  yet  be  had  made  her  no  appointment*  She 
tak^  it  out  every  instant  to  look  at  the  moment-Wnd,  She  lugs* 
us  out  into  the  fields,  because  there  the  bird-boys  ask  yoti  *'  Pray, 
Sir,  can  you  tell  us  what's  a  Clock,"  and  she  answers  them  punctu- 
ally. Sne  loses  all  her  time  looking  *'  what  the  time  is."  I  over- 
heard  her  whispering,  "Just  so  many  hours,  uiinutes,  &c.  to  Tuesday 
— I  think  St.  George*s  goes  too  slow" —  This  little  present  of 
Time,  why,  ^tis  Eternity  to  her — 

What  can  make  her  so  fond  of  a  gingerbread  watch  ? 

She  has  spoiled  some  of  the  movements.  Between  ourselves, 
she  has  kissed  away  **  half  past  12^"  which  I  suppose  to  be  the 
canonical  hour  in  Hanover  Sq. 

Well,  if  *'love  me,  love  my  watch,"  aa^wers,  she  will  keep  time 
to  you^ — 

ft  goes  right  by  the  Horse  Guards — 

[On  the  next  page  : — ] 

Emma  hast  kiat  this  yellow  wafer — a  hint. 

Dkaeest  M. 

Never  mind  oppottite  nonsense.     She  does  not  love  you  for 
the  watch,  but  the  watch  for  you, 

I  will  be  at  the  wedding,  and  keep  the  30  July  as  long  as  my 
poor  months  last  roe,  as  a  festival  gloriously. 

Your  ever  Eua, 

We  have  not  heard  from  Cambridge,  1  will  write  the  moment 
we  do, 

Edmonton,  S4th  July^  3*20  post  mer.  minutes  4  instants  by 
Emma's  watch. 

Note 

[There  is  pr^erved  at  Rowfant  a  letter  from  I^mb  to  Motion, 
postmarked  July  28,  1833,  mentioning  Lamb's  anxiety  about  Mar- 
tin Burney*     It  is  unnecessary  to  print  this,] 
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LETTEE  562 

CHARLES  AND  MARY  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  AND  EMMA 

MOXON 

[No  date,    ?  July  31,  1S51.} 

DEAR  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moxon — 
Time  very  short.      I  wrote  to  Mi^  Fryer,  and  had 
sweetest  letter  aboot  you,  Emmaf  that  ever  friendship   dictated.] 
'*  I  am  full  of  good  wishes,  I  am  crying  with   good  wishes,"  she 
says;  but  you  shall  see  it.— 

Dear  Moxon,  I  take  your  writing  moi^t  kindly  and  shall  moill 
kindly  your  writing  from  Paris^  J 

1  want  to  crowd  another  letter  to  Miss  Fry  into  the  little  tinitj 
after  dinner  before  Po&t  time* 

So  with  20000  congratulations, 

Yours,  C.  L- 

I  am  calm,  sober,  happy.     Turn  over  for  the  reason. 
I  got  home  from  Dover  St.,  by  Evens,  half  as  sober  as  a  jvdgt^ 
I  am  turning  over  a  new  leaf^  as  I  hope  you  will  now. 

[On  ike  next  leaf  Mary  Lamh  wrote : — ] 

Mv  DEAR  Emma  akd  Edwahd  Moxok* 

Accept  my  sincere  congratulations,  and  imagine  more  l 
wishes  than  my  weak  nerves  wul  let  me  put  into  good  set  wordij 
ITie  di^ary  blank  of  vmanawtred  questions  which  I  ventured  to! 
ask  in  vain  was^  cleared  up  on  the  wedding-day  by  Mrs.  W,  taking 
a  glass  of  wine,  and,  with  a  total  change  of  conntetiance,  l>6gg^ 
leave  to   drink  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Moxon's  health.      H   restored   me^ 
trom  that  moment:    as  if  by  an  electrical  stroke:    to  the  entirei 
possession  of  my  senses— I  never  felt  so   calm  and  quiet   aAer  a^ 
similar  illness  as  I  do  now,     I  feel  as  if  all  tears  were  wiped  from 
my  eyes,  and  all  care  from  my  heart,  Maait  Lamb. 

[At  the  foot  of  this  letter  ChaHea  Lam^  add^d : — ] 

Wednesday. 

Deaes  Again  *  .    I 

Your  letter  interrupted  a  seventh  game  at  Picquet  irbichi 

HJi  wei-e  having,  after  walking  to  Wright's  and  purchasing  shoei.J 

We  pass  our  time  in  cards,  waiks,  and  reading.     We  attach  Tasr— 

toon.  C.  L* 

Never  was  such  a  calm^  or  such  a  recoverj,    Tis  her  own  words 
undictated. 
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Note 

[The  marriage  of  Edward  Moxon  and  Emma  Isola  was  celebrated 
on  July  30.     They  afterwards  went  to  Paris. 

**  Mrs.  W,"— MiB,  Walden,  I  imagine. 

Here  should  come  an  amusing;  but  brief  account  of  the  wedding 
sent  by  Lamb  to  Louisa  Badams  on  August  SO  (printed  by  C^non 
Ainger).  *'  I  am  not  fit  for  weddings  or  burials.  Both  incite  a 
chuckle  :"  a  sentiment  which  Lamb  more  than  once  expresses. 

Here  should  come  a  note  thanking  Matilda  Betham  for  some 
bridal  verses  written  for  the  wedding  of  Edward  Moxon  and  Emma 
I  sola.     "  In  haste  and  headake/'] 


LETTER  563 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  H.  F.  CAEY 

Sept.  gth,  1S33. 

DEAR  Sir* — Your  packet  I  have  only  just  received,  owing,  I 
suppose,  to  the  absence  of  Moxon,  who  is  flaunting  it  about 
a  la  Pansienne  with  his  new  bride,  our  Emma,  much  to  his 
satisfaction  and  not  a  little  to  our  dulnes^.  We  shall  be  quite 
well  by  the  time  you  return  from  Worcestershire  and  most  most 
(observe  the  repetition)  glad  to  see  you  here  or  anywhere. 

I  will  take  my  time  wjth  Darley's  act>  I  wish  poets  would  write 
a  little  plainer ;  he  begins  some  of  his  words  with  a  letter  which  is 
unknown  co  the  English  typography. 

YourSj  most  truly,  C,  Lamb. 

P,5* — Pray  let  me  know  when  you  return.  We  are  at  Mr, 
Walden's,  Church-street,  Edmonton ;  no  longer  at  Enfield.  You 
will  be  amused  to  hear  that  my  sister  and  I  have^  with  the  aid  of 
Emma,  scrambled  through  the  *'  Inferno  "  by  the  blessed  further- 
ance of  your  polar-star  translation*  I  thinlt  we  scarce  left  any- 
thing unmadeout.  But  our  partner  has  left  us,  and  we  have  not 
yet  resumed,  Mary*s  chief  pride  in  it  was  that  she  should  some 
day  brag  of  it  to  you.  Y'our  Dante  and  Sandys'  Ovid  are  the 
only  helpmates  of  translations*     Neither  of  you  shirk  a  word. 

Fairfax's  Tasso  Ls  no  translation  at  all.  It's  better  in  some 
places ;  but  it  merely  observes  the  numl^er  of  stan^jus ;  as  for  images, 
simile^  &c.,  he  finds  *em  himself,  and  never  "  troubles  Peter  for  the 
matter," 

In  haste,  dear  Cary,  yours  ever*  C*  Lamb. 

Has  Moxon  sent  you  *' Elia,"  secotid  volume?  if  notj  he  shall 
Taylor  and  we  are  at  law  about  it. 
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Bept 


Note 

[*'  Darley's  act."     Not  tiow  identifiable,  I  think. 
*'  Taylor  and  we,"    The  ca«e  had  apparently  not  been  settled  by  ] 
Procter.     I  have  not  found  any  report  of  a  Iaw-«uit.] 


LETTER  564 

CHARLES  AND  MARY  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[r.H.  Sept.  26,  1S33I 
Thursday* 

WE  shall  be  most  happy  to  see  Emma,  dear  to  every  body. 
Mary's  spirits  are  much  better^  and  she  longs  to  see  again 
oar  twelve  years'  friend.  You  shall  afternoon  sip  with  me  a  bottle 
of  superexcellent  Port^  after  deducting  a  dinner-glass  for  them.     We 

rejoyce  to  have  E.  come,  the  first  Visits  without  Miss ,  who,  I 

trust,  will  yet  behave  well ;  but  she  might  perplex  Mary  with  ques- 
tions. Pindar  »adly  wants  Preface  and  not^.  I*™y*  E.,  get  toj 
Snow  Hill  before  1^,  for  we  dine  before  %,  We  wUl  make  it  SJ 
By  mistake  I  gave  yon  Miss  Betham's  letter,  with  the  exquisite  J 
verses^  which  pray  return  to  me,  or  if  it  be  an  improved  copy,  givfj 
me  the  other,  anfl  Albumize  mine,  keeping  the  signatum.  It  is  bo 
pretty  a  family  portrait,  for  you  not  to  cherish* 

Your  loving  friends 

C,  Lami. 
M.  Lamb. 
Note 

[Pindar  was  Gary's  edition,  which  Moxon  had  just  published  J 
Miss  Bctham's  verses  I  am  sorry  not  to  be  able  to  give ;  but  thel 
following  poem  was  addres,sed  to  Moxon    by  Lamb  and   printed 
in  The  Mhenwiim  for  December  7,  1833  : — 


TO   A    FRIEND  ON    HIS   MARRIAGE 

What  makes  a  happy  wediock  ?     What  has  fate 

Nol  given  to  thee  in  thy  well -chosen  tUAit  f 

Good  sense— good  humour  ; — ^thene  arc  iriviai  Ihinga, 

Dear  M ,  that  each  trite  encomiatt  sings* 

But  she  hath  these,  and  more,     A  mind  ei^mpt 
Ffom  every  low-bred  passion,  where  contempt. 
Nor  envy,  nor  detraction,  ever  found 
A  harbour  yet ;  an  understanding  sound  ; 
Just  views  of  right  and  wrong  ;  perception  jtill 
Of  the  deformed,  and  of  the  beautiful t 
In  life  and  manners  ;  wit  above  her  sex, 
Which,  as  a  gem,  hei  tprightiy  converse  decks ; 
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ExuberAitt  fandet,  prodigal  af  mirth, 
To  gladden  woodland  walk,  or  winter  hearth ; 
A  noble  nature,  conqueror  in  the  strife 
Of  conflict  with  a  hard  discouraging  life, 
Strengthening  the  veins  of  virtue,  past  the  power 
Of  those  who^  days  have  been  one  silken  hour, 
Spoird  fortune's  pampered  offspring ;  a  keen  sense 
Alike  of  benefit,  and  of  oifence, 
With  teconcitement  quicks  that  instant  £pf  in|s 
From  the  charged  heart  with  nimble  angel  wingi ; 
While  grateful  feeltngs,  like  a  *ignct  sign'd 
By  a  strong  hand,  seem  burnt  into  her  mtnd. 
If  these,  dear  friend,  a  dowry  can  confer 
Richer  than  land,  thou  hast  them  all  in  her ; 
And  beauty,  which  some  hold  the  chiefest  boon, 
Is  in  thy  mrgain  for  a  make- weight  thrown,] 


LETTER  565 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

[P,M.  Oct.  17,  1833.] 

DEAR  M.^ — G^t  me  Shirley  (there's  a  dear  fellow)  and  setid  it 
BOOH.  We  sadly  want  bookn,  and  this  will  he  readable  again 
and  iigain,  and  pay  itself.  Tell  Emma  I  grieve  for  the  poor  self- 
punishing  self-baflfing  Lady;  with  all  our  hearts  we  grieve  for 
the  pain  and  vexation  she  has  encounterd ;  but  we  do  not  swerve  a 

Cin's-thought  from  the  propriety  of  your  measures.  God  comfort 
er,  and  there's  an  end  of  a  painful  necessity.  But  I  am  rfad  she 
goe«  to  see  her.  Let  her  keep  up  all  the  kindness  she  can  between 
them.  In  a  week  or  two  I  hope  Maiy  will  be  stout  enough  to 
come  among  ye,  but  she  is  not  now,  ana  I  have  Bcruples  of  coming 
alone,  as  she  has  no  pleasant  friend  to  sit  with  her  m  my  absence. 
We  are  lonely.  I  fear  the  visits  must  be  mostly  from  you.  By 
the  way  omnibuses  are  1^3*^  and  cx>ach  ins-ides  sunk  to  1/6— ^a  hint. 
Without  disturbance  to  yom-selvea,  or  upsetting  the  economy  of 
the  dear  new  mistress  of  a  family,  come  and  see  us  as  often  as 
ever  you  can.  We  are  so  out  of  the  world,  that  a  letter  from  either 
of  you  now  and  then,  detailing  any  thing.  Book  or  Town  news,  is 
as  good  as  a  newspafjer.  I  have  desperate  colds,  cramps,  megrims 
^c,  but  do  not  despond.  My  fingers  are  numbed,  as  you  see  by 
my  writing.  Tell  E.  I  am  very  good  also.  But  we  are  poor  devils, 
tliat's  the  truth  of  it.  I  won't  apply  to  Dilke — ^just  now  at  least 
— ^I  sincerely  hope  the  pastoral  air  of  Dover  St.  will  recruit  poor 
Haniet.     With  best  loves  to  all. 

Yours  ever         C,  L. 

Eyle  and  Lowe  dined  here  on  Sunday ;  the  manners  of  the  latter, 
HO  gentlemanly  !  have  attracted  the  special  admiration  of  our  I^nd- 
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Hot, 


lady.    She  guest  R*  to  be  nearly  of  my  age*     He  always  had  an  old 
head  on  young  shoulders.     T  fear  I  shall  always  have  the  opposite. 
Tell  me  any  thing  of  Foster  [Forster]  or  any  body.      Write  aoy 
thing  you  think  will  amn«e  me,     I  do  dearly  hope  in  a  week  or  two] 
to  surprise  you  with  our  appearance  in  Dover  St„  >  ,  , 

Note 

[Shirley  would  be  Dyce*s  edition  of  James  Shirley,  the  dramatist, 
in  six  volumes^  1835, 

Harriet  wai%  Hmriet  I  sola. 

"  Ryle  and   Lowe."     Ryle  we  have  met,  but  I  do  not  identify  I 
Lowe. 

r  have  omitted  some  lines  about  family  matters  at  the  end  of  the  I 
letter.] 


LETTER  566 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  AND  EMMA  MOXON 

Nov.  3gth»  iS3j« 

A  yr  ARY  is  of  opinion  with  me,  that  two  of  these  Sonnets  are  of  | 
IVl     a  higher  grade  than  any  poetry  you  have  done  yet.      The  f 
one  to  Emma  is  so  pretty!     I  have  only  allowed  myself  to  transpose 
a  word  in  the  third  line.     Sacred  shall  it  be  for  any  intermeddling 
of  mine.     But  we  jointly  beg  that  you  wiU  make  four  lines  in  the 
room  of  the  four  last.     Read  **  Darby  and  Joan,"  in  Mrs.  Moxon^s  | 
fii'st  album.    There  you'll  see  how  beautiful  in  age  the  looking  back 
to  youthful  years  in  an  old  couple  is.    But  it  is  a  violence  to  the  feel- 
ings to  anticipate  that  time  in  youth.     I  hope  you  and  Emma  will 
have  many  a  quarrel  and  many  a  make-up  (and  she  is  beautiful  in 
reconciliation  !)  before  the  dark  days  shall  come,  in  which  ye  shall 
say  "  there  is  small  comfort  in  them."     You  have  begun  a  sort  of 
character  of  Emma  in  them  very  sweetly  |  carry  it  on,  if  you  can, 
through  the  last  lin^. 

I  love  the  sonnet  to  my  heart,  and  you  shall  finish  it,  and  1*11  he 
damn'd  if  I  furnish  a  line  towards  it*  So  much  for  that.  The  next 
best  is 

To  THE  Ocean 

"  Ye  gallant  winds«  if  e'er  yout  lusty  cheeks 

Blew  longing  lover  to  hifi  mistress*  aidci 

O,  puflT  your  loudest,  spread  the  canvas  wide/' 

is  spirited.     The  last  line  I  altered,  and  have  re-altered  it  m  it 
stood.     It  is  closer.    These  two  are  your  besL     But  take  a  good 
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deal  of  time  in  flushing  the  first.  How  proud  should  Emma  be 
of  her  poets  ! 

Perhaps  "  O  Ocean  "  (though  I  like  it)  is  too  much  of  the  open 
voweb,  which  Pope  objects  to.  '*  Great  Ocean  I  '^  is  obvious.  "To 
mve  sad  thoughts"  I  think  is  better  (though  not  good)  than  for  the 
mind  to  save  hei'self.  But  'tis  a  noble  Sonnet.  "  St.  Cloud  "  I  have 
no  fault  to  find  with. 

If  I  return  the  Sonnets,  think  it  no  disrespect;  for  I  look  for  a 
printed  copy.  You  have  done  better  than  ever.  And  now  for 
a  reason  I  did  not  notice  'em  earlier.  On  Wednesday  they  came^ 
and  on  Wednesday  I  was  a-gadding*  Mary  gave  me  a  holiday,  and 
I  set  off  to  Snow  Hill,  From  Snow  Hill  I  dehberately  was  marching 
dowti^  with  noble  Hoi  born  before  me,  framing  in  mental  cogitation  a 
map  of  the  dear  London  in  prospect,  thinking  to  traverse  Wardour- 
street,  Ac^  when  diabolically  I  was  interrupted  by 

Heieh-ha ! 
Little  Barrow  ! — 

Emma  knows  him,*— and  prevailed  on  to  spend  the  day  at  his  fiisterX 
where  was  an  album,  ana  (O  march  of  intellect !)  plenty  of  literary 
conversation,  and  more  acquaintance  with  the  state  of  modem  poetry 
than  I  could  keep  up  with.  I  was  positively  distanced,  Knowles' 
play,  which,  epilogued  by  me,  lay  on  the  Piako,  alone  made  me  hold 
up  my  head.  When  I  came  home  I  read  your  letter,  and  glimpst'd 
at  your  beautiful  sonnet, 

**  Fair  arl  thoii  as  the  mortiing,  my  young  bride," 

and  dwelt  upon  it  in  a  confused  brain,  but  determined  not  to  open 
them  till  next  day,  being  in  a  state  not  to  be  told  of  at  Chatteris. 
Tell  it  not  in  Gath^  Emma,  lest  the  daughters  triumph  \  I  am  at 
the  end  of  my  tether,  I  wish  you  could  come  on  Tuesday  with 
your  fair  bride.  Why  can't  you  !  Do.  We  are  thankful  to  your 
siftter  for  being  of  the  party*  Come,  and  bring  a  sonnet  on  Mary*s 
birthday.  Love  to  the  whole  Moxonry,  and  tell  E,  I  everj*  day  love 
lier  more»  and  miss  her  less.  Tell  her  so  from  her  loving  uncle,  as 
4ihe  has  let  rae  call  myself*  I  bought  a  fine  embossed  e&rd  yester- 
day, and  wrote  for  the  Pawnbrokeiess's  album.  She  is  a  Miss 
Brown,  engaged  to  a  Mr.  White,  One  of  the  lines  was  (I  forget 
the  rest — ^but  she  had  them  at  twenty-four  hours'  notice;  she  is 
^j;oing  out  to  India  with  her  husband) : — 

"  May  youf  fame 
And  foftone,  Ftanccs»  Whiten  with  yoar  name !  ** 

Not  bad  m  a  pun,  I  wil  expect  you  before  two  on  Tuesday.  I  am 
Well  and  happy,  tell  E. 
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Note 

[Moxon  subsequeDtly  published  his  Sonnets,  in  two  parU^  one  af 
which  wa^j  dedicated  to  his  brother  and  one  to  Wordsworth.  There 
are  several  to  his  wife,  so  that  it  is  difficult  to  identily  that 
in  which  the  last  lines  were  to  be  altered.  Mib.  Moxon  s  fiist 
album  was  an  extmct  book  in  which  Lamb  bad  copied  a  natnber 
of  old  ballads  and  other  poems. 

I  quote  two  of  Moxon's  sonnets.    .Tliis  is  to  the  Ocean  i — 

Four  days,  wild  Ocean,  on  thy  troubled  brea^ 

A  wanderer  I  have  been  I    Swift  cloud  emd  wave 

Have  CMXupted  my  thoughts,  intent  tp  save 
Fram  pain  my  soul  $o  hx  ^tn  its  Ofwn  rest. 
Ve  gallani  winde,  if  e*cr  yow  iusty  checks 

Blew  longing  lover  to  his  mietress'  side, 

O  puff  your  ioudest,  spread  the  canvas  wide 
Of  our  too  tardy  bark  !     My  whole  heart  speaks 
In  thus  invoking  you^     Sweet  Maid,  with  thee 

Seated  once  more  within  my  beech  en  grove, 

The  bower  of  graceful  Emma  and  of  love. 
Glad  t  shall  be,  as  he  w^ho  from  the  sea 

New  lands  beheld,  or  he  of  old  who  sat 

And  his  bark  «aw  rest  ^e  on  Ararat  1 

And  this  is  one  of  many  to  Emma  Moxon  : — 

Fair  art  thou  as  the  morning,  my  young  Bride  f 

Her  freshness  is  about  thee ;  like  a  river 

To  the  sea  gliding  with  sweet  murmur  ever 
Thou  aportcst ;  and,  wherever  thou  do«t  glide, 
Humanity  a  livelier  aspect  wears. 

Fair  art  thdu  a^  the  morning  of  that  land 

Where  Tuscan  breeze*  in  his  youth  have  Cuined 
Thy  grandsire  ofL     Thou  hast  not  many  tiears, 

Save  such  as  pity  Irom  the  heart  wiU  wring, 
And  then  there  i$  a  smite  in  thy  distrets  t 

Meeker  thou  art  than  lily  of  the  spring, 
Yet  it  thy  nature  full  of  nobleness  I 

And  gentle  ways,  that  soothe  and  raise  me  so. 

That  henceforth  I  no  worldly  aorrow  know ! 

"  Heigh-ho !     Little  Barrow  * "     I  cannot  identify  this  acx[uauit-  - 
Ruce, 

"  Knowles's  play"— "The  Wife."     Prologued  by  Lamb  too. 

"  At  Chatteris,       I  cannot  say  who  were  the  teetotal,  or  abstinent 
Fhilistines, 

*'  Mary's  birthday/'     Mary  Lamb  would  be  mxtv-nine  on  Decem- 
lier  3,  18S3. 

Iamb's  verses  to  Miss  Brown  seem  to  be  no  longer  preser 
Mr.  Hazlitt  in  his  Bohn  edition  prints  a  letter  to  a  Miss  Fraiic 
Brown,  which  is  not  available  for  the  present  volume,  wherein  Lam       ^ 
offers  the  verses,  adding  "  I  hope  your  sweetheart's  name  is  Wnrr^^i 
Else  it  would  spoil  alK     May  be  'tis  Black.     Then  we  must  alt« 
it-     And  may  your  fortunes  Blackeh  with  your  name*"] 
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LETTER  567 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  WENTWORTH  DILKE. 

[No  date.     Middle  Dec,  1S33.] 

I  HOPED  R.  would  like  his  Sonnet,  but  I  fearM  S,  ih^t  fine  old 
ma?t,  might  not  quite  like  the  torn  of  it.    This  last  was  penn'd 
almost  literally  extempore. 

Your  Laljrrat. 

Is  S/s  Christian  name  Thomas  ?  if  not,  correct  it. 

Note 
[**  R."_Rogere  1  ** S."— Stothard,     See  next  lettei, ] 


LETTER  568 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  SAMUEL  ROGERS 

[No  date.     Probably  Saturday,  December  21,  1833.] 

MY  dear  Sir, — Your  book,  by  the  unremitting  punctuality  of  your 
publisher,  has  reached  me  thus  early,  I  have  not  opened  it, 
nor  will  till  to-morrow^  when  I  promise  myj*elf  a  thorough  reading 
of  it.  "The  Pleasures  of  Memory*'  was  tne  fii-st  school  presient  I 
made  to  Mrs,  Moxoiif  it  had  those  nice  wood -cuts ;  and  I  believe 
she  keeps  it  stilL  Believe  me,  that  all  the  kindness  you  have  shown 
to  the  husband  of  that  excellent  person  seems  done  unto  myself*  I 
have  tried  my  hand  at  a  sonnet  in  *'The  Times/'  But  the  turn 
I  gave  it,  though  I  hoped  it  would  not  displease  you,  I  thought  might 
not  be  equally  agreeable  to  your  artist,  I  met  that  dear  old  man  at 
poor  Henry's— with  you — and  again  at  Gary's — and  it  was  sublime 
to  see  him  sit  deaf  and  enjoy  all  that  was  going  on  in  mirth  with 
the  company.  He  reposed  upon  the  many  graceful,  many  fantastic 
images  he  bad  created  ;  with  them  he  dined  and  took  wine, 

I  have  ventured  at  an  antagonist  copy  of  verses  in  '*The 
Athenaeum  "  to  Aim,  in  which  he  is  as  everything  and  you  as 
nothing.  He  is  no  lawyer  who  cannot  take  two  aides.  But  I  am 
jealous  of  the  combination  of  the  sister  arts.  Let  them  sparkle 
apart.  What  injury  (short  of  the  theatres)  did  not  Boydell's 
**  Shakespeare  Gallery  "  do  me  with  Shakespeare  ? — to  have  Opie*s 
Shakespeare,  Northcote's  Shakespeare,  light-headed  Fuseli*s  Shake- 
speare, heavy-headed  Romney'e  Shakespeare,  wooden-headed  West's 
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Shakespeare  (though  he  did  the  best  in  *'  Lear  "X  deaf-headed 
Bejnaoldg's  Shakespeare^  iDstead  of  my,  and  everybody's  Shakespeare. 
To  be  tied  down  to  an  authentic  face  of  Juliet  I  To  have  Imogen'^ 
portrait  I  To  confine  the  illimitable  !  I  like  you  and  Stotnard 
(you  best),  but  "  out  upon  this  half-faced  fellowship,"  Sir^  wh 
I  have  read  the  book  I  may  trouble  you,  through  Moxon,  wii 
some  faint  ciiticisms.  It  is  not  the  fiatteringest  compliment,  in 
letter  to  an  author,  to  say  you  have  not  read  his  book  jret- 
the  devil  of  a  reader  he  must  be  who  prances  through  it  in  five 
minutes,  and  no  longer  have  I  received  the  parcel.  It  was  a  little 
tantalizing  to  me  to  receive  a  letter  from  Landor,  Gebir  I^uidor, 
from  Florence,  to  say  he  was  just  dtting  down  to  read  my  **  Elia,'' 
just  received,  but  the  letter  was  to  go  out  before  the  reading. 
There  are  calamities  in  authorship  which  only  authors  know.  I  am 
going  to  call  on  Moxon  on  Monday^  if  the  throng  of  carriages  b 
Dover  Street  on  the  mom  of  publication  do  not  barricade  me  out* 
With  many  thanks,  and  most  respectful  remembrances  to  your 
sister. 

Yours,        C.  Lamb. 

Have  jrou  seen  Coleridge's  happy  exemplification  in  English  of 
the  Ovidian  elegiac  metre  ?^- 

lu  the  Hexameter  rises  the  fotifita.in's  silvery  current, 
In  the  Pentameter  aye  falling  in  melody  down. 

My  sister  is  papering  up  the  book — careful  soul  I 

Note 

[Moxon  published  a  superb  edition  of  Rogers^  PoewM  illui^tratedl 
by  Turner  and  Stothard,     Lamb  had  received  an  advance  copy, 
l^e  sonnet  to  Rogers  in  The  Times  was  printed  on  December  13^  J 
1833.     Itranthui;— 

TO  SAMUEL  ROGERS,  Esq.,  ON  THE  NEW  EDITION  OF  HIS 
*  PLEASURES  OF  MEMORY'* 

When  thy  gay  book  hath  paid  its  proud  devoirB, 
Pontic  friend  J  and  fed  with  luxury 
The  eye  of  pampered  aristocracy 
In  glittering-  drawing-rooms  and  gilt  boudoirs. 
Overlaid  with  comments  of  pictorial  aft, 
However  rich  and  rare,  yet  nothing  leaving 
Of  health  fill  action  to  the  sotil-conceiving 
Of  the  true  reader— yet  a  nobler  part 
Awaits  thy  work,  already  classic  stj'led* 
Cheap<bd,  accessible,  in  homelieat  show 
The  modest  beauty  through  the  land  shall  go 
From  year  to  year,  and  render  life  more  mild ; 
HefincDicnt  to  the  poor  man's  hearth  shaJl  give, 
And  in  the  moral  heart  of  England  Hve. 
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Thomas  Stothard,  then  in  his  seventy -ninth  year,  Lamb  had  met 
at  Henry  Rogers',  who  had  died  at  Christmas,  1SB2.  The  tbllowing 
was  the  copy  of  vei-ses  printed  in  The  Athenmwm^  December  £1, 
ISSS  ("  that  most  romantic  tale  '*  was  Peter  WUhma) : — 

TO  T.  STOTHARD,  Esq. 

On  his  lituMtraHons  o/tk€  Potim  of  Mr,  Rogarji 

Consummate  Artist,  whose  undying  nairje 

With  classic  Rogers  shall  go  down  to  famci 

Be  this  thy  crowning  work  !     In  my  young  day* 

How  often  have  T  with  a  child's  fond  ga^e 

Pored  on  the  pictured  wonders  thou  hadi^t  done : 

Clarissa  mouiitful^  and  prim  Grandigon  ! 

All  Fielding's*  SmoUett's  heioes*  fo»e  to  view  ; 

t  saw*  and  I  believed  the  phantoms  true. 

But,  above  atl,  that  most  romantic  tale 

Did  o*cr  my  raw  credulity  prevail, 

Where  Glums  and  Gawfies  wear  mysterious  things, 

That  serve  at  once  for  jackets  and  for  wings. 

Age,  that  enfeebles  other  men's  designs. 

But  heightens  thine*  and  thy  £ree  draught  rejines. 

In  several  ways  distinct  you  make  us  feel — 

GtQ€tful  as  Raphael,  as  Watteau  genteel. 

Your  lights  and  shades,  a&  Titianesque,  we  praise ; 

And  warmly  wUh  you  Titian's  length  of  days* 

*'  Short  of  the  theatres."  The  injury  done  by  the  theati^s  is 
of  course  the  subject  of  Lamb*?*  ReJlBcior  essay  on  Sbakespeare^s 
Tragedies  (see  VoL  I.^  page  97). 

"  Bovdeirs  *  Shakespeare  Gallery  *  " — the  series  of  170  illustrationti 
to  Shakespeare  by  leading  artists  of  the  dav  projected  by  Alderman 
Boydell  in  1786. 

"Out  upon  this  half-faced  fellowship."  Hotspur^s  phrase  in 
1   ^nertry  IV„"  L,  8,  208, 

"  Coleridge's  .  *  .  exemplification."  Lamb  quoted  incorrectly. 
The  lines  had  just  appeared  in  Friendship's  Offering  for  1834  : — 

In  the  hexameler  rises  the  fountain's  silvery  column ; 
In  the  pentameter  aye  falling  in  melody  back, 

Coleridge  took  the  lines  from  Schiller. 

At  Dr.  Williams'  Library  is  a  note  from  Thos.  Robinson  to 
Crabb  Robinson^  dated  December  gS,  1833,  concerning  Lamb^s 
Christmas  turkey,  which  went  first  to  C'rabb  Robinson  at  the 
Temple  and  vfm  then  sent  on  to  Lamb,  presomably  with  the  note 
in  the  hamper.     Lamb  adds  at  the  foot  of  the  note  :^- 

**The  parcel  coming  thro'  you>,  I  open*d  this  note,  but  find  no 
ttvason  in  it, 

"  With  thanks 

"C,  Lamb." 
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I  give  here  three  other  notes  to  Dilke^  beiongitig  probably  to  the 
early  days  of  1834.     The  Hrst  refers  to  the  proof  of  one  of  Lamb^j 
contributions  to  The  AihentmLm,] 


LETTERS  569,  570  AND  571 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  WENTWORTH  DILEE 

[Novate.] 

I  HAVE  read  the  enclosed  five  and  forty  times  over.  I  have 
submitted  it  to  my  Edmonton  friends;  at  last  (O  Argun* 
penetration),  I  have  diicovered  a  dash  that  might  be  dispenaett 
with*  Pray  don't  trouble  yourself  with  such  useless  courtesies.  I 
can  welt  trust  your  editor^  when  I  don*t  use  queer  phrases  which 
prove  themselves  wrong  by  creating  a  distrust  in  the  sober  com- 
positor, 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  WENTWORTH  DILKB 

(No  dAi&] 

MAY  I  now  claim  of  you  the  benefit  of  the  loan  of  iiome  books* 
Do  not  fear  sending  too  many*  But  do  not  if  it  be  irksome  i 
to  yourself^— jiuch  aa  shall  make  you  say,  *  damn  it,  here's  Latnb^ji  box 
come  again/  Dog's  leaves  ensured  !  Any  light  stuff:  no  natural 
history  or  useful  Teaming,  such  as  Pyramids,  Catacomb^^  Giraffes, 
Adventures  in  Southern  Africa,  &c.  &c. 

With  our  joint  compliments,  yours, 

C  Lamm. 

Church  Street,  Edmojiton, 

Novels  for  the  last  two  years^  or  furtber  back — nonsense  of  any 
period. 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  WENTWORTH  DILKE 

[No  date.    Spring.  tSj+.J 

T^EAR  Sir,  I  return  44  volumes  by  Tate.     If  they  are  not  all 
1  J     your  own,  and  some  of  mine  nave  slipt  in,  I  do  not  think 
you  will  lose  mudi.     Shall  I  go  on  with  the  Table  talk?     I  will, 
if  you  like  it^  when  the  Culinary  article  has  appeared, 

Robins^  the  Carrier,  from  the  Swan^  Snow  Hill,  will  bring  any 
more  contributions,  thankfully  to  be  received — I  pay  backwarcb 
and  forwards.  C.  Lamb. 
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[*' Table  Talk  by  the  late  Elia"  appeared  in  The  AtkeiKBum  on 
Jaauary  4,  May  31,  June  7  and  July  19,  18S4.  TKe  Caliiiarv 
article  is  the  paragraph  that  now  closes  the  "Table  Talk  ^'  (see  Vol. 
L,  page  349).] 

LETTER  572 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MARY  BETHAM 

January  24,  1834^ 
Church  Street,  Edmonton. 

DEAR  Mary  Betham — I  received  the  Bill,  and  when  it  is  pay- 
able, some  ten  or  twelve  days  hence,  will  punctually  do  with 
the  overplus  as  you  direct :  I  thought  you  would  like  to  know  it 
came  to  hand,  so  I  have  not  waited  for  the  tmcertainty  of  when 
your  nephew  sets  out,  I  suppase  my  receipt  will  serve,  for  poor 
Mary  is  not  in  a  capacity  to  sign  it*  After  being  weU  from  the 
end  of  July  to  the  end  of  December,  she  was  taken  ill  almost  on 
the  first  day  of  the  New  Year,  and  is  as  bad  m  poor  creature  can 
be.  I  expect  her  fever  to  last  14  or  15  weeks— if  she  gets  well  at 
all,  which  every  successive  illness  puts  me  in  fear  of.  She  has  leas 
and  less  strength  to  throw  it  off,  and  they  leave  a  dreadful  de- 
pression after  thera.  She  was  quite  comfortable  a  few  weeks  since, 
when  Matilda  came  down  here  to  see  us.    . 

You  shall  excuse  a  short  letter,  for  my  hand  is  unsteady.  In- 
deed, the  ait  nation  I  am  in  with  her  shakes  me  ^ly.  She  was 
?uite  able  to  appreciate  the  kind  legacy  while  she  was  well* 
magine  her  kindest  love  to  you,  which  is  but  buiied  awhile,  and 
believe  all  the  good  wishes  for  your  restoration  to  health  from 

C.  Lamb. 

Note 

[This  letter  refers  to  the  legacy  mentioned  on  page  913.  It  had 
now  been  paid,] 

^^B  LETl'ER  573 

^^H        CHAHLES  LAMB  TO  EDWARD  MOXON 

r^^^  t^'M*  Jan.  38,  1834.] 

I  T  MET  with  a  man  at  my  half  way  house,  who  told  me  many 
I  X  anecdotes  of  Kean's  younger  life.  He  knew  him  thoroughly, 
I    His  name  h   Wyatt,  living  near  the  Bell,  Edmonton.     Also  he 
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referred  me  to  West,  a  publican,  opposite  St.  Georges  Church, 
Southwark,  who  knew  him  more  intimately.  Is  it  worth  Forster's 
while  to  enquire  after  them  ?  C*  L, 

Note 

[Edmund  Kean  had  died  in  the  previous  May,  Forster,  who  was 
at  this  time  theatrical  critic  of  Th^  Examiner^  was  probably  at 
work  upon  a  biographical  article. 

Here  should  come  a  note  from  Lamb  to  Matilda  Betham,  dated 
Jaimary  29,  1834,  not  available  for  this  edition  (printed  by  Mr. 
Hazlitt  in  The  Lambs),     *^^  My  poor  Mary  is  tembfy  ill  again  " 

Herc  aJsoj  dated  February  7,  should  come  a  letter  to  William 
Hone^  printed  by  Mr.  Macdcnald,  in  which  Lamb,  after  mention- 
ing his  sister^  illness^  urges  upon  Hone  the  advisability  of  applying 
to  the  Literary  Fund  for  some  rehef,  and  offers  to  support  him  in 
his  appeal.] 


LETTEBS  574  AND  575 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MISS  FRYER 

Feb,  Ut  1834- 

DEAR  Mi^  Fryer, — Your  letter  found  me  just  returned  from 
keeping  my  birthday  (pretty  innocent  I)  at  Dover-street*  I 
see  them  pretty  often,  I  have  since  had  letters  of  business  to  write, 
or  should  have  replied  earlier.  In  one  worti*  be  less  uneasy  about 
me ;  I  bear  my  privations  very  well ;  I  am  not  in  the  depths  of 
desolation,  as  heretofore.  Your  admonitions  are  not  lost  upon  me. 
Your  kindness  has  sunk  into  my  heart.  Have  faith  in  me!  It 
is  no  new  thing  for  me  to  be  left  to  my  sister.  When  she  is  not 
violent,  her  rambling  chat  is  better  to  me  than  the  sense  and  sanity 
of  this  world.  Her  heart  is  obscured,  not  buried ;  it  breaks  out 
occasionally ;  and  one  can  discern  a  strong  mind  struggling  with 
the  billows  that  have  gone  over  it.  I  could  be  nowhere  happier 
than  under  the  same  roof  with  her.  Her  memory  is  unnatuimlly 
strong ;  and  from  ages  past,  if  we  may  so  call  the  earliest  records  of 
our  poor  life,  she  fetches  thousands  of  nanies  and  things  that  never 
would  have  dawned  upon  me  again,  and  thousands  from  the  ten 
years  she  lived  before  me.  What  took  place  from  early  girlhood 
to  her  coming  of  age  principally  lives  again  (every  important  thing 
and  every  trifle)  in  her  brain  with  the  vividness  of  real  presence. 
For  twelve  hours  incessantly  she  will  pour  out  without  intermission 
all  her  past  lite,  forgetting  nothing,  pouring  out  name  after  name 
to  the  Waldens  as  a  dream  ;  sense  and  nonsense ;  truths  aud  errors 
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huddled  together;  a  medley  between  iDspiration  and  possession. 
What  things  we  are!  I  know  you  will  bear  with  me,  talking  of 
these  things.  It  seems  to  ease  rae;  far  I  have  nobody  to  tell  these 
things  to  now,     Emma,  I  see,  has  got  a  harp  I  and  is  learning  to 

I)lay,  She  has  framed  her  three  Walton  pictures^  and  pretty  they 
ooK.  That  is  a  book  you  should  read  ;  such  sweet  religion  in  it^ — 
next  to  Woolmans!  though  the  subject  be  baits  and  hooks,  and 
wormsj  and  fishes.  She  has  my  copy  at  present  to  do  two  more 
from. 

Very,  very  tired,  I  began  this  epistle,  having  been  epistolising  all 
the  morning,  and  very  kindly  would  I  end  it,  could  I  find  adequate 
expressions  to  your  kindness.  We  did  set  our  minds  on  seeing  you 
in  spring.  One  of  us  will  indubitably.  But  I  am  not  skilled  in 
almanac  learning,  to  know  when  spring  precisely  begins  and  ends. 
Pardon  my  blots;  I  am  glad  you  like  your  book.  I  wish  it  had 
been  half  as  worthy  of  your  acceptance  as  "  John  Woolman  "  But 
'tis  a  good-nature<^  book. 

Note 

[Miss  Fryer,  who  was  first  mentioned  in  Letter  56%  was  a 
achool-feliow  of  Mrs.  Moxon's. 

I  append  another  letter,  undated^  to  the  same  laiiy.  It  belongs 
obviously  to  an  earlier  period,  but  the  exact  position  is  unimpor- 
tant : — J 
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MY  dear  Miss  Fryer,  By  desire  of  Emma  I  have  attempted  new 
words  to  the  old  nonsense  of  Tartar  Drum  ;  but  with  the 
nonsense  the  sound  and  spirit  of  the  tune  are  unaccountably  gone, 
and  we  have  agreed  to  discard  the  new  version  altogether.  As 
you  may  be  more  fastidious  in  singing  mere  silliness^  and  a  string 
of  well-sounding  images  without  sen^e  or  coherence — Drums  of 
Tartars^  who  use  none^  and  Tulip  treai  ten  foot  high,  not  to 
mention  Spirits  in  Sunbeams  &c,— than  we  are,  so  you  are  at 
liberty  to  sacrifice  an  enspiriting  movement  to  a  little  sense,  tho^ 
I  like  LiTTLK-sEKSK  leas  than  his  vagary ing  younger  sister  No- 
sense — so  I  send  them 

The  4th  line  of  Ist  stanza  is  from  an  old  Ballad. 

Emma  is  looking  weller  and  handsomer  (as  you  say)  than  ever, 
Really,  if  she  goes  on  thus  improving,  by  the  time  she  is  nine  and 
thirty  she  will  be  a  tolerable  comely  person.  But  I  may  not  live 
VOL.  Vll,^l 
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to  aee  it. — I  take  Beauty  to  be  catching— a.  Cbolera  sort  of 

— Sqw^  whether  the  constant  presence  of  a  handsome  object — fci 

there*s  only  two  of  us — may  aot  have  the  effect  — but 

subject  is  delicate^  and  as   niy  old  great  Ant^    used   to   say- 
**  Andsome  h  as  andsome  duzz'* — that  was  my  great  Ant's  way  i 

spelling 

Most  and  best  kind  things  say  to  yourself  and  dear  Mother 
all  your  kindnesses  to  our  Em.,  tho'  in  truth  I  atu  a  little  tired  wit 
her  everlasting  repetition  of  'em.     Yours  very  Truly, 

Ch«  Lam». 
LOVE  WILL  COME 
Turu:  *•  Tht  Tariar  Drum  " 
I 

Ou^d  thy  fe«ling9»  pretty  V^taJ, 

From  the  smooth  Intruder  fret ; 
Cage  thjnc  heart  in  bars  of  chr>'sUJ, 

Lock  it  with  m  golden  key : 
Thro*  the  bars  deitiyreLy  stealing — 

Noiseless  footstep,  accent  durnb, 
Hts  approach  to  none  revealing-— 

Watchp  or  watch  not.  Love  will  cohr. 

His  approach  to  none  revealing — 
Watchf  or  watch  notp  Love  will  come — Lorve, 

Watch,  or  watch  not,  Love  will  come, 

U 

Scornful  Beauty  may  deny  him-* 

He  hath  spells  to  charm  disdain  ; 
Homely  Features  may  defy  him— 

Both  at  length  must  wear  the  chain. 
Haughty  Youth  in  Courts  of  Princes — 

Hermit  poor  with  age  oercome^— 
His  ioft  plea  at  last  convinces ; 

Sooner,  later,  Love  will  come— 

His  soft  plea  at  length  convinces  ; 
Sooner,  later »  Love  will  come— Love, 
Sooner » later,  Love  will  come. 

'  Emtna's  way  of  spelling  Miss  UTn/ris^  as  I  spell  her  Aunt 


LETTER  676 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH 

Church  S«„  EdmofiKH], 
zz  fcb,  [iSif  ]. 

DEAR  Wordsworth,  I  write  from  a  house  of  mourning.     The 
oldest  and  best  friends  I  have  left,  are  in  trouble,    A  bmncli 
of  them  (and  they  of  the  best  stock  of  God'<  creatiires^  I  believe)  s 
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establishing  a  school  at  Carlisle*  Her  name  is  Louisa  Martin,  her 
address  75  Castle  Street,  Carlisle;  her  quatittes  (and  her  motives 
for  this  exertion)  are  the  most  amiable,  most  upright.  For  thirty 
years  she  has  been  tried  by  me,  and  on  her  behaviour  I  would 
stake  my  souL  0  if  you  can  recommend  her^  how  would  I  love 
you^f  I  could  love  you  better.  Pray,  pray,  recommend  hei\  She 
IS  as  good  a  human  creature,^ — next  to  my  Sister,  perhaps  the  most 
exemplary  female  I  ever  knew.  Moxon  tells  me»  yon  would  like  a 
Letter  from  me.  You  shall  have  one.  This  I  cannot  mingle  up 
with  any  nonsense  which  yon  usually  tolerate  from,  C.  Lamb.  Need 
he  add  loves  to  Wife,  Sister,  and  all  ?  Poor  Mary  is  ill  again,  after 
a  short  lucid  interval  of  4  or  S  mouths.  In  short,  I  may  call  her 
half  dead  to  me. 

Good  you  are  to  me.     Yours  with  fervor  of  friendship ;  for  ever 

turn  over 

If  you  want  references,  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle  may  be  one, 
Louie's  Sister,  (as  good  as  she,  she  cannot  be  better  tho  she  tries^) 
educated  the  daughters  of  the  late  Earl  of  Carnarvon,  and  he 
settled  a  handsome  Annuity  on  her  for  life.  In  short  all  the 
family  are  a  sound  rock.  The  present  Lord  Carnarvon  married 
Howard  of  Graystock's  Sister, 

Note 

[Wordsworth  has  written  on  the  wrapper,  "Lamb's  last  letter." 

We  met  the  Martins  in  the  early  correspondence.  It  was  Louisa 
whom,  many  years  before,  Lamb  used  to  call  **  Monkey  "  (see  pa^ 
ticularly  Letter  138  to  Hazlitt,  on  page  3S3). 

Here  should  come  Lamb's  last  letter  to  Thomas  Manning,  dated 
May  10*  18S4,  not  available  for  this  edition  (printed  by  Canon 
Ainger).  Mary  has,  he  says,  been  ill  for  nigh  twenty  weeks ;  '*  she 
is,  I  hope,  recovering.*'  '*  I  struggle  to  town  rarely,  and  then  to 
see  London,  with  litUe  other  motive — for  what  is  left  there  hardly  ? 
The  streets  and  shops  entertaining  ever,  else  I  feel  a^  in  a  desert, 
and  get  me  home  to  my  cave."  Once  a  month,  he  adds,  he  passes 
a  day  with  Cary  at  the  Museum.  When  Mary  was  getting  oetter 
in  the  previous  year  she  would  read  all  the  auctioneers'  advertise- 
ments on  the  walk.  "These  are  m^  Play-bills,"  she  said.  "  I  walk 
9  or  10  miles  a  day,  always  up  the  road,  dear  London  wards," 
Addressed  to  Manning  at  Puckeridge. 

Manning  lived  on,  an  eccentric  recluse,  until  1840.] 
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LETTER  577 

(Fragment) 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  COWDEN  CLARKE 


w 


[No  date.     End  of  Jafie,  1834,] 

E  heard  the  Music  in  the  Abbey  at  WiDchmope  Hill  I  and 
the  not^  were  incomparably  soften'd  by  the  distance. 
Novello's  cliromattes  were  distinctly  audible.  Clara  was  tktilty  id 
B  flat*  Otherwise  she  sang  like  an  angeh  The  trombone^  and 
Beethoven's  walzes,  were  the  best.     Who  played  the  oboe  ? 

Note 

[The  letter  refers  to  the  performance  of  Handel's  *'  Creation  '* 
at  the  Musical  Festival  in  Westminster  Abbey  on  June  24,  1834, 
when  Novello  and  At  wood  were  the  organists^  and  CImu  Novello 
(now  Countess  Gigtiucci)  was  one  of  the  singers.] 


LETTER  578 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  JOHN  FORSTER 

[p.H-  June  2S,  tSj+J 

D^   F.— I  simply  sent  for  the  Mi  I  tons  because  Alsop  has  som^ 
Books  of  mine^  and  I  thought  they  might  travel  with  then^^*  1 
But  keep  'em  an  much  longer  as  you  like.     I  never  trouble  my  heac    d 
with  other  people*s  quarrels,  I  do  not  always  understand  my  owii^^^ , 
I  seldom  see  them  in  Dover  Street*     I  know  as  little  as  the  Ma^^J 
in  the  Moon  about  your  joint  transactions^  and  care  as  little*     ^^Hf 
you  have  lost  a  little  portion  of  my  "  good  will,"  it  is  that  you  d 
not  come  and  see  me.     Arrange  with  Procter,  when  you  have  doc 
with  your  moving  accidents. 

Yours,  ambulaturus» 

aL. 

LETTER  679 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  J.  FULLER  RUSSELL 

[Sammef,  tS34.] 

MB-  Ijamb's  compt*  and  shall  be  happy  to  look  over  the  lin^ 
as  soon  as  ever  Mr*  Russell  shall  send  them*     He  is  at  Mr. 
Walden's,  Church,  not  Bury— St,  Edm^- 
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Line  10.  *'  Ween/*  and  ''wist,"  and  ** wot,"  and  " eke "  are  atiti- 

quated  frippery,  and  iinniodemize  a  poem  rather  than  give  it  an 
antique  air,  as  some  strong  old  words  may  do.  "I  guess/'  **  I 
know/*  "  I  knew/'  are  quite  as  significant. 

SI.  Why  "  ee **— b^barooa  Scoticiam  ! — ^when  "eye"  is  much 
better  and  chimes  to  "cavalry"?  A  sprinkling  of  disused  words 
where  all  the  style  else  is  after  the  approved  recent  fashion  tea«es 
and  puzzles. 

37,  [Anon  the  siorm  begins  to  lUke, 

The  sullen  clouds  to  melc  away, 
The  mpon  becalmed  tn  a  blue  Lake 
Looks  down  with  melancholy  ray«] 

The  moon  becalmed  in  a  blue  lake  would  be  more  apt  to  look  up, 
I  see  my  error — the  sky  is  the  lake — and  beg  you  to  laugh  at  it. 

59*  What  is  a  maiden^s  "een/'  south  of  the  Tweed  ?     You  may 

well  call  her  prettily  turned  ears  her  *'  lugs  " 

*^  On  the  maiden's  lugs  they  ^11  "  (verse  79]. 

144*  *' A  coy  young  Miss"  wiU  never  do.  For  though  you  are 
presumed  to  be  a  modem,  writing  only  of  days  of  old,  yet  you 
should  not  write  a  ward  |)urety  unintelligible  to  your  heroine. 
Some  understanding  should  be  kept  up  between  you.  "Miss"  is 
a  nickname  not  two  centuries  old ;  came  in  at  about  the  Restora- 
tion. The  "  Kiug^s  Mioses  "  is  the  oldest  use  of  it  I  can  rem  ember. 
It  IB  Mistress  Anne  Page,  not  Miss  Page.  Modem  names  and 
usag^  should  be  kept  out  of  sight  in  an  old  subject*  W*  Scott 
was  sadly  faulty  in  this  respect. 

208.  [Tear  of  sympathy.]  Pity's  sacred  dew.  Sympathy  is  a 
young  lady's  word,  rife  m  modem  novels,  and  is  almost  always 
wrongly  applied.  To  sympathize  is  to  feel  with^  not  simply  for 
another.  I  write  verses  and  s^ympatkize  with  you.  You  have  the 
tooth  ache,  I  have  not ;  I  feel  for  you,  I  cannot  sympathize. 

g4B.  What  is  **  sheen  "  ?  Han  it  more  Bignificance  than  *'  bright "  ? 
Richmond  in  its  old  name  was  Shene.  Would  you  call  an  omnibus 
to  take  you  to  Shene?      How  the  ''all's  right     man  would  stare  \ 

5gg_  (The  violet  nestled  m  the  ihadc, 

Which  fills  with  perfume  all  the  glade, 

Yet  bashful  a&  a  timid  maid 

Thinks  to  elude  the  searching  eye 
Of  every  etrangcr  piLssing  by» 
Might  well  compare  with  ^nily.] 

strangely  involved  simile.  The  maiden  is  likend  [aic]  to  a 
violtt  which  has  been  j  ust  before  likened  to  a  mai<i.  Yet  it  reads 
prettily,  and  I  would  not  have  it  altered. 


«.  A^  .   -    r . 
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4^0*  '^ Een  **  come  c^atn  ?  In  line  407  you  speak  it  out  "eye," 
bravely  like  an  Englishman. 

468,  Sorceresses  do  not  entice  by  wrinkles^  but,  being  essentiaiiy 
aged,  api>eaF  in  assumed  beatity. 

Note 

[This  communication  and  that  which  follows  (with  trifling  omis- 
sions) were  sent  to  Noi€^  and  i^ueri^s  by  the  late  Mr,  J.  Fuller 
Russell,  F.S,A.,  with  this  explanation  :  "  I  was  residing  at  Enfield  in 
the  Cambridge  Long  Vacation^  18S4,  and — ^perhaps  to  the  neglect 
of  more  improving  pursuits— composed  a  metrical  novel,  named 
^  Emily  de  Wilton/  m  three  parts.  When  the  fii-st  of  them  was 
completed,  I  ventured  to  introduce  myself  to  Charles  Lamb  (who 
was  hving  at  Edmonton  at  the  time)*  and  telling  him  what  I  had 
done,  and  that  I  had  *scaix;ely  heart  to  proceed  until  I  had  obtained 
the  opinion  of  a  competent  judge  respecting  my  verses,'  I  asked  him 
to  ■  while  away  an  idle  hour  in  their  perusaV  adding,  *  I  fear  you  will 
think  me  very  rude  and  very  intrusive,  but  I  am  one  of  the  most 
nervous  souls  in  Christendom/  Moved^  possibly^  by  this  diffident 
{not  to  say  unusual)  confession,  Elia  speedily  gave  his  consent*" 

The  poem  was  never  printed.  Lamb's  pains  in  this  niatter  serve 
to  show  how  kindly  disposed  he  was  in  these  later  years  to  all 
young  meni  and  how  exact  a  sense  of  words  he  had. 

In  the  British  Museum  is  preserved  a  sheet  of  similar  comments 
made  by  Lamb  upon  a  manuscript  of  P.  G.  Pat m ore's,  from  which 
I  have  quoted  a  few  passages  on  page  737.  In  Charles  Lamb  arid 
the  Lloyds  will  also  be  found  a  number  of  interesting  criticisms  on 
a  translation  of  Homer,  to  which  reference  is  made  on  pages  40^ 
and  41 8  J 


LETTER  680 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  J.  FULLER  RUSSELL 

[  Summer  t  1834.) 

SIR, — I  hope  you  will  finish  **  Emily /'  The  story  I  cannot  at 
this  stage  anticipate.  Some  loosenea*i  of  diction  I  have  taken 
liberty  to  advert  to.  It  wants  a  little  more  severity  of  style.  There 
are  too  many  prettinesses,  but  parts  of  the  Poem  are  better  than 
pretty,  and  I  thank  you  for  the  perusah 

Your  humble  Serv^ 

Cp  Lamb. 

Perhaps  you  will  favour  me  with  a  call  while  you  stay. 
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Line  42.  "  The  old  abbaje "  (if  abbey  was  so  spelt)  I  do  not 
object  to,  because  it  does  not  seem  your  own  language*  but  humour- 
somely  adapted  to  the  "  how  tblks  called  it  in  those  times/' 

82.  ^^Flai-es"!  Think  of  the  vulgarism  ** flare  up;"  let  it  be 
*'bums." 

llg,  [In  her  pale  coanun^ncie  is  blent 

The  majesty  of  high  intent 
With  meeknesa  by  devotion  lent. 

And  when  she  bends  In  prayer 
Before  the  Virgin**  awful  shrine,— 
The  rapt  enthusiast  might  deem 
The  seraph  of  his  brightest  dreitm* 

Were  meekly  kneeling  there.) 

"  Was ''  decidedly,  not  "were."  The  deeming  or  supposition,  is  of 
a  reality,  not  a  contingency.  The  enthusiast  does  not  deem  that  a 
thing  may  be,  but  that  it  ia, 

X18^  [When  first  young  Vernon's  flight  she  knew. 

The  lady  deemed  the  tale  untrue.] 

** Deemed"!  Tliis  word  is  just  repeated  above;  say  "thought" 
or  "  held  "     *'  Deem  "  is  half-cousin  to  "  ween  "  and  "  wot" 

X4S.  [^y  P*"^  intent  and  soul  sincere 

Sustained  and  nerved,  I  will  not  fear 
Reproach^  shame»  scorn,  the  taunimg  jcet, 
And  worse  than  all,  a  father*!  sneer,] 

A  father's  "sneer  "?  Would  a  high-bom  man  in  those  days  $neer 
at  a  daughter's  disgrace — would  he  only  sneer? 

RepToachi  and  biting  shame,  and— worK 
Than  all— the  estranged  father's  curae, 

I  only  throw  this  hint  out  in  a  hurry, 

177.  "  Stern  and  sear  '*  ?  I  see  a  meaning  in  it^  but  no  word 
is  good  that  startles  one  at  first,  and  then  you  have  to  make  it 
out:  "drear^"  perhaps.  Then  why  '*  to  minstrel'^  glance"?  "To 
fancy's  eye/*  you  would  say,  not  "  to  fiddler's  eye." 

m^.  A  knight  thinks,  he  don*t  "trow." 

424*  "  Mayhap  "  is  vulgartsh.     Perchance. 

♦64*  "Sensation  "  is  a  philosophic  prose  word.     Feeling, 

37.  [The  hill,  where  ne'er  rang  woodman's  stroke, 

Was  clothed  with  elm  ana  spreading  oak. 
Through  whose  black  boughs  the  moon's  mild  ray 
As  hardly  strove  to  win  a  way. 
As  pi  1^  to  a  roiaer'a  heart.) 

Natural  illustrations  come  more  naturally  when  by  them  we  ex- 
pound mental  operations  than  when  we  deduce  from  natural  objects 
timiles  of  the  ound's  workings.     The  raiser^s  struggle  thus  com- 
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July 


pared  is  a  beautiful  image.  But  the  storm  and  clouds  do  not 
inversely  so  readily  suggest  the  miser. 

IgO.  [Havock  and  Wrath,  hts  maniac  bride, 

Wheel  o'er  Uie  conftict.  Stc] 

These  personified  gentry  I  think  are  not  in  taste.  Betides,  Fear 
has  been  pallid  any  time  these  g,O0O  years.  It  is  mixing  the  style 
of  iEschvlus  and  the  LoMt  MinBirtL 

175.  firacy  is  a  good  rough  vocative.  No  better  suggests  itself, 
unless  Grim,  Baron  Grimm,  or  Grimoald,  which  is  Saxon,  or  Griin- 
bald  !  Tracy  would  obviate  your  objection  [that  the  name  Bracy 
occurs  in  IvanhoB]  but  Bracy  is  stronger. 


gSl, 


[The  ffown  of  night 
Conceak  btnif  and  bewrays  their  sight,] 


Betrays,    The  other  has  an  wnljicky  association. 

S43.  V^^^  glinting  maon's  half-shrouded  ray,] 

Why  'Vglinting/*  Scotch,  when  "glancing  "  is  English  ? 

4£1^  [Then  solemnly  the  monk  did  say, 

(The  Abbot  of  Saint  Mary's  gray,) 
The  leman  of  a  wanton  youth 
Perhaps  may  gain  her  feithcr'*  ruth^ 
But  ntxitr  on  his  injured  breast 
May  lie,  caressing  and  caressed. 
Bethink  you  of  the  vow  you  made 
When  your  light  daughter,  all  distraught, 
From  yonder  slaughter- plain  was  brought, 
That  if  in  some  secluded  cell 
She  might  till  death  securely  dwell. 
The  house  of  God  should  share  her  wealth.] 

Holy  abbots  surely  never    so    undisguisedly    blurted   out    their 
secular  aims» 

I  think  there  is  so  much  of  this  kind  of  poetry^  that  it  would  not 
be  veTy  taking y  but  it  is  well  worthy  of  pleasing  a  private  circle. 
One  blemish  runs  thro*,  the  perpetual  accompaniment  of  natural 
images.  Seasons  of  the  year,  times  of  day,  phases  of  the  moon, 
phenomena  of  flowers,  are  cjuite  as  much  your  dramatis  personit! 
as  the  warriors  and  the  ladies.  This  last  part  is  as  good  as  what 
pi-ecedes. 


LETTER  581 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  CHARLES  WENTWORTH  DILKE 

[Nod  ate.     End  of  J  uly ,  t  S34.] 

DEAR  Sir,  I  am  totally  incapable  of  doing  what  you  sugeeit 
at  present,  and  think  it  right  to  tell  you  so  without  cMajf. 
It  would  shock  me,  who  am  shocked  enough  already,  to  sit  down  to 
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write  about  it.  I  have  na  letters  of  poor  C*  By  nnd  bye  what 
scrap  I  have  shall  be  yours.  Pray  excuse  me.  It  is  not  for  want 
of  obliging  you^  I  assure  you.  For  ^our  Box  we  most  cordially  feel 
thankful.  I  shall  be  your  debtor  in  my  poor  way.  I  do  assure 
you  I  am  incapable* 

Again,  excuse  me 

Yours  sincerely 

C  L. 
Note 

[Coleridge's  death  had  occun-ed  on  July  ^5,  in  his  sixty-second 
year;  and  Dilke  had  written  to  Lamb  asking  for  some  words  on 
that  event,  for  The  Atken<Bwm.  A  little  while  later  a  request 
was  made  by  John  Forster  that  Lamb  would  write  something 
for  the  album  of  a  Mr.  Keymer.  It  was  then  that  Lamb  wrote 
the  few  words  that  stand  under  the  title  **()n  the  Death  of 
Coleridge  "  (see  Vol.  I.,  page  351).  Forster  wrote  thus  of  the  effect 
of  Coleridge's  death  upon  Lamb  : — 

He  thought  of  Kttle  elie  (his  sister  was  but  a.aoiher  portion  of  himself)  until  hifi 
own  great  spirit  joined  his  friend.  He  had  a.  habit  of  venting  his  melancholy  in  a 
sort  of  inirth.  He  wouM^  with  nothing  graver  than  a  pun,  "  cleanse  his  bosom  of 
the  perilous  stu^  that  weighed/'  upon  it.  tn  a  je&t,  of  a  few  light  phrases,  he 
would  lay  open  the  last  recesses  of  his  heaf  t  So  in  respect  of  the  death  of  Coleridge. 
Some  ol4  friends  of  his  saw  him  two  or  three  weeks  ago^  and  remarked  the  constant 
turning  and  reference  of  his  mind*  He  intefrupted  himself  and  them  almost  every 
instant  with  some  play  of  affected  wonder*  or  aBtonishmcnt,  or  humorous  melan- 
choly, on  the  words,  **  CoUridgi  is  dead,"  Nothing  could  divert  him  from  that* 
for  the  thought  of  it  never  left  him, 

Wordsworth  said  that  Coleridge's  death  hastened  Lamb's.] 

LETTER  ^% 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  REV.  JAMES  GILLMAN 

Mr.  Walden^a,  Church  Street, 
Edmonton,  Atignst  5,  18J4. 

MY  dear  Sir, — The  sad  week  being  over,  I  must  write  to  you  to 
say,  that  I  was  glad  of  being  spared  from  attending ;  I  have 
no  words  to  express  my  feeling  with  you  all.  I  can  only  say  that 
when  you  think  a  short  visit  from  me  would  be  acceptable,  when 
your  father  and  mother  ^hall  be  able  to  see  me  wiih  comfort^  I 
will  come  to  the  bereaved  house.  Express  to  them  my  tenderest 
regards  and  hopes  that  they  will  continue  our  friends  still.  We 
both  love  and  respect  them  as  much  as  a  human  being  can,  and 
finally  thank  them  with  our  hearts  for  what  they  have  been  to  the 
poor  departed. 

God  bless  you  all,         C.  Lamb. 
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Note 

[Talfourd  writes :  "  Shortly  after^  assured  that  his  presence  wou 
be  welcome,  Lamb  went  to  Highgate,     There  he  asked  leave  to  i 
the  nur*^  who  hjwl  attended  upon  Coleridge ;  and  being  struck  a 
affected  by  the  feeling  she  manifested  towards  his  friend,  insiste 
on  her  receiving  five  guineas  from  him/*] 


LETTER  58S 
CHARLES  AND  MARY  LAMB  TO  H,  F.  CARY 

Sept.  12, 1^54, 
**  By  Cot*s  pleasing  we  will  not  be  absence  at  the  grace*" 

DEAR  C, — We  long  to  see  you,  and  hear  account  of  youfl 
peregrinations,  of  the  Tun  at  Heidelburg,  the  Clock  at] 
Strasburg,  the  statue  at  Rotterdamj  the  dainty  Rhenish  and] 
poignant  Moselle  wines,  Westphalian  hams^  and  Botargoea 
Altona.  But  perhaps  you  have  seen  nor  tasted  any  of 
things* 

Yours,  very  glad  to  claim  you  back  again  to  your  pFopear  cent 
books  and  Bibliothec^,  C.  akd  M,  Laxis. 

I  have  only  got  your  note  just  now  per  negligentiam  perm%q%M 

Moxoni. 

Note 

[«  By  C4:>t's  plessing  .  ,  ."—Sir  Hugh  Evans,  in  "  The  Merry  Wivei  I 
of  Windsor." 

Charles  and  Mary  Lamb  at  this  time  weie  supposed  to  dine  at 
Gary's  on  the  third  Wednesday  in  every  month.     When  the  plan  I 
was  suggested  by  Cary  Lamb  was  for  declining,  but  Maiy  Lamhl 
said,  "  Ah,  when  we  went  to  Edmonton,  I  told  Charles  that  some- 
thing would  turn  up,  itnd  so  it  did^  you  see." 

*'Per  negligenixa-m  .  <  ."    Owing  to  the  neglect  of  the 
um-ighteoua  Moxon.] 


LETTER  584 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  H,  F,  CARY 


Oct,,  tSif 

my  sense  of 

r         ^« ff"% 

Let  it  be  blotted  from  the  calendar.     Had 


I   PROTEST  I  know  not  in  what  words  to  invest 
the  shameful  violation  of  hospitality,  which  I  was  guilty  of  on 
that  fatal  Wednesday-     *       ' 
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it  been  committed  at  a  layman's  house,  say  a  merchant's  or  manu- 
facturer'sj  a  cheesemonger's  or  green|^'ocer's,  or,  to  go  higher,  a 
barrister's,  a  member  of  Farliament's,  a  rich  banker's,  I  should  have 
felt  alleviation,  a  drop  of  self-pity.  But  to  be  .seen  deliberately  to 
go  out  of  the  house  of  a  clergytnan  drunk  \  a  clergyman  of  the 
Church  of  England  tool  not  that  alone^  but  of  an  e^tpounder  of 
that  dark  Itahan  Hierophant,  an  exposition  little  short  of  his  who 
dared  unfold  the  Apocalypse:  divine  riddles  both  and  (without 
supernal  grace  vouchsafed)  Arks  not  to  be  fingered  without  present 
blasting  to  the  touchers.  And,  then,  from  what  house  !  Not  a 
common  glebe  or  vicarage  (which  yet  had  been  shameful),  but  from 
a  kingly  repository  of  sciences,  human  and  divine,  with  the  primate 
of  England  for  its  guardian,  arrayed  in  public  majesty,  from  which 
the  profane  vulgar  are  bid  fly.  Could  all  those  volumes  have  taught 
me  nothing  better  1  With  feverish  eyes  on  the  succeeding  dawn  I 
opened  upon  the  faint  light,  enougH  to  distinguish*  in  a  strange 
chamber  not  immediately  to  be  recognised,  garters^  hose,  waistcoat, 
neckerchief,  arranged  in  dreadful  order  and  proportion,  which  I 
knew  was  not  mine  own.  'Tis  the  common  symptom,  on  awaking, 
I  judge  my  la^it  night's  condition  from.  A  tolerable  scattering  on 
the  floor  I  hail  as  being  too  probably  my  own,  and  if  the  candle- 
stick be  not  removed,  I  assoil  myself.  But  this  finical  arrangement, 
this  finding  everything  in  the  morning  in  exact  diametrical  recti* 
tnde,  torments  me.  By  whom  was  I  divested  ?  Burning  blushes  ! 
not  by  the  fair  bands  of  nymphs,  the  Buifam  Graces  ?  Remote 
whispers  suggested  that  I  coached  it  home  in  triumph — far  be 
that  from  working  pride  in  me,  for  I  was  unconscious  of  the 
locomotion;  that  a  young  Mentor  accompanied  a  reprobate  old 
Telemachus  ;  that,  the  Trojan  like,  he  bore  his  charge  upon  his 
shoulders^  while  the  wretched  incubuvS,  in  glimmering  sense,  hic- 
cuped  drunken  snatches  of  flying  on  the  bats'  wings  after  sunset. 
An  aged  servitor  was  also  hinted  at»  to  make  disgrace  more 
complete :  one,  to  whom  my  ignominy  may  offer  further  occasions 
of  revolt  (to  which  he  was  before  too  fondly  inclining)  from  the 
true  faith;  for,  at  a  sight  of  my  helplessness,  what  more  was 
needed  to  drive  him  to  4e  advocacy  of  independency  ?  Occasion 
led  me  through  Great  RnsselJ  Stieet  yesterday.  I  gazed  at  the 
great  knocker.  My  feeble  hands  in  vain  essayed  to  Hft  it*  I 
dreaded  that  Argus  Portitor,  who  doubtless  lanterned  me  out  on 
that  prodigious  night*  I  called  the  Elginian  marbles.  They  were 
cold  to  my  suit.  I  shall  never  again,  I  said,  on  the  wide  gates  unfold- 
ing,  say  without  fear  of  thrusting  back^  in  a  light  but  a  peremptory 
air,  "  I  am  going  to  Mr.  Cary's."  I  passed  by  the  walls  ot  Balclutha. 
I  had  imaged  to  myself  a  zodiac  of  third  Wednesdays  irradiating  by 
glimpses  the  Edmonton  dulness,     I  dreamed  of  Highmore  I     I  am 
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twin, 

fitaifjr 

g  Chfiiiiiiiis  or 


secciid  childfaocxlr  brings  linked  naad  m  haod  I 

new  Inexperience,  wh]<£  knowi  not  eAds  gf  I 

to  have  sate  for  a  i>ober,  mldd" 

ton,  the  Deat-fingeped  artist  eaii  i 

Bilenoa,  leeturtng   natunJ  pliiioftifilij  to  m 

a  Maaftilun*      Pudet,      From  Vbtt  conrtezi  i 

of  — . 

Note 

f**'nie  Buffam  Gmcmr       Lamb's 
lluikling». 

**  Baltf*  wings  "^ — ArieFi*  song  again. 

"  I  pMed  b^  the  walls  of  BalGlntba.'*    From  Oman.     Lamb  i 
this  quotation  in  his  Elia  &ss&y  on  the  Sofith-Sea  Hoose* 

**  Higbtnore,"     I  cannot  explain  this  refei^oce. 

**?^iIenuB  .  .  /'     In    Viigirs  sixth  eclogtie  Silenos^   foond   in 
dnttiken  nleep  by  ChromiuK  and  Mnasyios,  is  boood  bj  them.     Hi 
»ang  to  them  of  the  creation  of  the  world. 

Not  long  before  Mi^.  I^octer's  death  a  letter  from  Charier  LambJ 
to  Mrs,  BekiJ   Montagu  was  ^Id,  in  which  I^amb  apok   ' 
having  become    intoxicated    while   visiting   her   the   nigbt 
§ome  one  mentioned  the  letter  in  Mrs.  Procter^s  presence, 
the  saidi  "but  they  haven't  seen  the  second  letto*,  which  I  hav 
tipstain,  written  next  day,  in  which  he  said  that  mj  mother  might 
a^k  him  again  with  tiafety  an  he  never  got  drunk  twice  in  the  sarael 
house/'     Unhappily,  a  lai^e  number  of  Lamb's  and  other  leltenl 
were  burned  by  Mrs,  Procter.] 


LETTEH  585 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  H,  F.  GARY 

[Oct.  i8,  i83|!r 

DEAR  Sir^ — The  unbounded  range  of  munificence  presented  to 
my  choice  staggei^  me*  What  can  twenty  votes  do  for  ow 
hundred  and  two  widows?  I  cast  my  eyes  hopeless  among  the 
viduage.  N.B. — Southey  might  he  asftomed  of  himself  to  let  his 
aged  mother  stand  at  the  top  of  the  list,  with  his  i^lOO  a  year  and 
butt  of  sack.  Sometimes  I  sigh  over  No.  12^  Mrs.  Carve-ill,  some 
poor  relation  of  mine,  no  doubt*  No.  15  has  my  wishes ;  but  then 
she  is  a  Welsh  one*  I  have  Ruth  upon  No.  SL  Pd  tug  hard  for 
No.  24.  No.  25  is  an  anomaly  r  there  can  be  no  Mrs.  Hogg.  No. 
84  ensnares  me.     No*  73  should  not  have  met  so  foolish  a  pefscm* 
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No.  92  may  bob  it  as  she  likes ;  but  she  catches  no  cherry  of  me. 
So  I  have  even  fixed  at  hap-hazard,  as  youll  see. 

YouiB,  every  third  Wednesday,  C»  L. 

Note 

[Talfourd  states  that  the  note  is  in  answer  to  a  letter  enclosing  a 
li^t  of  candidates  for  a  Widow's  Fund  Societv^  for  which  he  was 
entitled  to  vote.     A  Mrs.  Southey  headed  the  list. 

Here,  according  to  Mr.  Hazlitt's  dating,  should  come  a  note  from 
L^tnb  to  Mrs.  Randal  Norris,  belonging  to  November,  not  available 
for  this  edition  (printed  in  Th^  Lamhs)^  m  which  Lamb  says  that 
he  found  Mary  on  his  return  no  worse  and  she  t.s  now  no  better. 
He  sends  all  his  nonsense  that  he  can  scrape  together  and  hopes  the 
young  ladies  will  Hke  *'  Amwell  *"  {Mrs,  Leiceater'a  School),] 


LETTER  586 

CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MR.  CHILDS 

Monday.     Chuj-ch  Street,  Edmonton  (not 

Enfield,   as   you   erroneously  direct 

youri).     [?  Dec,  1B34.] 

DEAR  Sir, — The  volume  which  you  seem  to  wantj  is  not  to  be 
had  for  love  or  money.  I  with  difficulty  procured  a  copy 
for  niyself.  Yours  is  gone  to  enlighten  the  tawny  Hindoos.  What 
a  supreme  felicity  to  the  author  (only  he  is  no  traveller)  on  the 
Ganges  or  Hydaspe^  (Indian  streams)  to  meet  a  smutty  Gen  too 
ready  to  burst  with  laughing  at  the  tale  of  Bo-Bol  for  doubtless  it 
hath  been  tran^slated  into  all  the  dialet-ts  of  the  East.  I  grieve  the 
less,  that  Europe  should  want  it,  I  ciinnot  gather  from  your 
letter,  whether  you  are  aware  that  a  second  seri^  of  the  Ea«ays 
is  published  by  Moxon,  in  Dover-street,  Piccadilly,  called  "The 
Last  Essays  of  Elia,"  and,  I  am  told,  is  not  inferior  to  the  former. 
Shall  I  order  a  copy  for  you,  and  will  you  accept  it  ?  Shall  I  lend 
you,  at  the  same  time,  my  sole  copy  of  the  former  volume  (Oh  ! 
return  it)  for  a  month  or  two?  In  return,  vou  shall  favour  me 
with  the  loan  of  one  of  those  Norfolk-brecf  grunters  that  you 
laud  m  highly ;  I  promise  not  to  keep  it  above  a  day.  What  a 
funny  name  Bungay  is  I  I  never  dreamt  of  a  correspondent  thence. 
I  used  to  think  of  it  as  some  Utopian  town  or  borough  in  Gotham 
land-     I  now  believe  in  its  existence,  a,^  part  of  merry  England  ! 

[SoTne  lines  aeratched  oiU,] 
The  part  I  have  scratched  out  ia  the  best  of  the  letter.     Let  me 
have  your  commands. 

Ch,  Lamb,  cdiaa  Elia. 
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Dec. 


Note 

pTalfourd  thus  explains  this  letter :  '*  In  December^  1834,  Mr, 
Lamb  received  a  letter  from  a  gentleman,  a  stranger  to  him — 
Mr.  Childd  of  Bungay,  whose  copy  of  ELia  had  been  sent  on  an 
Oriental  voyage,  and  who^  in  order  to  replace  it^  applied  to  Mr, 
Lamb"  Mr,  Chi  Ids  was  a  printer.  His  business  subsequently 
became  that  of  Messrs,  R,  &  R,  Clark,  which  still  flourishes.  See 
Appendix  IL,  page  978,  for  a  further  note  to  Mr,  Childa, 

This  letter  practically  disposes  of  the  statement  made  by  more 
than  one  bibliographer  that  a  second  edition  of  Elia  was  published 
in  1833,     TTie  tale  of  Bo- Bo  is  in  the  "Dissertation  on  Roast 

Pig" 
"  Ganges  or  Hydaapes,"    Milton's  line.  Paradise  Loai^  III.,  436 J 


I^TTER  587 
CHARLES  LAMB  TO  MRS,  GEORGE  DYER 

D«c^  zznd,  [S34. 

DEAR  Mrs,  Dyer, — I  am  very  uneajsy  about  a  Book  which  I 
either  have  lost  or  left  at  your  house  on  Thuraday,  It  was 
the  book  I  went  out  to  iletch  from  Miss  Bufikm's,  while  the  tripe 
was  frying.  It  is  called  Phillip's  Theatnim  Poetarum;  but  it  is 
an  English  book,  I  think  I  left  it  in  the  parlour.  It  is  Mr,  Gary's 
book,  and  1  would  not  lose  it  for  the  world.  Pray,  if  you  find  it, 
book  it  at  the  Swae^  Snow  Hill,  by  an  Edmonton  stage  immedi- 
ately, directed  to  Mr,  Lamb,  Church -street,  Edmonton^  or  write  to 
say  you  cannot  find  it,  I  am  quite  anxious  about  it.  If  it  is  lost, 
I  shall  never  like  tripe  again. 
With  kindest  love  to  Mr,  Dyer  and  aU, 

Yours  truly, 

Cp  Lamb, 

Note 

[This  is  the  last  letter  of  Charles  Lamb^  who  tripped  and  fell  in 
Church  Street,  Edmonton,  on  December  %%  and  died  of  erysipelas 
on  December  %1, 

In  the  life  of  H,  F.  Gary  by  his  son  we  mad  :  "  He  [Lamb]  had 
borrowed  of  my  father  Phillips's  Theatrwrn  PoetaruTn  Anglican^ 
OTwnij  which  was  returned  by  Lamb's  friend,  Mr,  Moxon,  with  the 
leaf  folded  down  at  the  account  of  Sir  Philip  Sydney,"  Mr,  Gary 
acknowledged  the  receipt  of  the  book  by  the  following 
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So  should  It  be»  my  gentle  friend ; 
Thy  leaf  last  closed  at  Sydney's  end. 
Thou  too.  like  Sydney,  wouldst  have  given 
The  watcr^  thirsting  and  near  heaven ; 
Nay  were  it  wine,  filPd  to  the  brim, 
Thou  hadM  Jook'd  hard,  but  given ^  tike  him. 

And  art  thou  mingled  then  among 
Those  famou£  sone  of  ancit^nt  song  ? 
And  do  they  gather  round,  and  praise 
Thy  relish  of  their  nobler  lays  ? 
Waxing  in  mirth  to  hear  thee  tell 
With  what  strange  mortals  thou  didst  dwell  f 
At  thy  quaint  sallies  more  deUghtcd, 
Than  any's  long  among  them  lighted  1 

'Tis  done :  and  thou  hast  join'd  a  crew, 
To  whom  thy  soul  was  justly  due  ; 
And  yet  I  think,  where'er  ihou  be^ 
They'll  scarcely  love  thee  more  than  we. 

At  the  time  of  his  death  Lamb  was  sixty,  all  but  a  few  weeks, 

Mary  Lamb,  with  occasional  lapses  into  sound  health,  survived 
him  until  May  20^  1847.  At  first  she  continued  to  live  at 
Edmonton,  but  a  few  years  later  moved  to  the  house  of  Mrs* 
Pai-sonSj  nister  of  her  old  nurse,  Miss  James,  in  St,  John's  Wood. 
1  append  three  letters^  two  written^  and  one  inspired^  by  her,  to 
Miss  Jane  Norris,  one  of  the  daughters  of  Elandal  Norris,  Of 
the  (riends  mentioned  therein  I  might  add  that  Edward  Moxon 
lived  until  1858;  Mrs.  Edward  Moxon  until  1891  ;  James  Kenney 
until  184!9;  Thomas  Hood  until  1845;  and  Barron  Field  until 
18460 


LETTERS  588,  589  AND  590 
MARY  LAMB  TO  JANE  NORRIS 

{41  Alpha  Road,  Eegent*i  Park]  ChriBtma«  Day  [1841]* 

MY  dear  Jane, — Many  thanks  for  your  kind  presents — your 
Michalmas  goose.     I  thought  Mr.  Moxon  had  written  to 
thank  you— the  turkeys  and  nice  apples  came  yesterday. 

Give  my  love  to  your  dear  Mother.  I  was  unhappy  to  find  your 
note  in  the  basket,  for  I  am  always  thinking  of  you  aU/ and 
wondering  when  1  shall  ever  see  any  of  you  again. 

I  long  to  shew  you  what  a  nice  snug  place  I  have  got  into — in 
the  midst  of  a  pieasant  littie  garden.  I  have  a  room  for  myself 
and  my  old  books  on  the  ground  floor,  and  a  little  bedroom  up 
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tw0  pairs  of  stairs.  When  you  come  to  town,  if  you  have  not  time 
to  go  [to]  the  Moxonsj  an  Omnibus  from  the  Bell  and  Crown  In 
Holborn  would  [bring]  you  to  our  door  in  [a]  quarter  of  an  hour. 
If  your  dear  Mother  does  not  venture  §o  far,  I  will  contrive  to  pop 
down  to  see  [her].  Love  and  all  seasonable  wish^  to  your  stater 
and  Mary^  &c,  I  am  in  the  midst  of  many  friends — Mr.  ft  Ifci. 
KL>nney,  Mr.  &  Mrs,  Hood,  Bar[r]on  Field  &  his  brother  Frank,  & 
their  wives  8tc*,  all  within  a  short  w^alk. 

If  the  lodger  is  gone,  I  shall  have  a  bedroom  will  hold  two! 
Heaven  bless  &  preser\^e  you  all  in  health  and  happiness  many  a , 
long  year. 

Yours  affectionately^ 

M-A,  Lamb* 


MARY  LAMB  TO  JANE  NORRIS 

Oct.  3,  1841. 

MY  dear  Jane  Norrisj — ITianks,  many  thanks,  my  dear  friend^ 
for  your  kind  remembrances.  What  a  nice  Goose  I  That, 
and  all  its  accompaniments  in  the  basket^  we  all  devoured;  the 
two  legs  fell  to  my  share  J  !  ! 

Your  chearful  [letter,]  my  Jane,  made  me  feel  **  almost  as 
as  new  " 

Your  Mother  and  I  Tanst  meet  again.     Do  not  be  surprized  ; 
pop  in  again  for  a  half-hour'a  call  st>me  fine  frosty  morning. 

Thank  you,  dear  Jane,  for  the  happy  tidings  that  my  old  friend 
Miss  Bajigham  is  alive,  an[d]  that  Mary  is  still  with  you,  unmarried. 
Heaven  bless  you  alL 

Love  to  Mother,  Betsey^  Mary,  &c.     How  I  do  long  to  see  you*  I 
I  am  always  your  affec***^'/  grateful  friend, 

Mary  Anx  Lamu, 


MISS  JAMES  TO  JANE  NORRIS 

41  Alph^  Road,  Regenl'3  Pvk, 

London,  July  25.  1843. 

MADAM, — Miss  Lamb,  having  seen  the  Death  of  your  dear 
Mother  in  the  Times  News  Paper,  is  most  anxious  to  hear 
from  or  to  see  one  of  you,  a.s  she  wishes  to  know  how  you  inteiwi 
settling  yourselves,  and  to  have  a  full  account  of  your  dear  Mother's 
last  illness.  She  was  much  shocked  on  reading  of  her  death,  wid 
appeared  very  vexed  that  she  had  not  been  to  see  hex,  [and]  wa.nid 
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▼ery  much  to  come  down  and  see  you  both ;  but  we  were  really 
afraid  to  let  her  take  the  journey.  If  either  of  you  are  coining  up 
to  town,  she  would  be  glad  if  you  would  call  upon  her,  but  should 
you  not  be  likely  to  come  soon,  she  would  be  very  much  pleased 
if  one  of  you  would  have  the  goodness  to  write  a  few  lines  to  her, 
as  she  is  most  anxious  about  you.  She  b^  you  to  excuse  her 
writing  to  you  herself  as  she  don't  feel  equid  to  it ;  she  asked  me 
yesterday  to  write  for  her.  I  am  haopy  to  say  she  is  at  present 
pretty  well,  although  your  dear  Mother's  death  appears  to  dwell 
much  upon  her  mind.  She  desires  her  kindest  love  to  you  both, 
and  hopes  to  hear  from  you  very  soon,  if  you  are  equal  to  writing. 
I  sincerely  hope  you  will  oblige  her,  and  am, 

Madam^ 

Your  obedient,  &c., 

Sabah  James. 

Pray  don't  invite  her  to  come  down  to  see  you. 
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spirit t  who  swcepcst  the  wild  Harp  of  Tiroe^ 
It  is  most  haird  with  &n  unuoybled  Ear 
Thy  dark  inwoven  Harmonies  to  hear ! 
Yet,  mine  eye  fixt  on  Heaven's  unchanged  clime, 
Long  bad  1  listen 'd«  free  from  mortal  fear. 
With  inward  stiUneas  and  a  bowed  mind : 
When  lo  I  far  onwards  waving  on  the  wind 
I  saw  the  skirts  of  the  DEPARTrNO  Y^ar  I 

Starting  firom  my  silent  &adnc8a 

Then  with  no  unholy  madnesft. 
Ere  yet  the  entered  cloud  forbade  my  sight, 
I  raifl'd  th'  impetuoiw  «ongp  and  sotemniied  bii  Aigbt, 

Strofue  H 

Hltbei  &om  the  recent  Tomb  ; 
From  the  Prison's  direr  gloom  ; 
From  Poverty's  heart-wasting  languish : 
From  Distemper's  midnight  anguish  ; 
Or  where  his  two  bright  torches  blending 
Love  illumines  Manhood *s  rna^ze  ; 
Or  where  o'er  cradled  Infants  bending 
Hope  has  fix'd  her  wishful  gaxc : 
Hither^  in  perplexed  dance, 
Ye  Woes,  and  young-eyed  Jovs,  advance  ! 
By  Time's  wild  haip«  and  by  the  Hand 
Whose  indefatigable  Sweep 
Forbids  its  fateful  strings  to  steep, 
I  bid  you  haste,  a  mi  set  tumaltuoua  band  1 
From  every  private  bower, 
And  each  domestic  hearth, 
Ha^te  for  one  solemn  hour ; 
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And  with  a.  Ipud  and  yet  a  toudcr  voice 

I    O'er  the  sore  travail  of  the  cotntnon  earth 

I  Weep  and  rejoice  I 

I    Sciz'd  in  sore  travail  and  portentous  birth 
JHer  eyc'balls  flashing  a  pernicious  glare) 
Sick  Nature  struggles  I     Hark-^hcr  pangs  increaae  1 
Her  groans  are  horrible  I     But  6  J  most  fcfir 
The  promifi'd  TwinSi  she  bears — Equality  and  Pi^hCS  1 

ErODK 

t  fnark*d  Ambition  in  hie  war-array : 
I  heard  th€  mailed  Monarch's  troublous  cry — 
**  Ah  I  whither  [wherefore]  does  the  Northern  Conquerest  stay? 
Groans  not  her  Chariot  o'er  its  onwaid  way  ?  *' 
Ffyi  maUcd  Monarch,  fly  1 

Scunn*d  by  Death *8  "twice  mortal  "  mace 

No  more  on  Mukder's  lurid  face 
Th*  insatiate  Hag  *ball  gtote  with  drunken  eye  I 

Manes  of  th'  unnumbered  Slain  t 

Ye  that  gasped  on  Warsaw's  plain  I 

Ye  that  erst  at  Ismail's  lower, 

When  human  Ruin  chok'd  the  streams, 

Fell  in  Conquest's  glutted  hour 

Mid  Women's  shrieks  and  infant's  screams; 
%  sT*    Y  Whose  shrieks,  whose  screams  were  vain  to  stir 

^  r  Lpud-laughiiig,  fed-eyed  Massacre  I 

Spirits  of  th'  uncofSn'd  Slam, 

Sudden  blasts  of  Triumph  sweUing 

Oft  at  night,  in  misty  train 

Rush  around  her  narrow  O welling  i 

Th*  exterminating  Fiend  is  fled— 

(Foul  her  Life  and  dark  her  Doom  I) 

Mighty  Army  of  the  Dead* 

Dance,  like  Death-fir es,  round  her  Tomb  1 

Then  with  prophetic  song  relate 
"^  Each  some  scepter'd  Murderer *s  faiet 

When  shall  Bocpter'd  Slauohtek  cease  ? 

Awhile  He  crouch'd,  O  Victor  France  f 

Beneath  the  lightening  of  thy  Lance, 

With  treacherous  dalliance  wooing  Peack, 

\But  s<Jon  up-springing  from  his  dastard  trance 
The  boastful,  bloody  Son  of  Pride  betray'd 
.^i*y       ,      His  hatred  of  the  blest  and  blessing  Maid. 

i     One  cloud,  O  Freedom  1  cross' d  thy  orb  of  Light 

And  sure,  he  deem'd,  that  Orb  was  quenched  in  night : 
For  still  does  Maeiness  roam  on  Guilt's  bleak  diiry  height  ( 

'  ANTiSTROFKE    I 

Depart iKo  Year  I  Hwai  on  no  earthly  shore 

My  Soul  beheld  thy  Vision.     Where,  alone. 

Voiceless  and  stern,  before  the  Cloudy  Throne 

Aye  Mkmorv  sits ;  there,  garmented  with  gofc, 

With  many  an  unimaginable  groan 

Thou  storiedst  thy  sad  Hours  I  Silence  ensued : 

Deep  Silence  o'er  th'  etherial  Multitude, 

Whose  purple  Locks  with  snow-white  Glories  thone^ 

Then,  his  eye  wild  ardors  glancing. 

From  the  choired  Gods  advancing, 
The  Spiarr  of  the  Earth  made  reverence  meet 
And  stood  up  beautiful  hcft^-e  the  Cloudy  Seal  1 
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On  every  Harp,  on  every  Tongue 

While  the  mute  Enchantment  hung  ^ 

Like  Midfilght  from  a  thundeicloud* 

Spake  the  sudden  Spjrit  laud — 

**  Thou  tn  stormy  blackness  throninf 

"Love  and  uncreated  Light. 

"By  the  Earth's  unsolac'd  groaning 

"  Seiae  thy  terrors,  Arm  of  Might  f 

"  By  Belgium**  corse -iTinpeded  flcDod ! 

**  By  Vendee  steaming  Brother's  blood  f 

"  By  PkacE  with  proffer'd  insult  scar'd. 

**  Masked  hate,  and  envying  scorn  I 

"  By  Tears  of  Havoc  yet  unborn : 
**  And  Hunger's  bosom  to  the  frost- winds  bar*d  1 

"  But  chief  by  Afric's  wrongs 

"  Strange*  horrible,  and  fouH 

"  By  what  deep  Guilt  belongs 
"  To  the  deaf  Synod,  *  full  of  gifts  and  Ues  t ' 
■*  By  WeaJth^B  insensate  La^sgh  t     By  Torturers  Howl  t 
"  Avenger,  rise  I 
**  For  ever  shall  the  bloody  Tsland  scowl  ? 
"  For  aye  unbroken,  shall  her  cruel  Bow 
**  Shoot  Famine's  arrows  o'er  thy  ravaged  World  ? 
**■  Hark  I  how  wide  Nature  joins  her  groans  below — 
"  Ki$e,  God  of  Nature,  rise  I    Why  sleep  thy  Bolts  unhurrd  ? ' 

EPODfi   II 

The  Voice  had  ceas*d,  the  Phantoms  fled. 

Yet  still  I  gasp'd  and  reel'd  with  dread. 

And  even  when  the  dream  of  night 

Renews  the  vision  to  my  sight, 

Cold  sweat'dampB  gather  on  ray  limbs, 

My  Ears  throb  hot,  my  eye-balls  start, 

My  Brain  with  horrid  tumult  swims. 

Wild  is  the  Tempest  of  my  Heart ; 

And  my  thick  and  struggling  breath 

Imitates  the  toil  of  Death  1 

No  uglier  agony  confounds 

The  Soldier  on  the  war- field  spreeidi 

When  all  foredone  with  toil  and  wounds 

Death-like  he  dozes  among  heaps  of  Dead  I 

(The  strife  is  o'er,  the  day-h^ht  fled, 

And  the  Night -wind  clamours  hoarse  ; 

See !  the  startful  Wretch's  head 

Lies  pillowed  on  a  Brother's  Corae  t) 

O  doom'd  to  falJ,  enslaved  and  vile* 

O  Albion  I     O  my  mother  Isle  f 

Thy  valleys,  fair  as  Eden's  bowers, 

Giitter  green  with  eunny  showers; 

Thy  grassy  Upland's  gentle  Swells 

Echo  to  the  Bleat  of  Flocks ; 

(Those  grassy  Hills,  those  ^Utt'Hng  Dells 

Proudly  ramparted  with  rocks) 

And  Ocean  'mid  his  uproar  wild 

Speaks  safely  to  his  Island^hild. 

Hence  for  many  a  fearless  age 

Has  social  Qutet  lov'd  thy  shore  ; 

Nor  ever  s worded  Foeman's  rage 
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Or  flaek'd  thy  towcTR*  or  stain 'd  thy  fields  with  gore. 
Disclaim 'd  of  Heaven  I  mad  A v Vice  at  thy  aide, 
At  coward  disCaficCf  yet  with  kindiio^  pride- 
Safe  'mid  thy  herds  and  com-fields  thou  h^t  stood. 
And  join*d  the  yell  of  Famine  and  of  Blood* 
All  nations  curse  thee :  and  with  eager  wondering 
ShaJl  hear  Destruction  like  a  vulture,  scream ! 
Stra,nge-eycd  Destruction,  who  with  many  a  dream 
Of  central  flames  thro'  nethei  seas  upth undoing 
Soothea  her  fierce  sohtude,  yet  (as  she  lies 
Strctch'd  on  the  marge  of  some  fire- flashing  fount 
In  the  hlack  chamber  of  a  sylphur'd  mount^ 
If  eve;  to  hcf  lidlesa  dragon  eye^* 
O  Aleios  I  thy  predestin'^d  ruins  rise* 
The  Fiend -hag  on  her  perilous  couch  doth  leap, 
MuttVing  distempered  triumph  tn  her  charmed  steep, 

A  way  I  my  aouli  away  I 
In  vain,  in  vain*  the  birds  of  warning  sing— 
And  hack  I  I  hear  the  famin'd  brood  "of  prey 
Flap  their  tank  pennons  on  the  gf oantng  wind  i 

Away,  my  Soui^  away  1 
I  unpartaking  of  the  evil  thing, 
With  daily  prayer,  and  daily  toil 
Sohcitin^  my  scant  and  blameless  soil, 
Have  waird  my  country  with  a  loud  lament. 
Now  I  recenter  my  immortal  mind 
In  the  long  sabbath  of  high  sclf-contcnt ; 
Cleans'd  from  the  fleshly  Passions  that  bedim 
God>  Image,  Sister  of  the  Seraphim. 


WITHER'S   "SUPERSEDEAS  TO  ALL  THEM,  WHOSE  CUS' 
TOME  IT  IS,  WITHOUT   ANY  DESERVING,  TO  IMPOR* 
TUNE  AUTHORS  TO  GIVE  UNTO  THEM  THEIR  BOOKES' 

From  A  Coz^lmction  of  Emblems,  i6S5 

(See  Letter  B5»  pag&  124) 

It  merits  not  your  Anger,  nor  my  Blame, 

That,  thus  I  have  inscribed  this  Epigram  • 

For,  they  who  know  me,  know^  that,  Bottkfs  thus  large, 

And,  fraught  with  Embltmij  do  augment  the  Charge 

Too  much  above  my  FoHuntSy  to  afford 

A  Gift  so  costly,  for  an  Auru-wofd : 

And,  I  have  prov'd,  your  BfggitTg^guaiiii4^ 

So  forward,  to  oppresse  my  Modestig  : 

That,  for  my  future  ease,  it  secmeth  fit. 

To  take  «ome  Order,  for  preventing  it. 

And,  peradventurc,  other  Authors  may. 

Find  Cause  to  thanke  me  for't,  another  day. 

These  many  years,  it  hath  your  Custom  bin, 
That,  when  in  my  possession,  you  have  seene 
A  Volume f  of  mine  owne,  yOM  did  no  more, 
But,  Aske  and  Tak^;  As  if  you  thought  my  store 
Encreaat,  without  my  Cost ;  And,  that,  by  Giving, 
(Both  Pmnts  and  Charges  too)  I  got  my  living ; 
Or,  that,  I  find  the  Paprr  and  the  Printings 
Aa  eisie  to  me,  aa  the  Baoku  Inventing, 
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If,  of  my  Studies t  no  cBteetne  you  have, 
You,  then  ahuse  the  CmirtesUs  you  crave  ; 
And,  afe  Unthank/HlL    If  you  pri^c  them  ought, 
Why  should  my  Labour ^  not  enoui^h  be  thought, 
Un  Jesse,  I  addc  EMp^nces  to  my  paincs  ? 
The  StaHofiert  affbords  for  little  Gaineis, 
The  Bookis  you  crave  ;  And,  He,  as  well  as  I 
Mif^ht  give  away,  what  you  repine  to  buy : 
Fof  ^  what  hee  Giv^St  doth  ondy  Many  Cost, 
In  mine,  both  Monjf,  Tiw,  and  Wit  m  lost 
What  I  shall  Give,  and  what  I  have  bestowed 
On  Friends,  to  whom,  I  Lmg^  or  StrvUt  ow'd, 
I  grudge  not ;  And,  I  ihinke  it  m  from  them, 
Sufficient,  that  such  Gi/is  they  do  esteeme : 
Yea,  and,  it  is  a  Fmvour  too,  w*hen  they 
Will  take  these  Triflfs,  my  large  Du£s  to  pay  S 
(Or,  Aske  them  at  my  hands,  when  I  forget, 
That,  1  am  to  their  Lotftt  so  much  in  debt*) 

But,  this  infcrres  not,  that,  I  should  be&tow 
The  like  on  all  men,  who,  my  JVam^  do  know  ; 
Oft  have  the  Face  to  aske :  Fof,  then,  i  might. 
Of  H^i*  and  Afoiiy,  soone  be  beggcr'd,  quite. 

So  much,  already,  hath  beene  BMg*d  away, 
(For  which,  I  neither  had,  nor  looke  for  pay) 
As  being  valu'd  at  the  common  Rate, 
Had  rais'dj  Fivt  hundred  Crgmnei,  in  my  Estate. 
Which,  (if  1  may  confesse  tt)  signifieB, 
That,  I  was  (arre  more  Libtrall,  than  Wise. 

But,  for  the  time  to  come,  reaolv'd  I  am. 
That,  till  without  denyall  (or  just  b!ame) 
I  may  of  those,  who  Ctoth  and  Clothet  do  make, 
[As  oft  as  I  shall  need  them)  Ai^e,  and  Take  ; 
you  shall  no  more  befoole  me.     Thcrfore,  Pray 
Be  Amwefd ;  And,  henceforward,  kecpe  away* 


.SSAGE  FROM  GEORGE  DYERS  "POETIC  SYMPATHIES  ' 
From  Pomms^  1800 
{Sm  Letter  83,  page  915) 

Yet,  Muse  of  Shakspearc/  whither  woLddst  thou  fly, 
With  hurried  step,  and  dove-like  trembling  eye  ? 
Thou,  as  from  hcav'n,  that  couldst  each  grace  dispense, 
Fancy*?  rich  stream,  and  all  the  stores  of  sen  Be  ; 
Give  to  each  virtue  £ice  and  form  divine, 
Make  dulness  feel,  and  vulgar  &oub  refine, 

'  It  ia  not  meant  to  say,  that  even  Shakspeare  followed  invafiably  a  correct  and 

Ati^ed  taste,  or  that  he  never  purchased  puhhc  applause  by  ofFering  incense  at 
shrine  of  public  taste.  Voltaire,  in  his  Ensays  on  Dramatic  Poetry,  has  carried 
matter  too  far;  but  in  many  respecUi  hk  reflections  are  unqueEtionably  just. 

delineating  human  characters  and  pa«4siona,  and  in  the  display  of  the  sublimer 

:eUencles  of  poetry,  Shakspeare  was  unrivalled. 

There  he  our  fancy  of  itself  bereaving. 

Did  make  us  marble  with  too  much  conceiving. 

MitiTON'S  SOHKST    TO    SMAKSPEAHE, 
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Wake  all  the  pat^ions  into  resitess  Hfe^ 

Now  calm  lo  aoftnesa,  and  now  fontt  lo  wttiit  ? 

Sick  of  misjudging,  that  no  sense  can  hit, 
Scar*d  by  the  jargon  of  tin  meaning  wit. 
The  senseless  aplcndoiar  of  the  tawdry  Stage,^ 
The  loud  long  plaudits  of  a  trifling  age, 
Where  tiost  thou  wander  ?     Exii'd  in  disgrace ^ 
Find'st  thou  in  foreign  realms  some  happier  place  ?' 
Or  doBt  thou  still  though  banished  from  the  town. 
In  Britain  love  to  linger,  though  unknown  f 
Light  Hymen's  torch  through  ev'ry  blooming  grove,* 
And  tinge  each  flowVet  with  the  blush  of  love? 
Sing  winter,  summer '9 weets,  the  vemal  air. 
Or  the  aoft  Sofa,  to  delight  the  fair  ?  * 
Laugh  J  e^en  at  kings,  and  mock  each  prudish  rule, 
The  merry  motley  priest  of  fidicuk  ?  * 
With  modest  pencil  paint  the  vernal  scene, 
The  rustic  lovers,  and  the  village  green  ? 
Bid  Mem'ry^  magic  child,  resume  nis  toy. 
And  Hope's  fond  vot'ry  seixe  the  distant  Joy  ?  • 


*  Pomp  and  splendour  a  poor  substitute  for  genius. 
'The  dramatic  muse  ^ems  of  late  years  to  have  taken  her  residence  in  Germany* 

Schiller,  Kotzebue,  and  Goeth6^  possess  great  merit  both  for  passion  and  scmimcnit 
and  the  English  nation  have  done  them  justice.  One  or  two  principles  which  the 
French  and  English  critics  had  too  implicitly  followed  from  Aristotle,  are  inde^ 
not  adopted,  but  have  been,  I  hope*  successfully,  counteracted  by  these  writers ;  yet 
are  these  dramatists  characterised  by  a  wildncss  bordering  on  extravagance, 
attendant  on  a  state  of  half-civilisation.  Schiller  and  Koticbue,  amid  some  fa^ltj* 
possess  great  excellencies. 

With  respect  to  England,  it  has  long  been  noticed  by  very  intelligent  obaervertt  ] 
that  the  dramatic  taste  of  the  present  age  is  vitiated.     Pope,  who  directed  vtrf 
powerful  satire  against  the  stage  in  his  time,  maltes  Dulness  ^y  in  genial  tenntt 

Contending  theatrei  our  empire  raise. 
Alike  their  censure,  and  alike  their  praise. 

It  would  be  the  highest  arrogance  in  me  to  make  such  an  assertion,  vvith  my  slender 
knowledge  in  these  matters;  ready  too,  as  !  am,  to  admire  some  excellent  piecei 
that  have  fallen  in  my  way ;  and  to  affirm,  that  there  is  by  no  means  a  deficiency  of 
poetic  talent  in  England. 

Aristotle  observes,  that  all  the  parts  of  the  Epic  poet  are  to  be  found  in  tragedy, 
and,  consequently,  that  this  species  of  writing  is,  of  all  others,  most  interesting  to 
men  of  talents.  {Utpt  tiKnitTittrij.)  And  baron  Kotsebue  thinks  the  theatre  the  best 
school  of  instruction,  both  in  morals  and  taste,  even  for  children  ;  and  that  better 
effects  are  produced  by  a  play,  than  by  a  sermon.  See  his  life,  written  by  himself^ 
just  translated  by  Anne  PI  umpire. 

How  much  then  is  it  to  be  wished,  that  so  admirable  a  mean  of  amusement  and 
instruction  might  be  advanced  to  its  true  point  of  ei^cellencc  I  But  the  principle 
laid  down  by  Bishop  Htiito,  though  calculated  to  advance  the  love  of  splendoio', 
will  not,  I  suspect,  advance  the  True  Province  of  the  Drama* 

^  Loves  of  the  Plants,  by  Dr.  Darwin, 

*  The  Task,  by  Cowper ':  vsTitten  at  the  request  of  a  lady.  The  ititroductoiry  poem 
is  entitled,  The  Sofa* 

^  Dr.  Walcot  [Wolcoi ;  Peter  Pindar],  whose  poetry  is  of  a  &fcica1  and  hitmoroiis 
character. 

^  The  Pleasures  of  Memory,  by  Rogers  ;  and  the  Pleasures  of  Hope,  by  Campbell. 


APPENDIX  I 


953 


Or  dost  thou  Eoftr,  in  yoyihful  ardour  strongs 
And  bid  some  female  hero  live  in  &ong  ?  ' 
Teach  fjincy  how  through  nature's  walki  to  stray* 
And  waltc,  to  Bimpkr  theme,  the  lyric  lay  ?  * 
Or  fltcal  from  beauty's  lip  tW  ambn^sial  lots, 
PaJnt  the  domestic  grief »  or  Eocial  blisji  >  ■ 
With  patient  step  now  tread  o'er  rock  and  hill, 
Oa^c  on  rough  ocean*  track  the  babbling  rill,* 
Then  rapt  in  thought,  with  strong  poetic  eye. 
Read  the  great  movement  of  the  mighty  sky  ? 

Or  wilt  thou  spread  the  light  of  Leo'»  age, 
And  smooth,  as  womaji'fi  goide,  TansiIlo*s  page  ?  • 
Till  pleas 'd,  you  make  in  fatr  translated  eong, 
Odin  descend,  and  rouse  the  fairy  throng  >* 
Recall,  employment  sweet,  thy  youthful  day. 
Then  wake,  at  Mithra'&  call,  the  mystic  lay  ?' 
Unfold  the  Paradise  of  ancient  lore,  * 
Or  mark  the  shipwreck  from  the  sounding  shore  ? 
Now  love  to  linger  in  the  daisied  vale, 
Then  rise  sublime  in  legendary  talc  > ' 
Or,  faithful  stitl  to  nature's  sober  joy, 
Smile  on  the  labours  of  some  Fanner's  Boy  ?  ** 
Or  e'en  rega:rd]e^  of  the  poet's  praise, 
Deck  the  fair  magazine  with  blooming  lays  ?  ^* 
Oh  !  sweetest  muse,  oh»  haste  thy  wish'd  returnf 
See  geniuB  droop,  and  bright-ey^d  fancy  mourn, 
Recall  to  nature's  charms  an  English  stage, 
The  guard  and  glory  of  a  nobler  age- 

-   *  Joan  of  Arc,  by  Souihey ;— a  volume  of  poems  with  an  introductory  sonnet  to 
Mary  Wolstonecraft,  and  a  poem,  on  the  praise  of  woman,  breathes  the  same  spirit, 
■•'  Alludes  to  the  character  of  a  volume  of  poems,  entitled  Lyrical  BalladE,     Under 
this  head  also  should  be  mentioned  Smythe's  English  Lyrics* 

*  Characteristic  of  a  volume  of  poems,  the  joint  production  of  Coleridge,  Lloyd, 
and  Lamb. 

*  Descriptive  PoemSj  such  am  Leusden  hiU,  by  Thomas  Crowe  ;  and  the  Malvern 
Mils,  by  Joseph  Cottle. 

*  Roscoe's  Reign  of  Leo  de  Medici  is  interspersed  with  p^oetry.  Roscoe  has  also 
translated,  TfiE  Nuase,  a  poem,  from  the  Italian  of  Luigi  Tansillo. 

■  Icelandic  poetry,  or  the  Edda  of  Sjemund,  translated  by  Amos  Cottle ;  and  the 
Oberon  of  Wi eland,  by  Sotheby. 

^  Thomas  Maurice,  the  author  of  the  Indian  Antiquities,  is  republishing  his 
poems ;  the  Song  to  Mithra  is  in  the  third  volume  of  Indian  Antiquities. 

■  The  Paradise  of  Taste,  and  Pictures  of  Poetry,  by  Alexander  Thomson* 

»  There  is  a  tale  of  this  character  by  Dr,  Aikin,  and  the  Hermit  of  Warkworth, 
by  'Bishop  Percy*  It  will  please  the  friendst  of  taste  to  hear,  that  Cartwrtght's  Armine 
and  Elvira,  which  has  been  tong  out  of  print,  is  now  republishing* 

1*  The  Farmer's  Boy,  a  poem  just  published,  on  The  Seasons,  by  Robert  Bloom- 
field. 

^^  Many  of  the  anonymous  poetical  pieces  thrown  Into  maga^inesj  possess  poetical 
merit*  Those  of  a  young  lady  in  the  Monthly  Magazine,  will,  1  hope,  in  time  be 
more  generally  known.  Those  of  Rushton,  of  Liverpool,  will  also,  I  hope,  be  pub- 
lished by  some  judicious  friend  i — this  worthy  man  is  a  bookseller,  who  has  been 
afflicted  with  blindness  from  his  youth. 
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HAYDON'S  PARTY 


From  the  Life  of  BsN/AMiU  Robsrt  MAVBom  »v  Toii  T4Vto» 

(See  Leii&r  228,  page  509) 

On  December  28th  the  iminortal  dinner  came  off  in  mj  painting* 
roooi,  with  Jerusalem  towering  up  behind  as  as  a  background.  Wonfi- 
worth  was  in  fine  cue,  and  we  had  a  glorious  set-to, — on  Homer, 
Shakespeare,  Milton  and  Virgil.  Lamb  got  exceedinglj  raerry  aod 
exquisitely  witty ;  and  his  fun  in  the  midst  of  Wordsworth's  solemn 
intonations  of  oratory  was  like  the  sarcasm  and  wit  of  the  fool  in  the 
intervab  of  Lear's  passion.  He  made  a  speech  and  voted  me  absent, 
and  made  them  drink  my  health,  ''  Now,"  said  Lamb^  '*  you  old  lake 
poeti  you  rascally  poet,  why  do  you  call  Voltaire  dull  ? "  We  all 
defended  Wordsworth,  and  affirmed  there  was  a  state  of  mind  when 
Voltaire  would  be  dull.  "Well,"  said  Lamb,  "here's  Voltaire — the 
Messiah  of  the  French  nation,  and  a  very  proper  one  too,** 

He  then,  in  a  strain  of  humour  beyond  description,  abused  me  Ibr 
putting  Newton's  head  into  my  picture, — "a  fellow/'  said  he,  '*who 
believed  nothing  unless  it  was  as  clear  as  the  three  sides  of  a  triangle/' 
And  then  he  and  Keats  agreed  he  had  destroyed  all  the  poetry  of  the 
rainbow  by  reducing  it  to  the  prismatic  colours.  It  was  impossible  to 
resist  hira,  and  we  all  drank  **  Newton's  health,  and  confusion  to 
mathematics/'  It  was  delightftjl  to  see  the  good-humour  of  Words- 
worth (o  giving  in  to  all  our  frolics  without  a  ^ec  tat  ion  and  laughing  as 
heartily  as  the  best  of  us. 

By  this  time  other  tiieuds  joined,  amongst  them  poor  Eitchie  who 
was  going  to  penetrate  by  Fezzan  to  Timbuctoo»  I  introduced  him  to 
all  as  '^a  gentleman  going  to  Africa/'  Lamb  seemed  to  take  no 
notice  ;  but  all  of  a  sudden  he  roared  out,  "  Which  is  the  gentleman  we 
are  going  to  lose?"  We  then  drank  the  victim's  health,  in  which 
Ritchie  joined. 

In  the  morning  of  this  delightful  day,  a  gentleman,  a  perfect 
stranger,  had  called  on  me.  He  said  he  knew  my  friends,  had  sn 
enthusiasm  for  Wordsworth  and  begged  I  would  procare  hira  the 
happiness  of  an  introduction.  He  told  me  he  was  a  comptroller  of 
stamps,  and  often  had  correspondence  with  the  poet,  I  thought  it  a 
liberty  ;  but  still,  as  he  seemed  a  gentleman »  I  told  him  he  might 
come* 

When  we  retired  to  tea  we  found  the  comptroller.  In  introduciDg 
him  to  Wordsworth  I  forgot  to  say  who  he  was*  After  a  little  time 
the  comptroller  looked  down,  looked  up  and  said  to  Wordsworth, 
"  Don't  you  think,  sir,  Milton  was  a  great  genius  ?  "  Keats  icx>ked  at 
me,  Wordsworth  looked  at  the  comptroOer.  Lamb  who  was  doxtop: 
by  the  fire  turned  round  and  said,  "  Pray,  sir,  did  you  say  Milton  was 
a  great  genius  ?  "     "  No,  sir  ;  I  asked  Mr.  Wordsworth  if  he  were  ncrt/' 
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*^Ob/*  said  Lamb,  "then  yau  are  a  stlly  fellow,"  " Charles  1  my  dear 
Charles ! "  said  Wordsworth ;  but  Lamb,  perfectly  innocent  of  the 
eonftision  he  had  created,  was  off  again  by  the  fire. 

After  an  awful  pause  the  comptroller  said,  "  Don't  you  think  Newton 
a  great  genius  ^  I  could  not  stand  it  any  longer  Keats  put  his 
head  into  my  books.  Ritchie  squeezed  m  a  laugh,  Wordsworth 
seemed  asking  himself,  "Who  is  this?'*  Lamb  got  up,  and  taking  a 
candle,  said^  "  Sir,  will  you  allow  me  to  look  at  your  phrenological 
development?'*  He  then  turned  his  back  on  the  poor  man,  and  at 
every  question  of  the  comptroller  he  ehauntcd — 

'*  Diddle  diildte  dumpling,  niy  son  Jotin 
Went  to  bed  with  his  breeches  on/' 

The  man  in  office,  linding  Wordsworth  did  not  know  who  he  was, 
said  in  a  spasmodic  and  half>c  buck  ling  anticipation  of  assured  victory, 
"  1  have  had  the  honour  of  some  correspondence  with  you,  Mr.  Words- 
worth/' "With  me,  sir?"  said  Wordsworth,  "not  that  1  remember." 
"  Don't  you,  sir  ?  I  am  a  comptroller  of  stamps."  There  was  a  dead 
silence  ; — the  comptroller  evidently  thinking  that  was  enough.  While 
we  were  waiting  for  Wordsworth's  reply.  Lamb  sung  out 

**  Hey  diddk  diddte. 
The  cat  and  the  fiddle/* 

«  My  dear  Charles  I "  said  Wordsworth,— 

"Diddle  diddle  dumpling,  my  son  John," 

chaunted  Lamb,  and  then  rising,  eitclaimed,  "  Do  let  me  have  another 
look  at  that  gentleman's  organs/'  Keats  and  I  hurried  Lamb  into  the 
pain  ting*  room,  shut  the  door  and  gave  way  to  inertingtiishable  laughter. 
Monk  house  followed  and  tried  to  get  Lamb  away.  We  went  back,  but 
the  comptroller  was  irreconcilable.  We  soothed  and  smiled  and  asked 
him  to  supper.  He  stayed  though  his  dignity  was  sorely  affected. 
However,  being  a  good-natured  man,  we  parted  all  In  good-butnour, 
and  no  ill  effects  foDowed, 

All  the  while,  until  Monkhouse  succeeded,  we  could  hear  Lamb 
struggling  in  the  painting*room  and  calling  at  intervals,  "  Who  is  that 
fellow?     Allow  me  to  see  his  organs  once  more." 

It  was  indeed  an  immortal  evening.  Wordsworth's  fine  intonation 
as  he  quoted  Milton  and  Virgil,  KeaU'  eager  ii^pired  look.  Lamb's 
quaint  sparkle  of  lambent  humour^  so  speeded  the  stream  of  conversa- 
tion, that  in  my  life  I  never  passed  a  more  delightful  time»  All  our 
fim  was  within  bounds.  Not  a  word  passed  that  an  apostle  might  not 
have  listened  to.  It  was  a  night  worthy  of  the  Elizabethan  age,  and 
my  solemn  Jerusalem  Bashing  up  by  the  Bame  of  the  fire,  with  Christ 
hanging  over  us  like  a  vision,  all  made  up  a  picture  which  will  long 
glow  upon — 

**  that  inward  eye 
Which  is  the  bliss  of  solitude/' 
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Eeftts   made  Ritchie   promise    he  would   Cttrrj  his  Endymton   to  the 
great  desert  of  Sahara  and  fling  it  in  the  midst. 

Poor  Ritchie  went  to  Africa,  and  died,  as  Lamb  foresaw,  in  1819, 
Keata  died  in  18S1,  at  Rome.  C  Lamb  is  gone,  joking  to  the  ImsL 
Monk  house  i^  dead,  and  Wordsworth  and  1  are  the  only  two  n^ow  lira 
(1841)  of  that  glorious  party. 

SOUTHEY'S  '*TO  THE  CHAPEL  BELL" 

From  Posms^  1797 

(Sm  I^tUr  361,  jJO^u  691) 

"  Lo  I,  the  man  who  erst  the  Muse  did  a«k 

Htt  deepest  notes  lo  sweU  the  Patriot*a  meeds^ 
Am  now  enforcst,  a  far  un  fitter  task. 

For  cap  and  gown  to  leave  my  minstrel  weeds ; " 
For  yon  dull  noifMi  that  tinkles  on  the  air 
Bids  me  lay  by  the  lyre  and  go  to  morning  prayer, 

Ob  how  I  hate  the  sound  !  it  is  the  Knell, 

That  still  a  requiem  tolls  to  Comforl*a  hour  ; 
And  loth  am  tt  at  Superstition's  betl, 

To  quit  or  Morpheus  or  the  Muses  bower : 
Better  lo  lie  and  dose,  than  gape  amain, 
Hearing  still  mumbled  o'er,  the  same  eternal  strain. 

Thou  tedious  herald  of  more  tedious  prayers, 

Say  hast  thou  ever  summoned  from  his  rest, 
One  being  awakening  to  religious  awe  ? 

Or  rous'd  one  pious  transport  in  the  breast  ? 
Or  rather,  do  not  all  reluctant  creep 
To  linger  out  the  hour,  in  listlessrtess  or  sleep  ? 

I  love  the  betlt  that  calls  the  poor  to  pray, 

Chituing  from  village  church  itB  chearful  sound 
When  the  sun  smiles  on  Labour's  holy  day. 

And  aH  the  rustic  train  are  gathered  round, 
Each  deftly  dizen'd  in  hia  Sunday's  best, 
And  pleas 'd  to  bail  the  day  of  piety  and  rest. 

Or  when,  dim -shadowing  o'er  ihe  face  of  day, 

The  tnantUng  mists  of  even- tide  rise  slow, 
Ae  thro'  the  forest  gloom  I  wend  my  way, 

The  minster  curfew's  sullen  roar  I  know ; 
I  pause  and  love  its  BOlemn  toll  to  hear. 
As  made  by  distance  soft,  it  dies  upon  the  eaj» 

Nor  not  to  me  the  un frequent  midnight  knell 

Tolls  sternly  harmonising ;  on  mine  ear 
As  the  deep  death-fraught  sounds  long  lingering  dwell 

Sick  to  the  heart  of  Love  and  Hope  and  Fear 
Soul -jaundiced,  I  do  loathe  Life's  upland  steep 
And  with  strange  en^y  muse  the  dead  man^fi  ditamless  sle«p* 

But  thou,  memorial  of  monastic  gall  1 

What  Fancy  ^d  or  lightsome  hast  thou  given  ? 
Thy  vision- scaring  sounds  aJone  recall 

The  prayer  that  trembles  on  a  yawn  to  heaven ; 
And  this  Dean's  g^P^t  and  that  Dean's  nosal  tone. 
And  Roman  rites  reuin'd,  tho*  Roman  faith  be  flown. 
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BERNARD  BARTON'S  "THE  SPIRITUAL  LAW" 
FftDH  Devotional   Vbhsbs^  1826 

(Sfitf  I^i%&t  370,  fa^t  698) 

**  But  the  word  is  very  nigh  unto  thee,  in  Ihy  mouthy  and  in  thy  heait,  thai  thou 
aw»t  do  iu"-— Deut.  jotx.  14, 

Say  not  The  law  divine 
U  hidden  froTii  theei  or  far  removed  : 

That  law  within  would  shine, 
If  there  its  gloriouB  tight  were  sought  and  Igv'd. 

Soar  not  on  high^ 
Nof  ask  who  thence  shall  bring  it  down  to  earth  \ 

That  vaulted  aky 
Hath  no  such  star,  didst  thou  but  know  its  worth. 

Nor  launch  thy  hark 
In  search  thereof  upon  a  shoreless  sea, 

Which  has  no  ark, 
No  dove  to  hring  this  olive-branch  lo  thee. 

Then  do  not  roam 
In  search  of  that  which  wandering  cannot  win  ; 

At  home  \  At  home  I 
That  word  is  plac'd^  thy  mouthy  thy  heart  within. 

Oh  !  seek  it  there, 
Tum  to  its  teachings  with  devoted  will ; 

Watch  unto  prayer » 
And  in  the  power  of  £»itb  this  law  fulfil. 


BARTON*S  "THE  TRANSLATION  OF  ENOCH" 

From  Nbw  Ye^ars  Evr^  1828 

(5ee  Lttit^  446,  faq^  788) 


■  And  Enoch  walked  with  God  :  and  he  was  not ;  for  Ood  took  him/' 


Gcnesia, 


Though  proudly  through  the  vaulted  sky 

Was  borne  Elisha's  sirif. 
And  dazzling  unto  mortal  eye 

Hifi  car  and  steeds  of  6re : 

To  me  as  glorious  seems  the  change 

Accorded  to  thy  worth  ; 
As  instantaneous  and  as  strange 

Thy  exit  from  this  (arth. 

Something  which  wakes  a  deeper  thrill, 
These  few  brief  words  unfold. 

Than  all  description's  proudest  skill 
Could  of  that  hour  have  told. 
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Fancy'a  keen  eye  m^y  trace  th^  c£>iu«c 

Elijah  held  on  higli : 
The  ca/  of  fiame,  each  fiery  hctrse, 
Hcf  visions  may  supply ; — 

But  THY  transition  mocks  each  dreafii 
Framed  by  bcr  wildest  power, 

Nof  can  bcr  masteiy  supreme 
Cimc4ivt  thy  parting  hoiir^ 

Were  angels,  with  expanded  wings, 
As  ffuidcs  and  guajdians  given  ? 

Or  did  sweet  sounds  from  seraphs'  auing« 
Waft  thee  from  earth  to  h^ven  ? 

*Twere  vain  to  ask :  we  know  but  thls^ 
Thy  path  from  grief  and  time 

Unto  eternity  and  bUsa, 
Mysterious  and  suUime  I 

With  God  thou  walkedst :  and  wa^t  not  I 

And  thought  and  fancy  £iii 
Further  than  ihis  to  paint  thy  lot» 

Or  tell  thy  wondrous  taie. 


TALFOURD'S  « VERSES  IN  MEMORY  OF  A  CHILD  NAMED 
AFTER  CHARLES  LAMB" 

From  the  Final  Memomials  of  Chamlms  Lamb 
{See  Letier  447,  page  792) 

Our  gentle  Charles  has  pass'd  away 

From  Earth's  short  bondage  &ce, 
And  left  to  us  its  leaden  day 

And  mist-enfihiouded  sea. 

Here,  by  the  restless  ocean's  side^ 

Sweet  hours  of  hope  have  down, 
When  first  the  triumph  of  its  tide 

Seem'd  omen  of  our  own. 

That  eager  joy  the  sea-breeze  gave« 

When  first  it  raised  his  hair, 
Sunk  with  each  day's  retiring  wave, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  prayer p 

The  sun-blink  that  through  dtizaling  mitt. 

To  flickering  hope  akin, 
Lone  waves  with  feeble  fondness  kiifi'd, 

Ko  smile  as  faint  can  win  ; 

Yet  not  in  vain^  with  radiance  weak, 

The  heavenly  stranger  gleami— 
Not  of  the  world  it  lights  to  speak. 

Bat  that  from  whence  it  stieama« 

That  world  om  patient  sufferer  sought. 

Serene  with  pitying  eyes^ 
As  if  his  mounting  Spirit  caught 

The  wisdom  of  the  skies. 


Unknown  the  region  of  his  birth* 
The  Und  in  which  he  died  unknown : 
His  name  has  pcrisKM  from  the  earth ; 
This  truth  survives  aJone ; — 

That  joy  and  grief,  and  hope  and  fear^ 
Alternate  triumphed  in  his  breaat ; 
His  bllBfi  and  woe,— a  smile,  a  tear  I— 
ObHviOn  hidefi  the  fesl» 

The  bounding  pulse,  the  languid  Hmb, 
The  changing  spirits'  rise  and  fall ; 
We  know  that  these  were  felt  by  him, 
For  these  are  felt  by  all. 

He  fiuffer^dj— but  his  pa.ng5  are  o'er  j 
Enjoy'd.^but  his  delights  are  fled  ; 
Had  friend^t — his  friends  are  now  no  toore  J 
And  foes,— hit  {oe%  ar«  dead. 
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He  lipi«d,— bat  whma  ht  lovad,  the  grave: 
Baidi  loit  ia  itm  mmomsm&am  iramb  : 
O,  iiie  waA  fur  !— but  n^ngtit  omM  ave 
na  beuil^  ffocD  the  yi'Duik 

He  Hw  wbaJtrvtr  thoa  lta$t  s«en  ; 
EaoQiEBiicr'iI  mil  tbit  tioubl»  tbec: 
Be  wa>"  iilwie»ef  thou  ha«t  been ; 
He  ia^-wltat  tboo  tbAlt  be, 

SujJt  moon,  ajid  star^  tbe  earth  and  main* 
BmfMLt  his  portion,  life  and  light. 
To  hjm  eiitt  in  vain. 

The  clouds  and  sunbeam  a,  o*er  bis  eye 
Tlui  (mce  their  sfajdes  and  glory  ihrew. 
Have  left  in  yondra  tOent  ftky 
No  vestige  where  ihey  flew. 

The  annals  of  the  human  rmcc» 
Their  ruins,  since  the  world  began, 
Of  HIM  afford  no  other  trace 
Than  this,— THERE  LIVED  A  MAN  ! 
November  4,  1805* 


BARRY  CORNWALL'S  "EPISTLE  TO  CHARLES  LAMB; 

ON  HIS  EMANCIPATION  FROM  CLERKSHIP" 

(Writtbn  over  a  Fl4ss  Of  Stf£&R£s) 

From  Encush  Songs 

{8b^  iMief  527,  pag^  893) 

Dear  Lamb  \  I  drink  to  thee, — to  iku 
Married  to  sweet  Liberty  ! 

What,  old  firiend,  and  art  ihou  &eed 

From  the  bondage  of  the  p>en  ? 

Free  from  care  and  toil  indeed  ? 

Free  to  wander  amongst  men 

When  and  howsoe*er  thou  wih  ? 

All  thy  drops  of  labour  spilt, 

On  those  huge  and  figured  pages, 

Which  will  sleep  unclasped  for  ages, 

Little  knowing  who  did  wield 

The  quill  that  traversed  their  while  Add  } 

Come, — another  mighty  health  t 
Thou  hast  eain'd  thy  sum  of  wealth,^ 
Countless  case, — immortal  leisure, — 
Days  and  nights  of  boundless  pleasure, 
Checquer*d  by  no  dreams  of  pain, 
Such  as  hangs  on  clerk -like  brain 
Like  a  night-marc,  and  doth  press 
The  happy  soul  from  happiness. 
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Oh  t  happy  thou,— whoie  aU  of  time 

(Day  and  eve,  and  morning  prime) 
s  fiird  with  talk  on  pleasant  themea, — 
Or  visions  quaint^  which  come  in  dreams 
Such  as  panther'd  Bacchus  rules, 
When  his  rod  in  on  **  the  schools/* 
Mixing  wisdom  with  theif  wine  j^- 
Or,  perhaps*  thy  wit  so  fine 
Strayeth  in  some  elder  hook, 
Whereon  our  modern  Solons  look 
With  severe  ungifted  eyes, 
Wondering  what  thou  seest  to  prize. 
Happy  thou,  whose  skill  can  take 
Pleasure  at  each  turn,  and  sJake 
Thy  thirst  hy  every  fountain's  brink. 
Where  less  wise  men  would  pause  to  shrink  : 
Sometimes,  *mid  stately  avenues 
With  Cowley  thou,  or  Marvel's  muse, 
Dosi  walk  *  or  Gray,  by  Eton's  towers  ; 
Or  Pope^  in  Hampton's  cheanut  bowers  ; 
Or  Walton^  by  his  loved  Lea  at  ream  : 
Or  dost  thou  with  our  Milton  drearn, 
Of  Eden  and  the  Apocalypse » 
And  hear  the  words  from  his  great  lipi  ? 

Speak, — in  what  mve  or  hazel  shade* 

For  "musing  meditation  made/' 

Dost  wander  ? — or  on  Penshurst  Lawn, 

Where  Sidney's  fame  had  time  to  dawn 

And  die,  ere  yet  the  hate  of  Men 

Could  envy  at  his  perfect  pen  ? 

Or,  dost  thou,  in  some  London  str^t, 

{With  voices  filKd  and  thronging  feel,) 

Loiter,  with  mien  'twixt  grave  and  gay  7 — 

Or  take  along  some  pathway  sweet, 

Thy  calm  suburban  way  I 

Happy  beyond  that  man  of  Ross, 

Whom  mere  content  could  ne'er  engross. 

Art  thou,— with  hope,  health,  '*  learned  leisure  [  ** 

Friends,  books,  thy  thoughts,  an  endless  pJeasure  I 

»-Yel — ^yet,— (for  when  was  pleasure  made 

Sunshine  all  without  a  shade  >) 

Thou,  perhaps,  as  now  thou  rovest 

Through  the  busy  scenes  thou  lovest. 

With  an  Idler's  careless  look. 

Turning  some  moth- pi  creed  book, 

Feel'si  a  sharp  and  sudden  woe 

For  visions  vanished  long  ago  I 

And  then  thoii  think'st  how  time  has  Aed 

Over  thy  un silvered  head, 

Snatching  many  a  fellow  mind 

Away,  and  leaving— what  ?— behind  I 

Nought,  alas  !  save  joy  and  pain 

Mingled  ever,  Uke  a  strain 

Of  music  where  the  discords  vie 

With  the  truer  harmony* 

So,  perhaps,  with  thee  the  vein 

Is  iUJtied  cver,^^  the  chain 
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Of  habits  and  affectiont  old, 
Like  a  weight  of  solid  sold, 
Presseth  on  thy  gentle  breast. 
Till  sorrow  rob  thee  of  thy  rest 

Ay :  so't  must  be  I — Ev'n  I,  (whose  lot 
The  fairy  Love  so  long  forgot,) 
Seated  beside  this  Sherris  wine, 
And  near  to  books  and  shapes  divine. 
Which  poets,  and  the  painters  past 
Have  wrooffht  in  lines  that  aye  shall  last, — 
Ev'n  I,  with  Shakspeare's  self  beside  me. 
And  one  whose  tender  talk  can  guide  me 
Through  fears,  and  pains,  and  troublous  themes, 
Whose  smile  doth  fell  upon  my  dreams 
^  Like  sunshine  on  a  stormy  sea, — 

Want  somstking—whta  I  think  of  thee  I 
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CONSISTING  OF  NEW  MATTER  RELATING  TO  THE  CORRESPOND* 
ENCE  WHICH  HAS  COME  TO  LIGHT  SINCE  THIS  EDITION 
WENT  TO  PRESS;  WITH  A  FEW  ADDITIONAI-  LETTERS 

Letter  45,  page  145.     To  Bmihey 

After  "  Bums  hath  done  his  part/'  on  page  147,  Itne  2,  comes : — 
I  the  other  daj  threw  off  an  extempore  epitaph  on  Ensigti  Peacock 
of  the  3rd  Regt.  of  the  Royal  East  India  Volunteers,  who  like  other 
bojB  in  this  scarlet  tainted  age  was  ambitious  of  playing  at  soldiertfj  but 
dying  in  the  first  flash  of  his  valour  was  at  the  particular  instance  of  hit 
relations  buried  with  military  honours  1  like  any  veteran  scarr'd  or  ehopt 
from  Blenheim  or  Ramilles.     (He  was  buried  in  sash  and  gorget.) 

M ARMOR    LOQt^rrUR 

He  lies  a  Volunteer  &o  Bne^ 

Who  died  of  a,  decline. 

As  yo  0  or  I ,  may  do  one  day ; 

Reader^  think  of  this,  I  prsiy  ; 

And  I  humbly  hope  you^ll  dfop  a  tear 

For  my  poor  Royal  Volunteer^ 

He  was  as  brave  as  brave  could  be, 

Nobody  was  so  brave  aa  he ; 

He  wauld  have  died  in  Honor's  bed, 

Only  he  died  at  home  instead. 

Well  may  the  Royal  Regiment  &w«ar» 

They  never  had  such  a  Volunteer. 

But  whatsoever  they  may  say» 

Death  is  a  man  tlmt  will  have  his  way  : 

Tho'  he  was  but  an  ensign  in  this  wof  Id  of  pain  ; 

In  the  next  we  hope  hell  be  a  captain. 

And  without  meaning  to  make  any  reflection  on  his  men  tab. 

He  begg*d  to  be  buried  in  regimentals. 

Sed  h®  sunt  tamentabilis  nugK — But  ^tis  as  good  m  some  epitaphs 
vou  and  I  have  read  together  in  Christ-Church-yard, 

Letter  48,  page  152,     To  Mammng 

After  "Cambridge^"  page  153^  should  come: — 

I  dined  with  hrm  in  town  and  breakfasted  with  him  and  Priscilla, 
who  you  may  tell  Charles  has  promised  to  come  and  see  me  when  she 
returns  [to]  Clapham.     I  will  write  to  Charles  on  Monday, 
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Letter  50,  page  155 

An  unptiblished  letter  from  Lamb  to  Manning  telli  the  story  of  the 
Charles  Lloyd  and  Mary  Hayes  imbroglio.  Lloyd  had  written  to  Misi 
Hayes  a  very  odd  letter  concerning  her  Godwinite  creed,  iJi  which  he 
refers  to  her  belief  that  she  was  in  love  with  him  and  repeats  old  stories 
that  she  had  been  in  love  both  with  Godwin  and  Frend,  Heane  is  one 
sentence :  "  In  the  confounding  medley  of  ordinary  conversation^  I  have 
interwoven  my  abhorrence  of  your  prindptes  with  a  glanced  contempt 
for  your  personal  character."  Thb  letter  Lloyd  had  given  to  his  sister 
Olivia  to  copy — ''  An  ignorant  Quaker  girl/'  says  Lamb,  "  1  mean  ignor* 
ant  in  the  best  sense,  who  ought  not  to  know,  that  such  a  thing  was 
possible  or  in  rerum  nature  that  a  woman  should  court  a  man/*  L&ter; 
"  As  long  as  Lloyd  or  I  have  known  Col.  [Coleridge]  so  long  have  we 
known  him  in  the  daily  and  hourly  habit  of  quizzing  the  world  by 
lyes  most  unaccountable  and  most  dismterested  fictions/'  And  here  is 
one  more  passage :  "  To  sum  up  my  inferences  from  the  above  facts,  I 
am  determined  to  live  a  merry  Life  in  the  midst  of  Sinners.  I  try  to 
consider  all  men  as  such,  and  to  pitch  my  expectations  from  human 
nature  as  low  as  possible.  In  this  vieWj  all  unexpected  Virtues  are  God- 
sends and  beautiful  exceptions/' 

Latter  53j  page  161 

Lamb's  next  letter  to  Manning,  which  has  not  been  printed  and  Is 
not  available  tor  this  edition,  contained  the  promised  copy  of  the  "Con- 
ceipt  of  Diabolical  Possession/'  It  also  contained  a  copy  of  Thekk*f 
song  in  *' Wallenstein,"  in  Lambs  translation  {see  VoL  V.,  page  2?), 
which  he  says  is  better  than  the  original  *'  a  huge  deal/'  Finally  Lamb 
copit^s  the  old  ballad  "  Edward,  Edward  "  and  calls  it  *'  the  very  first 
dramatic  poem  in  the  English  language/* 

Letter  89,  page  226 

Following  this  letter  should  come  one  from  Lamb  to  John  Hickman,  | 
dated  September  l6,  1801  {the  first  of  a  valuable  series  printed  tn 
Canon  Ainger's  latest  edition),  saying  that  he  and  his  sister  are  at  Mar- 
gate, He  has  been  trying  to  write  for  the  Morning  Chronicl-e  but  with 
little  success.  Is  now  meditating  a  book  :  "  Why  should  every  creature 
make  books  but  I  ?  **  After  a  passage  concerning  George  Burnett^ 
Lamb  describes  Godwin  and  his  courtship  of  his  second  wife — **a  very 
disgusting  woman,"  "  You  never  saw  such  a  philosophic  eoiccomb,  mor 
any  one  play  the  Romeo  so  unnaturally/' 

Letter  90,  page  228 

Following  this  letter  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  John  Riek* 
man,  describing  the  state  of  their  two  George  friends  *  George  the  First 
(George  Dyer)  and  George  the  Second  {George  Burnett),  Burnett^  be 
says,  as  ill  becomes  adversity  as  Dyer  would  prosperity.     He  tells  alio 
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of  another  poor  acquaiotance  of  Rickmati'i — one  Simonds  with  a  slit- 
lip,  who  has  been  to  Lamb  to  borrow  money*  "  Savtng  his  dirty  shirt 
and  his  physiognorny  and  his  'bacco  boat  together  with  a  certain  kiddy 
air  in  his  walk,  a  man  w^  have  gone  near  to  have  mistaken  him  for 
a  gentleman.     He  has  a  sort  of  ambition  to  be  so  misunderstood/' 

Letter  91,  page  230 

Lamb's  next  letter  to  Hickman,  dated  November  24,  1801,  contains 
better  news  of  Dyer  and  returns  to  the  subject  of  John  Woodvil, 
"  Dyer  regularly  dines  with  me  when  he  does  not  go  a  visituigp  and 
brings  his  shilling/'  Also,  says  Lamb^  he  talks  of  marrying.  "He 
has  not  forgiven  me  for  betraying  to  you  his  purpose  of  writing  his  own 
Life.  He  says,  that  if  it  once  spreadsi  so  many  people  will  expect  and 
wish  to  have  a  place  in  it,  that  he  is  sure  he  shall  disoblige  all  his 
friends," 

Another,  undated,  letter  to  Rickman  should  probably  come  here- 
abouts, s&ying  that  Dyer  has  been  lent  a  house  at  Enfield  full  of  books, 
where  he  is  at  work  on  his  Poems, 

Here  perhaps  should  come  a  further  undated  letter  to  Eickman  in 
which  Lamb  says  that  the  receipt  of  £50  for  an  old  debt  has  made  it 
possible  to  print  John  WoodviL  Dyer,  he  says,  is  ^"^the  most  un- 
manageable of  God*s  creatures."  Burnett  is  in  a  very  bad  way  again, 
Fenwick's  paper  The  Plough  has  become  a  weekly.  Godwin  is  not  yet 
married.  Fell,  Godwin's  shadow^  is  writing  a  comedy  :  "  An  Owl 
making  a  Pmi  would  be  no  bad  emblem  of  the  unnatural  attempt." 
In  a  postscript  Lamb  says  that  he  has  since  read  the  play  and  it  is  not 
bad :  *^  Who  knows,  but  Owb  do  make  Puns  when  they  hoot  by  moon- 
shine/' The  best  news  is  that  Lamb  is  to  be  a  theatrical  critic  for  Ihe 
Morning  Poat 

Here  should  come  a  letter  to  Rickman  dated  January  9,  1802, 
the  principal  news  in  which  is  that  George  Dyer  is  consorting  with  the 
Earl  of  Buchan,  the  *' eccentric  biographer  of  Fletcher  of  Saltoun,"  and 
has  brought  him  to  see  Lamb,  *'  I  wasn't  at  home,  but  Mary  was  washing 
— a  pretty  pickle  to  receive  an  Earl  in  i  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us  I  a 
Lord  in  my  garret  I  My  utmost  ambition  was  some  time  or  other  to 
receive  a  Secretary,  Well,  1  am  to  breakfast  with  this  mad  Lord  on 
Sunday/'  Lamb  refers  to  his  article  in  the  Post  on  Cooke's  *■  Richard 
IH. ''  (see  Vol,  L  of  this  edition^  pages  S6  and  S9B), 

Here  should  come  a  letter  to  Eickman  dated  January  14,  ISOS^ 
in  which  Lamb  confesses  to  the  authorship  of  *'  Dick  Strype  "  in  the 
M&ming  Post  o^  January  6  (see  Appendix  III.,  page  989);  also  of  a 
whimsical  account  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  State  Bed  (see  Appendix  11 L, 
page  980) ;  and  of  some  of  the  Twelfth  Night  Kpigrams  (see  VoK  V,, 
page  1 02).     He  includes  two  epigrams  which  the  editor  rejected  ;  one. 
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OQ  Solomon  the  Quackj  is  printed  in  Vol.  V.  of  this  edition^  page  106, 
from  Tk€  Champion  in  1820;  the  other,  on  Count  Eiunford,  wi]l  be 
found  in  AppendiK  IIL^  P^^  99^* 

Here  should  come   a  note  to   Ricknmn   dated   January    IB,    lBO'if_ 
relating   to  &  jomt   subscription    with    Rickman's    father    for    ce 
newspapers. 

Here  should  come   a  letter  to  Rickman  dated  February   1,    ISOi^i^l 
giving  the  first  draft  of  the  epitaph  for  Mary  Dniitt  (see  VoL  V.,  pages] 
80  and  32^).     He  also  says  that  George   Burnet t,  who  had  just  b^nf 
appointed  tutor  to  the  sons  of  Lord   {"Citizen")  Stanhope^  is  per- 
plexed because  his  pupils  have  run  away. 

Here  should  come  a  note  to  Rickman^  dated  February  4*  1802, 
aecompanying  three  copies  of  John  Woodvil  and  saying  that  an  annuity 
is  to  be  bought  for  George  Dyer  by  certain  friends. 

Here  should  corae  a  letter  to  Rickman^  dated  February  14,  180?,  | 
which  contains  the  news  that  Lamb  has  given  up  the  PosL  He  feels  I 
much  relieved  in  consequence^  in  spite  of  the  loss  of  money.  George 
Dyer's  dinner  money  is  now  paid  from  his  friends'  fund,  and  Burnett  is 
happy  m  doing  nothing  for  Lord  Stanhope*s  salary.  Mary  Lamb  does 
not  want  Rickman  to  know  that  "  Helen/'  in  the  John  Woodvil  volumei 
is  of  her  writing. 

Letter  94,  page  240»     To  Manning 

After  "  extinct  a  moon  ago  '*  comes  :^ 

Lloyd  has  written  to  me  and  names  you,      I  think  a  letter  from 
MaisoD  Magnan  (is  that  a  person  or  a  thing?)  would  gratify  him.     G. 
Dyer  is  in  love  with  an  Ideot  who  loves  a  Doctor^  who  Is  incapable  of  ' 
loving  anything  but  himself.     A  puzzling  circle  of  perverse  Providences! 
A  maxe  as  un-get-out-agam'^able  as  the  House  which  Jack  built. 

Lett&r  96,  page  243.     To  Manning 

After  the  statement  that  Wordsworth  has  "  gone  into  Vorksliire  to 
be  married  "  comes  : — 

to  a  girl  of  smaJl  fortune,  but  he  is  in  expectation  of  augmenting 
his  own  in  consequence  of  the  death  of  Lord  LonsdalCj  who  kept  him 
out  of  his  own  in  conformity  with  a  plan  my  lord  had  taken  up  in  early 
life  of  making  everybody  unliappy* 

Letter  99,  page  252.     To  CoUridgs 

Completion  of  letter  of  October  «3,  1802. 

The  letter  begins : — 

Your  kind  offer  I  will  not  a  second  time  refuse.     You  shall  send  me 

a  packet  and  I  will  do  them  into  ElngUsh  with  great  care.    Is  not  theie 
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one  about  Wm,  Tell,  and  would  not  that  in  the  present  state  of  discus^ 
sions  be  likely  to  tell  9  The  Engravers  I  meant  are  to  be  found  at  the 
end  of  Harrington's  Tmnslatton  of  Orlando  Furioso :  if  jrou  could  get 
the  book,  they  would  some  of  them  answer  your  purpose  to  modernize* 
If  you  can't,  1  &ncy  1  can*  Baxter's  Holy  Commonwealth  I  have 
luckily  met  with^  and  when  J  have  sent  it,  you  shall  if  you  p  J  ease  con- 
sider yourself  indebted  to  me  Ss.  6d.  the  cost  of  it :  especially  as  1 
purchased  it  after  your  solemn  injunctionj.  The  plain  case  with  regard 
to  my  presents  (which  you  seem  so  to  shrink  from)  is  that  I  have  not  at 
all  affected  the  character  of  a  Donor,  or  thought  of  violating  your  sacred 
Law  of  Give  and  Take  :  but  1  have  been  taking  and  partaking  the  good 
things  of  your  House  (when  I  know  you  were  not  over-abounding)  and 
1  now  give  unto  you  of  mine ;  and  by  the  grace  of  God  I  happen  to  be 
myself  a  little  super-abundant  at  present,  1  expect  I  shall  be  able  to 
send  you  my  final  parcel  in  about  a  week :  by  that  time  I  shall  have 
gone  thro*  all  Milton's  Latin  Works.  There  will  come  with  it  the 
Holy  Commonwealth^  and  the  identical  North  American  Bible  which 
you  helped  to  dogs  ear  at  Xfs.^I  call'd  at  Howell's  for  your  little 
Milton,  and  also  to  fetch  away  the  White  Cross  Street  Library  Books, 
which  I  have  not  torgot :  but  your  books  were  not  in  a  state  to  be  got 
at  then,  and  Mrs.  H*  is  to  let  me  know  when  she  packs  up.  They  will 
be  sent  by  sea  i  and  my  little  preecursor  will  come  to  you  by  the  White- 
haven  waggon  accompanied  with  pens,  penknife  &c. — Mrs.  Howell 
was  as  usual  very  civil ;  and  asked  with  great  earnestness,  if  it  were 
likely  you  would  come  to  Town  in  the  winter.  She  has  a  friendly  eye 
upon  you. 

Letter  109,  page  277 

Following  this  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Riekman,  dated 
July  27,  1 803.  It  is  part  of  one  from  Captain  Burney  describing  the 
adventures  of  the  Bumeys  and  Lambs  at  Cowes.  Lamb,  says  the  Cap- 
tain, on  their  way  to  Newport  "  very  ingeniously  and  unconsciously  cast 
loose  the  fastenings  of  the  mast^  so  that  mast,  sprit,  sails,  and  all  the 
rest  tumbled  overboard  with  a  crash."  Lamb  on  his  part  is  amusing 
about  the  Captain  and  Martin  Burney,  and  says  he  longs  for  Holboni 
scenery  again. 

Letter  160,  page  348.     To  Manning 

On  one  of  the  margins  is  added  : — 

I  have  made  strict  inquiries  tlirough  my  fHend  Thompson  as  to  your 
affairs  with  the  Comp3^  If  there  had  been  a  committee  yesterday 
aji  order  would  have  been  sent  to  the  captain  to  draw  on  them  for  your 
passage  money,  but  there  was  no  Committee.  But  in  the  secretary's 
orders  to  receive  you  on  board,  it  was  specified  that  the  Company 
would  defray  your  passage,  all  the  orders  about  you  to  the  super-cargoes 
are  certainly  in  your  ship.  Here  I  will  manage  anything  you  may 
want  done.  What  can  1  add  but  take  care  of  yourselC  We  drink  tea 
with  the  Holcrofts  tomorrow. 
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Letter  157,  jJ^a  364.     To  Manning 

Aftet  **  I  have  seen  him  here  and  at  Holcroft'i  "  (p^e  565)  cornea  :-i 

1   have  likewise  teeo  hia  wife,  this  elegmt  little    French  woman 

whose  hair  reaches  to  her  heels— by  the  same  tokeo  that  Tom  (Tommy 

H.)  took  the  comb  out  of  her  head,  not  expecting  the  issuer  and  it  fell 

down  to  the  ground  to  hi^  utter  consternation,  two  eUs  long« 

Mrs,  Holcroft  was  Louise  Merder.     Afterwards  she  married  Ji 
Kenney.     Tommy  was  Holcroft's  son. 

After  "  Mr.  De  Camp  "  (page  S65),  '*  A  vulgar  brother  of  Miss 
Camp*'' 

Of  Bannister  (page  365),  *'  He  is  a  fellow  with  the  make  of  a  jocli 
and  the  air  of  a  lamplighter."      Lamb,  however^  praised  Bannister  i 
years  later  in  the  essay  on  the  Old  Actors. 

After  the  reference  to  Ball,  on  p»ge  368,  "Amongst  many  que 
cattle  1  have  and  do  meet  with  at  the  India  Ho.  I  always  liked  " 
behaviour.     Tell  him  his  friend   Evans  &c.  are  welL     Woodruf 
dead  yet," 

Letter  167^  page  3S1,  To  Manning 
After  **  doctor's  mouth  "  (page  383)  should  come  :■ — 
Do  you  know  Watford  in  Hertfordshire?  it  is  a  pretty  villa 
Louisa  goes  to  school  there.  They  say  the  governess  is  a  very  intet] 
gent  managiDg  person,  takes  care  of  the  morals  of  the  pupils^  teachd 
them  something  beyond  exteriors.  Poor  Mrs.  Beaumont !  Rjckmaul 
aunt;  she  might  have  been  a  governess  (as  both  her  nieces  are)  if  sfa 
had  any  ability  or  any  education,  but  1  never  thought  she  was  good  f 
anything ;  she  is  dead  and  no  is  her  nephew.  He  was  shot  in 
at  Monte  Video^  that  is,  not  exactly  in  half,  but  as  you  have  sccii  j 
3  quarter  picture.     Stoddart  i5  in  England, 

Letter  170,  2»ag6  389 

After  this  letter  should  come  the  following  (Letter  I70a)«  whidi  | 
copy  from  The  Mirror,  IH-hl  : — 

Charlm  Lamb  to  Gcohoe  Dyku 

From  my  Desk  in  Leadenhall  Street^ 
Dcct  5,  iSo8. 
DsAH  Dyer 

Coleridge  is  not  so  bad  as  your  tears  have  represented  him ;  W^ 
is  true  that  he  is  Bury'd,  altho'  he  is  not  dead  ;  to  understand  this  quihbU 
you  must  know  that  he  is  at  Bury  St.  Edmunds^  relaxing,  after  tbt; 
fatigues  of  lecturing  and  Londonizing.  The  little  Rickmaness^  whom 
you  enquire  after  so  kindly,  thrives  and  grows  apace  i  she  is  already  i 
prattler,  and  'tis  thought  that  on  some  future  day  she  oiay  be  a  speaktf* 
[This  was  Mrs.  Lefroy.J     We  hold  our  weekly  meetings  stiU  at  No  ift 
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where  aitho"^  we  are  not  so  high  &b  the  top  of  Mftlvern,  we  are  involved 
io  almost  as  much  mist  Miss  B[ethani]'s  merit  **m  every  point  of 
view/'  I  am  not  disposed  to  question^  altho'  I  have  not  been  indulged 
with  any  view  of  that  lady,  hack,  aide^  or  front — tie  /  Dyer,  to  praise 
a  femak  in  such  common  market  plirases — you  who  are  held  so  courtly 
and  so  attentive.  My  book  is  not  yet  out,  that  is  not  my  -'  Extracts/' 
my  "Ulysses"  is,  and  waits  your  acceptaDce.  When  you  shall  come 
to  town,  i  hope  to  present  you  both  together — never  think  of  buying 
the  "Extracts" — half  guinea  books  were  never  calculated  for  my 
friends.  Those  poets  have  started  up  since  your  departure ;  William 
Hazlitt^  your  friend  and  mine,  is  putting  to  press  a  collection  of  verses, 
chiefly  amatory,  some  of  them  pretty  enough.  How  these  painters 
encroach  on  our  province  I  There's  Hoppnerj  Shee,  Westall,  and  I 
don't  know  who  besides,  and  Tresh&m.  It  seems  on  confession,  that 
they  are  not  at  the  top  of  their  own  art,  when  they  seek  to  eke  out 
their  fame  with  the  assistance  of  another's ;  no  lai^e  tea-dealer  sells 
cheese ;  no  great  sllversniith  sells  razorstrops  ;  it  is  only  your  petty 
dealers  who  mix  commodities.  If  Nero  had  been  a  great  Emperor,  he 
would  never  have  played  the  Violoncello !  Who  ever  caught  you. 
Dyer,  designing  a  landscape,  or  taking  a  likeness  ?  I  have  no  more  to 
add,  who  am  the  friend  of  virtue,  poetry,  painting,  therefore  in  an 
especial  manner. 

Unalterably  Thine 

C,  Lamb. 

Letter  17^,  page  ^95*  To  Manning, 
After  "  He  [Holcroft]  died  on  Thursday  last "  comes  : — 
and  is  not  yet  buried.  He  has  been  opened  by  Carlisle  and  his 
heart  was  found  completely  ossified*  He  has  had  a  long  and  severe 
illness.  He  seemed  very  willing  to  live,  and  to  the  last  acted  on  his 
favorite  principle  of  the  power  of  the  will  to  overcome  disease.  I 
believe  his  strong  faith  in  tliat  power  kept  him  alive  long  after  another 
person  would  have  given  him  up,  and  the  physicians  aU  concurred  in 
positively  saying  he  would  not  live  a  week^  many  weeks  before  he  died* 
The  family  are  as  well  as  can  be  expected.  I  told  you  something  about 
Mrs*  Holcroft's  plans.  Since  her  death  there  has  been  a  meeting  of  his 
friends  and  a  subscription  has  been  mentioned.  1  have  no  doubt  that 
she  will  be  set  agoing,  and  that  she  will  be  fully  competent  to  the 
scheme  which  she  proposes.  Fanny  bears  it  much  better  than  I  could 
have  supposed. 

Letter  179,  page  409,     To  Manmng 

After  "  for  I  never  think  about  them  '^  comes  :— 

Miss  Knap  is  turned  midwife.  Never  having  had  a  child  herself, 
she  can't  draw  any  wrong  analogies  from  her  own  case.  Dr.  Stoddart 
has  had  Twins.  There  was  Hvg  shillings  to  pay  the  Nurse*  Mrs.  God- 
win was  impannelled  on  a  jury  of  Matrons  last  Sessions,     She  saved  a 
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criminaFs  life  by  giving  it  am  her  opinion  thAt 
listened  to  her  with  the  greatest  deference. 


The  Judg^ 


Letter  197,  page  438,     To  CcleridgB 

Completion  of  letter  of  August  IS,  1814, 

After  "  stagnate  "  (page  439)  comes  ; — 

One  piece  of  news  I  know  will  give  you  pleasure^ — -RickniAn  ii 
made  a  Clerk  to  the  House  of  CoramonSj  £2000  a  year  with  greater 
expectatnfi^^^but  that  is  not  the  news— but  it  is  that  poor  card -playing 
FhillipSj  that  has  felt  himself  for  so  many  years  the  outcast  of  Fortune, 
which  feeling  pervaded  his  very  inteUect,  till  it  made  the  destiny  iti 
feared  J  withering  his  hopes  in  the  great  and  little  games  of  life — bj 
fauor  of  the  single  star  that  ever  shone  upon  him  since  his  birth>  hju 
strangely  stept  into  Rickman*s  Secretaryships — sword,  bag.  House  and 
all — from  a  hopeless  ^100  a  year  eaten  up  beforehand  with  desperste 
debts,  to  a  clear  £400  or  £500 — ^it  almost  reconciles  me  to  the  belief  af( 
a  moral  government  of  the  world — the  man  stares  and  gapes  and  seemi 
to  be  always  wondering  at  what  has  t^efaln  him — he  tries  to  be  eager  at 
Cribhage,  but  alas  1  the  source  of  that  Interest  is  dried  up  for  ever,  he 
no  longer  plays  for  his  neatt  day's  meal,  or  to  determine  whether  he 
shall  have  a  half  dinner  or  a  whole  dinneri  whether  he  shall  buy 
a  pair  of  black  silk  stockings,  or  wax  his  old  ones  a  week  or  two 
longer,  the  poor  man's  relish  of  a  Trumps  the  Four  Honors,  is  gone 
— ^and  I  do  not  know  whether  if  we  could  get  at  the  bottom  of  tMngi 
whether  poor  star-doomed  Phillips  with  his  hair  staring  with  despair 
was  not  a  happier  being  than  the  sleek  well  combed  oily- pa  ted  Secre- 
tary that  has  succeeded.  The  gift  is,  however,  clogged  with  one  stipu* 
lation,  that  the  Secretary  is  to  remain  a  Single  Man,  Here  I  smeU 
Rick  man.  Thus  are  gone  at  once  all  Phillips'  matrimonial  dreams. 
Those  verses  which  he  wrote  himself,  and  those  which  a  superior  pen 
(with  modesty  let  me  speak  as  I  name  no  names)  endited  for  him  to 
Elisa,  Ameha  ^c,— for  Phillips  was  a  wife-hunting,  probably  from  the 
circumstance  of  his  having  formed  an  extreme  rash  connection  in  early 
life  which  paved  the  way  to  all  his  after  misfortunes,  but  there  is  nn 
obstinacy  in  human  nature  which  such  accidents  only  serve  to  whet  od 
to  try  again.  Pleasure  thus  at  two  entrances  quite  shut  out^I  hardly 
know  how  to  determine  of  Phillips's  result  of  happiness.  He  appears 
satisfyd,  but  never  those  bursts  of  gaiety,  those  moment-rules  from  the 
Cave  of  Despondency,  that  used  to  make  his  &ce  shine  and  shew  the 
lines  wliich  care  had  marked  in  it.  1  would  bet  an  even  wager  he 
marries  secretly,  the  Speaker  finds  it  out,  and  he  is  reverted  to  his  old 
Liberty  and  a  hundred  pounds  a  year — these  are  but  speculations — I 
can  think  of  no  other  news,     I  am  going  to  eat  Turbot  &c,  .   ,  * 

After  "  half-past  four  this  day  "  (page  439)  comes  :*- 

Mary  has  ordered  the  bolt  to  my  bedroom  door  inside  to  l>e  taken 

off,  and  a  practicable  latch  to  be  put  on,  that  I  may  not  bar  myself  m 

and  be  suflocated  by  my  neckcloth^  so  we  have  taken  all  precautioni, 


i 
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three  watchmeo  are  engaged  to  carry  the  body  upstairs — Pray  for  me 
— They  keep  bothering  me. 

Letter  221,  page  idi 

Here  should  come  a  letter  to  Rick  man,  dated  Deceraber  SO^  I8I6. 
The  chief  news  in  it  is  that  George  Dyer  has  been  made  one  of  Lord 
Stanhope's  ten  Residuary  Legatees.  This^  says  Lamb,  will  settle  Dyer's 
fate :  he  will  have  to  throw  his  dirty  glove  at  some  one  and  marry; 

Letter  234,  page  522.     To  Mafming 

At  the  beginning  of  this  letter  is  an  unprinted  passage  saying  that 
Charles  Lloyd  and  his  wife  are  in  London  and  that  such  proximity  is 
not  too  comfortable,  "  Would  jou  like  to  see  him  ?  *'  or  ^'  isn't  it  better 
to  lean  over  a  stile  in  a  sort  of  careless  easy  half  astronomical  position 
eyeing  the  blue  expanse  ?  " 

Letter  337,  page  629 
After  this  should  come  Letter  237a  r — 

CHAKLfis  AND  Mary  Lams  to  Sauusl  Jakes  Aunold 

[No  date.     ?  i8ig.] 
Deaa  SlH, 

We  beg  to  convey  our  kindest  acknowledgements  to  Mr, 
Arnold  for  the  very  pleasant  privilege  he  has  favoured  us  with*  My 
yearly  holidays  end  with  next  week,  during  which  we  shall  be  mostly 
in  the  country,  and  afterwards  avail  ourselves  fully  of  the  privilege. 
Sincerely  wishing  you  crowded  houses,  etc.. 

We  remain, 

Yours  trulyj 

Ch*  &  M,  Lams, 

Arnold,  brother*in-law  of  Ayrton,  was  the  lessee  of  the  Lyceum, 
where  Miss  Kelly  was  acting  when  Lamb  proposed  to  her  in  I8I9. 
This  letter  may  belong  to  that  time. 

Letter  246,  page  641 

After  this  should  come  the  following  (Letter  t46A)t  which  tells  us 
what  the  Lambs  were  doing  in  the  summer  of  1820  : — 

Charles  Lamb  to  Thomas  Allsop 

[p.m.  July  i3»  iSm] 
Dear  Sm,  1  do  not  know  whose  fault  it  is  we  have  not  met  so  long. 
We  are  almost  always  out  of  town.  Yoii  must  come  and  beat  up  our 
quarters  there,  when  we  return  from  Cambridge,  It  is  not  Ln  our 
power  to  accept  your  invitation.  To-day  we  dine  out;  and  set  out  for 
Camhridge  on  Saturday  morning.     Fridjiy  of  course  will  be  past  in 
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It  ««t  difHfiir  tlki«  «iiit  t»  Camfariilge  tisU  Lmmb  i 
on  "On^vrd  to  the  Vmemikmr 

Here  should  oome  &  letter  &ofa  Luiib  to  EkliWM%  ii«ted 

m,  tSf  1,  lefemiig  to  Admiral  Burners  dc*^  '^ I  faave  tieeii  nsni 
d^h  lately.  Pom  Jim  Whtte'i  departure  bit  jear  fint  liiioke 
ipell.  1  h^  been  10  fixtmute  ki  to  have  lotti  no  frieodft  in  that  ^ 
lor  mmuy  long  ftmr%,  and  beg&n  to  think  people  did  oot  dJe.*^  He  i 
that  Maty  Lmmh  has  recovered  &0111  a  long  tUneM  and  ti  fvet^  ^ 
resigned  to  John  Lamb's  death, 

Letisr  S69;  pa^e  680 

Here  should  come  the  foUowing  note  and  aerottie  (Lett^  S5 
kindly  placed  at  my  disposal  by  Major  BtittenPOfftlL     Attken 
Edkiburgh    bookseller  who   edited   Th€   CMmi;   m^  I%e   B^lmk 
B§mmB$  of  LitBfaiMTe,  1824,  1825  and  1831.     The  partiailar  iot 
of  the  letter  is  that  it  shows  Lamb  to  have  wanted  to  pohllih 
mtmd  Gra/tf  a  third  time  in  his  Life.    Hitherto  we  had  only  his  stateme 
tliat  Hessey  said  that  the  world  would  not  be&r  it    Aitken  ptinled  1 
story  In  The  Cabinet  for  1831,     Previously  he  had  printed  '*r 
Children''  and  "The  Inconveniences  of  being^  Hanged/' 

I   have  been  told  (but  have  bad  no  opportiuii^'  of  veri^ing 
statement)  that  the  Buttons,  for  one  of  whom  the  appended' 
was  written  J  were  eousins  of  the  Lambs, 

Cmarl^  Lahb  to  John  ArrftE»i 

Coiebrookc  Cotuge,  Islington,  July  5,  18*5. 
DcAit  Sm, — With  thanks  for  your  last  No.  of  the  Cabinet — as  I  < 
not  arrange  with  a  London  publisher  to  reprint  "  Rosamund  Gray  **  j 
a  book,  it  will  be  at  your  service  to  admit  into  the  Cabinet  as  soon  i 
you  please. 

Your  hble,  senri, 

Ch^  Lamb. 
Emha,  eldest  of  yom  name, 
Meekly  trusting  tn  her  God 
Midst  the  red-hot  plough-aharea  trod. 
And  unscorch'd  preserved  her  fame. 
By  that  test  It  you  were  tried, 
UgJy  flames  might  be  defied ; 
Tbougb  devouring  lire  's  a  glutton » 
Through  the  trial  you  might  go 
"  On  the  light  fsntastic  toe," 
Nor  for  plough-shares  care  a  Button* 
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L^ti^  401,  pags  738 

A  letter  to  an  anonymous  correspondent,  in  the  summer  of  1 827,  has 
■n  amusing  passage  concerning  Emma  f sola's  Latin.  Lamb  sajrs  that 
they  made  Gary  laugh  by  translatinj^  ''Blast  you"  into  such  elegant 
verbiage  as  "  Deua  afflet  tibi."  He  adds,  *'  How  some  parsons  would  have 
goggled  and  what  would  Hannah  More  say  ?  1  don't  like  clergymen, 
but  here  and  there  one.  Gary,  the  Dante  Gary,  is  a  model,  quite  as 
plain  as  Parson  PrimrosCj  without  a  shade  of  silliness/' 

On  July  21,  1827,  is  a  letter  to  Mr.  Dillon^  whom  I  do  not  identify, 
saying  thlit  Lamb  has  been  teaching  Emma  IsoU  Ljitin  for  the  past 
seven  weeks* 

Letter  405,  page  746 

Following  this  letter,  under  the  date  August  29,  1827,  should  come 
a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Robert  Jameson  {husband  ot  Mrs.  Jameson) 
asking  him  to  interest  himself  in  Miss  I  sola's  careen  '^'Our  friend 
Coleridge  will  bear  witness  to  the  very  excellent  manner  in  which  she 
^  to  him  some  of  the  most  diAicult  passages  in  the  Paradise  Lost/' 
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LbUbt  439,  fa^€  IIH 

Here  should  come  a  letter  to  Rickman,  dated  September  11,1 828, 
in  which  Lamb  thanks  him  for  a  present  of  nuts  and  apples^  but  is 
surprised  that  apples  should  be  offered  to  the  owner  of  a  "  whole  tree, 
almost  an  orchard/'  and  "an  apple  ehAmber  redolent "  to  bcHit. 

Here  should  come  a  letter  from  Lamb  to  Louisa  Holcroft,  dated 
October  2,  1 82Sj  in  which,  so  soon  after  Mary  Lamb's  determination  to 
be  the  letter  writer  of  the  family,  he  says,  "  Mary  Lamb  has  written 
her  last  letter  in  this  world,"  adding  that  he  has  been  left  her  writing 
legatee*  He  calls  geese  "those  pretty  birds  that  look  like  snow  in 
summer,  and  cackle  like  ice  breaking  up/' 

Here  should  come  (Letter  439a)  a  long  Latin  letter  to  Rickman, 
dated  October  4^  1828,  Ganou  Ainger  prints  only  the  Latin.  1  append 
an  English  version  :■ — 

Postmark  Oct,  3,  1828. 

I  have  been  thinking  of  sending  some  kind  of  an  answer  in  Latin 
to  your  very  elaborate  letter,  but  something  has  arisen  every  day  to 
hinder  me.  To  begin  with  our  awkward  friend  M,  B,  has  been  with 
us  for  a  while,  and  every  day  and  all  day  we  have  had  such  a  lecture, 
you  know  how  he  stutters,  on  legal,  mind,  nothing  but  legal  notices, 
that  I  have  been  afraid  the  Latin  I  want  to  write  might  prove  rather 
barbaro- forensic  than  Ciceronian.  He  is  swallowed  up,  body  and  soul, 
in  law;  he  eats,  drinks,  plays  {at  the  card  table)  Lnw,  nothing  but 
Law,       He  acts  Ignoramus  in  the  play  so  thorotighly,  that  you  w^ 
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swear  that  m  the  inmost  marrow  of  his  head  (is  not  this  the  proper 
anatomical  terra  ?)   there  have  housed  themselves  not  devils  but  petti- 
foggers, to  bemuddle  with  their  noisy  chatter  his  own  and  his  fi4ends' 
wits.     He  brought  here,  *twas  all  his  luggage,  a  book^  Feam  on  Con- J 
tingent  Remainders.     This  book  he  has  read  so  hard,  and  taJten  such  I 
infinite  pains  to  understand,  that  the  reader's  brain  has  few  or  nctl 
Remainders  to  continge.     Enough^  however,  of  M.  B.  and  his  luggage^f 
To  come  back  to  your  claims  upon  me.     Your  return  journey,  with! 
notes,  I  read  again  and  again,  nor  have  I  done  with  them  yeL     Youl 
always  make  something  &esh  out  of  a  hackneyed  theme.     Our  mile-^ 
stonesj  you  say,  bristle  with  blunders,  but  I  must  shortly  explain  why 
I  cannot  comply  with  your  directions  herein. 

Suppose  i  were  to  consult  the  local  magnates  about  a  matter  of  thid 
kind. — Ha  I  says  one  of  our  waywardens  or  parish  overseers, — Whatl 
business  is  this  of  yours  ?  Do  you  want  to  drop  the  Lodger  and  come 
out  as  a  Householder  ? — Now  you  must  know  that  I  took  this  house  <  ' 
mine  at  Enfield,  by  an  obvious  domiciliary  fiction,  in  my  Sister's  name,! 
to  avoid  the  bother  and  trouble  of  parish  and  vestry  meetings,  and  tol 
escape  finding  myself  one  day  an  overseer  or  big -wig  of  some  sort! 
What  then  w^  be  ray  reply  to  the  al>ove  question  ? 

Leisure  I  have  secured :  but  of  dignity,  not  a  tittle*  Besides,  to  tell] 
you  the  truth,  the  aforesaid  irregularities  are,  to  ray  thinking,  mostl 
entertaining,  and  in  fact  very  touching  indeed.  Here  am  I,  quit  of] 
worldly  affairs  of  every  kind  ;  for  if  superannuation  does  not  mean  that^l 
what  does  it  mean  ?  The  world  then,  being,  as  the  saying  is,  beyoDdl 
my  ken,  and  being  myself  entirely  removed  frora  any  accurate  distinct] 
tions  of  space  or  time,  these  mistake  in  road- measure  do  not  seriously] 
offend  me*  For  in  the  infinite  space  of  the  heavens  above  (which  in  J 
this  contracted  sphere  of  mine  I  desire  to  imitate  so  far  as  may  he)] 
what  need  is  there  of  milestones  ?  Local  distance  has  to  do  with  mortal  I 
affairs.  In  ray  walks  abroad,  liraited  though  they  must  be,  I  am  quite] 
at  my  own  disposal,  and  on  that  account  I  have  a  good  word  for  our] 
Enfield  clocks  too.  Their  hands  generally  point  without  any  servile] 
reference  to  this  Sun  of  our  World,  in  his  a^- Empyrean  positional 
They  strike  too  just  as  it  happens,  according  to  their  own  sweet  wileS|kl 
— one— two— tluree^ — anything  they  like,  and  thus  to  me>  a  more  for 
tunate  Whittington,  they  pleasantly  announce,  that  Time,  so  far  as  tl 
am  concerned,  is  no  more.  Here  you  have  my  reasons  for  not  attend- 
ing in  this  matter  to  the  requests  of  a  busy  subsolar  such  as  jom  are. 

Furthermore,  when  I  reach  the  milestone  that  counts  finom  the 
Hicks-Hall  that  stands  now,  I  own  at  once  the  Aulic  dignity,  and,  were 
I  a  gaol-bird,  1  should  shake  in  my  shoes.  When  I  reach  the  next 
which  counts  frora  the  site  of  the  old  Hall,  my  thoughts  turn  to  the 
&Uen  grandeur  of  the  pile,  and  I  reflect  upon  the  perishable  conditioa 
of  the  most  imposing  of  human  structures.  Thus  \  banbh  from  my 
aoul  all  pride  and  arrogance,  and  with  such  meditations  purify  my  heart 
from  day  to  day*  A  wayfarer  such  as  I  am,  may  leam  from  Vincent 
Bourne,  in  words  terser  and  neater  than  any  of  mine^  the  advantages 
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of  milestones  properly  arranged.  The  lines  are  at  the  end  of  a  little 
poem  of  his^  called  Milestcne^^ — (Do  you  remember  it  or  a  hall  I  write  it 
all  out  ?) 

How  well  the  Milestones'  use  doth  this  exprcsstf 
Which  make  the  miles  [eeem]  more  and  way  seem  less. 

What  do  you  mean  by  this — I  am  borrowing  hand  and  style  &om 
this  youngster  of  mine^ — your  son^  I  take  it*  The  style  looks,  nay  on 
careful  inspection  by  these  old  eyes,  is  most  clearly  your  very  own, 
and  the  writing  too.  Either  R'a  or  the  Devil's,  1  will  defer  your 
explanation  till  our  next  meeting — may  it  be  soon. 

My  Latin  failing  me,  as  you  may  infer  from  erasures  above,  there  is 
only  this  to  add.  Farewell,  and  be  sure  to  give  Mrs.  Hickman  my  kind 
remembrances. 

C  Lamd. 

Enfield,  Chase  Side,  4th  Oct,  1829.  I  can't  put  this  properly  into 
Latin.     Dabam — what  is  it  ? 


Letter  449,  pag^  793 

This  is  a  complete  list  of  the  contents  of  Emma  [sola's  Alburn^  all 

autographs  (from  Quaritch's  catalogue^  September^  1886)  : — 

Cbaxleb  Lamb.     *'  What  is  an  Album  ?  *'  a  pcxsm  addi^essed  to  Miss  Emma  Isola, 

—  ■*  To  Emma  on  her  Twenty- first  Birthday,"  May  25,  1830. 

"  Harmony  in  Unlikencss/'     Without  date. 

John  Keats.    *'  To  my  Brother,"  a  aoanel  on  the  birthday  of  his  brother  Tom, 

dated  Nov.  18  (?  1814  or  1815K 
WiLLiAit  WonoswoRTM.     '*  She  dwelt  among  the  untrodden  way»/'  three  verses  of 
hm  poem  on  Lucy,  copied  in  his  own  hand  on  March  iS,  1857, 
—  —  "  Blessings  be  with  them,  and  enduring  praise."  five  lines  of  a  ionnet  dated 

Rydal,  1S38. 
Alvrku  Tennyson.    *'  When  Lazarus  left  his  charnet-cave^"  four  stanxaa,  undated. 
Thomas  Moore.     "Woman  gleans  but  sorrow/*  and  note  to  Moxon,  June,  1844. 
LsiGH   Hunt.    **  Apollo's  Autograph,"  from  an  unpublished  poem  caUcd  '*Thc 

Feast  of  the  Violets."     Undated,  circa  1838- 
Thomas  Hood^.    **  Dreams/'  a  prose  fragment,  without  date,  circa  1^40, 
James  Hoqq.    "  Vm  a'  gaen  wrang,"  a  song  by  the  Ettrtck  vShcpbcrdl  circa  1830. 
JoAsi>iA  Bailue.     *^  Up  I  quit  thy  bower,*'  a  song,  undated,  circa  1830. 
RoB£»T  Sou  THE  v.     Epztaph  on  htm  self,  in  verse,  Feb.  18,  '837* 
Thomas  Campbell,     ♦*  Victoria's  sceptre  o*er  the  waves,'*  circa  1S37, 
Aj^t^N  CijNNiNOBAM,     ^'  The  Pirate's  Son^"  circa  1838, 
Charles  Dibdin,    **  An  AJbum*s  like  the  Dream  of  Hope,"  circa  1827, 
Bernard  Bartoi4,    **To  Emma,'^  with  a  note  by  Charles  Lamb  at  foot,  1837* 
Walter  Savage  Lai^dor,    '*  To  Emma  Isola,'*  circa  1827. 
Barry  Cornwall*     "  To  the  Spirit  of  Italy,"  circa  1827. 
Samuel  Rogers,    Two  letters,  and  a  poem,  '*  My  Last/*  1829*36. 
FicEOEiiicK  Locker,    A  ouatrain,  dated  July,  1873- 
George   Dyer»  J.  B.  Dibdin,  George   Darlcy,  Matilda  Betham,  H.  F.  Gary,  Mi*. 

Pioisi,  Edward  Moxon,  T.  N.  Talfourd,  are  the  other  writers. 

Letter  461,  page  808 

After  this  should  come  the  following  (Letter  461  a),  from  The  Mirror^ 
1841:— 

TOli,  VII. — 64 
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Charles  Lamb  txi  Geo&ob  Dv£fi 

En  fields  April  29,  18 

Dear  Dy^er — As  well  &s  a  bad  pen  can  do  it,  !  must  thaak  you 
your  friendly  atteotion  to  the  wishes  of  our  young  frieod  Emmm,  who 
was  packing  up  for  Bury  when  your  sonnet  arrived^  and  was  too  hurri€  ' 
to  express  her  sense  of  its  merits*     I  know  she  will  treasure  up  that  an 
your  second  communicji.tion  among  her  choicest  rarities,  as  from  he 
^rand/ath6r*i  friend,  whom  not  having  seen,  she  loves  to  hear  talke 
of.     The  second  letter  shall  be  sent  after  her,  with  our  first  parcel 
Suffolk,  where  she  iSj  to  us,  alas  dead  and  Bury'd  ;  we  sorely  miss  he 
Should  you  at  any  hour  think  of  four  or  six  lines,  to  send  her,  adtJ 
to  herself  simply ^  naming  her  grandsire^  and  to  wish  she  may 
through  life  as  much  respected,  with  your  own  G,  Dyer  at  the  end 
she  would  feel  rich  indeed,  for  the  nature  of  an  Album  asks  for  versfl 
that  have  not  been  in  print  before  ;  but  this  quite  at  your  convenience  J 
and  to  be  less  trouble  to  yourself,  four  lines  would  be  sufBclent.    Enlieli 
has  come  out  in  summer  beauty.    Come  when  you  will  and  we  will  giv 
you  a  bed.     Emma  has  left  hers,  you  know.     1  remajo,  my  dear  E^er,' 
your  affectionate  friend, 

Charles  Lame, 

Lamb  made  the  same  pun — Bury'd — to  George  Dyer  in  his  letter,  < 
p&ge  970,  of  December  5,  I  BOH.     His  Album  verses  for  Miss  J  sola  j 
have  not  seen. 

Letter  498,  page  857 
Here  probably  should  come  an  undated  letter  to  Mrs*  John  Rjekmafl 
accompanying  a  gift  of  Album  Verses,  Lamb  says  :  '^  Will  you  re-give 
or  lend  me,  by  the  bearer,  the  one  Volume  of  Juvenile  Poetry  f 
have  tidings  of  a  second  at  Brighton."  He  proposes  that  he  and  Mr 
Rickman  shall  some  day  play  old  whist  for  the  two, 

LMer  551,  page  911 

Here  should  cornea  letter  to  Miss  ttickmap,  dated  May  2S,  18S 
'*  Perhaps^  as  Miss  Kelly  is  just  now  in  notoriety,  it  m&y  amuse  you 
know  that  *  Barbara  S.'  is  all  of  it  true  of  her,  being  all  communicate 
to  me  from  her  own  mouth.     The  '  wedding  *  you  of  eourie  found  ou 
to  be  Sally  Bumey's." 

Letter  686,  page  941,     To  Mr.  Childs 
Lamb  sent  Mr.  Childs  a  copy  of  John  Woadml  in  which  he  wrote  :- 

Feom  the  Author 

In  great  haste,  the  Pig  w&s  faultless, — we  got  decently  merrj-  after  it! 
and  chirpt  and  sang  ^^  Heigh  !  Bessy  Bungay  V*  in  honour  of  the  Sender. 
Pray  let  me  have  a  line  to  say  you  got  the  Books  ;  keep  the  1st  ml,- 
two  or  three  months,  so  long  as  it  comes  home  at  last 
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CONSISTING  OF  SUPPLEMENTARY  NOTES  oW  THE  FIRST  FIVE 
VOLUMES  OF  THIS  EDITION,  TOGETHER  WITH  NEW  MATTER 
BY  LAMB 

Errors  of  my  own  and  typographical  blimtlers  in  the  previous  volumei 
must  be  left  for  correction  in  a  new  edition,  if' that  should  be  called  for ; 
but  a  few  omissions  may  be  aupplied  here  and  one  or  two  of  the  major 
mistakes  set  right. 

i  am  also  able  to  include  some  authentic  new  writings  by  Lamb 
and  two  or  three  interesting  conjectural  pieces. 

VOL.  1 

MIBCELLAKEOnS  FE03H 

It  wai  wrong  to  include  in  this  volume  the  little  article  on  "Samuel 
Johnson  the  Whig,"  on  page  350,  first  associated  with  Lamb  by  J.  E. 
Babson  in  E liana.  The  criticism,  although  in  Lamb's  hand,  was  merely 
copied  by  him  &om  Coleridge.  It  will  be  found  in  Coleridge's  Table 
TalL 

The  little  article  on  "  London  Fogs,"  on  page  55 1 ,  although  attributed 
to  Lamb  by  William  Ayrton^  is  in  reality  a  passage  from  an  esisay  on  the 
Months  by  Leigh  Hunt  in  the  N^w  Monthly  MiigmmB. 

The  article  on  "  Sbakapeare's  Characters/'  on  page  367,  thought  to 
be  Lamb^t  by  Alexander  Ireland,  is  part  of  Hazlitt's  essay  on  "  Henry 
VL"  in  the  volume  called  Shakspeare's  Characters^  1817,  which  (to 
make  my  error  worse)  was  dedicated  to  LamK 

I  am  inclined  now  to  doubt  if  Lamb  were  the  author  of  the  critical 
note  on  Gray's  Latin  Ode  on  page  38 1 ,  Mr.  Dobeirs  suggestion  that 
Sir  Charles  Abraham  Elton  was  the  author  seems  to  me  very  reasonable. 

The  little  sketch  "  A  True  Story,"  on  page  329*  attributed  to  Lamb 
by  the  editor  of  The  Talufnan,  1851,  is  Uaought  by  Mr.  Swinburne 
and  others  to  be  Leigh  Hunt's.  Leigh  Hunt,  however,  does  not  seem 
to  have  reprinted  it ;  and  absolute  proof  of  his  authorship  not  being 
offered,  I  should  like,  I  think,  to  retain  it  in  itt  present  place. 
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Early  JouRNku^m,  I 

Writing  to  Rickman  about  his  Morning  Post  work,  in  January,  1802, 
Lamb  s&ys  that  in  addition  to  certaJD  other  thingi  it  was  he  who  madei 
the  Lord  Mayor's  bed.     The  reference  is  uadoubtedly  to  the  foUowin 
little  article  on  January  4,  ISOSJ : — 

Grand  Stati:  Bsd 

Ever  since  an  account  of  the  Manijuis  of  Exeter  s  Grand  State  Bed 
appeared  in  the  fashionable  world,  grandeur  in  this  article  of  fumttur 
has  become  quite  the  rage.     Among  others  the  Lord  Mayor^  feeling  fa 
the  dignity  of  the  city  of  London^  has  petitioned  the  Corporation  foi 
one  of  great  splendour  to  be  placed  in  the  Mansion-house,  at  iiie  CU^'$ 
expmcB. 

We  have  been  favoured  with  a  description  of  this  magnificent  stab 
bed,  the  choice  of  his  Lordship.     The  body  is  formed  by  the  callip 
or  under  shell  of  a  large  turtle,  carved  in  mahogany,  and  sufficiently! 
capacious  to  receive  two  well-fed  people.     The  callipash,  or  upp 
shell,   forms  the  canopy.      The  posts  are  four  gigantic  figures  richly  I 
gilt :   two  of  them  accurate  copies  of  Gog  and   Magog  ;   the  otbe 
two  represent  Sir  William  Walworth  and  the   last   man   in 
Cupids  with  custards  are  the  supporters.     The  curtains  are  of 
rine  purple,  and  curiously  wrought  with  the  secies  of  the  idle 
industrious  apprentice  from  Hogarth,   in  gold  embroidery  :   but 
vallens  exceed  description  i  there j  the  various  incidents  in  the  life  of! 
Whittington  are  painted.     The  mice  in  one  of  the  compartments 
done  so  much  to  the  life,  that  his  Lordship's  cat,  who  is  &n  accunt 
judge  of  mice,  was  deceived*     The  quilt  is  of  &shionable  pabebworkl 
figures,  the  description  of  which  we  shall  not  anticipate,  a$^  we  iuider«| 
stand,  Mr.  Birch  has  obtained  a  sketch  of  it  for  his  large  Twelfth  Cake.f 
The  whole  is  worthy  of  the  taste  of  the  first  Magistrate  of  the  first  Cityl 
in  the  world 

Earlv  Journalism,  II 

On  January  6  (Twelfth  Night),  ISOg,  the  following  feble  was  pr  

in  the  Morning  Post,  That  Lamb  wa«  the  author  no  one  need  have 
any  doubt  after  reading  the  Elia  essay  "  Rejoicings  on  the  New  Year'i 
Coming  of  Age  "  : — 

Fable  roR  Twelith  Day 

Once  upon  a  high  and  solemn  occasion  all  the  great /a^£«  and/utmli 
in  the  year  presented  themselves  before  the  throne  of  Apollo,  God  of 
Days. — Each  brought  an  ofiering  in  his  hand,  as  is  the  custom  all  over 
the  Ea^i,  that  no  man  shall  appear  before  the  presence  of  the  Kin| 
empty  "handed,  ShrQm*Tu&sday  was  there  with  his  pan-cak&g^  and 
Aih'WBdneiday  with  his  oblation  of  jUh.  Good  Friday  brought  the 
mystical  bun.  Chtiatmaa-Day  came  bending  underneath  an  intolerable 
load  of  turkeys  and  mims-pies,  bus  snow-white  temples  shaded  with 
holly  and  the  sacked  muktoef  and  sm^n^  a  carol  as  he  advancifL 
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Next  imme  the  ThiHietk  of  Jammry^  bearing  a  otUfs-head  in  a  charger; 
but  Apollo  no  sooner  underatood  the  emblematical  meaning  of  the 
offering,  than  the  stomach  of  the  God  turned  sick^  and  with  visible 
indtgnation  and  abhorrence  he  ordered  the  unfortunate  Day  out  of  his 
presence — the  contrite  Day  returned  In  a  little  time,  bearing  in  his 
hands  a  Whig  (a  sort  of  cake  well-tempered  and  delicious) — the  God 
with  smiles  accepted  the  atonement,  and  the  happy  Day  understood 
that  his  peace  was  made^  he  promisiiig  never  to  bring  such  a  dish  into 
the  presence  of  a  God  again.     Then  came  the  august  Fourth  of  June, 
crowned  with  such  a  crown  as  British  Monarchs  commonly  wear,  leading 
into  the  presence  the  venerable  Ninetemih  of  May^ApoUo  welcomed 
the  royal  pair,  and  placed  them  nearest  to  himself,  and  welcomed  their 
noble  progeny,  their  eldest*bom  and  heir,  the  accomplished  Twelfth  of 
Aufjusi,  with  all  his  brave  brothers  and  handsome  sisters.     Only  the 
merry  First  of  April,  who  is  retained  in  the  Court  of  Apollo  as  King*s 
J^t$r,  made  some  mirth  by  his  reverent  inqutrie?3  after  the  health  of 
the  Epjkteenth  of  January,  who,  being  a  kept  mistress,  had  not  been 
deemed  a  proper  personage  to  be  introduced  into  such  an  assembly, 
Apollo,  laughing,  rebuked  the  petulance  of  his  wit ;  so  all  was  mirth  and 
good  humour  in  the  palace — only  the  sorrowful  Epiphany  stood  silent 
and  abashed — ^he  was  poor^  and  had  come  before  the  King  without  an 
oblation.     The  God  of  Days  perceived  his  confusion,  and  turning  to  the 
Mt^es  (who  are  nine),  and  to  the  Graces,  his  hand-maids  (who  are  thrse 
in  number),  he  beckoned  to  them,  and  gave  to  them  in  charge  to  pre- 
pare a  Cake  of  the  richest  and  preciousest  ingredients :  they  obeyed, 
tempering  with  their  fine  and  delicate  fingers  the  spices  of  the  East, 
the  bread- flour  of  the  West^  with  the  fruits  of  the  South,  pouring  over 
all  the  IC€s  of  the  North,     The  God  himself  crowned  the  whole  with 
ialismanic  fyures,  which  contained  this  wondrous  virtue — that  who- 
soever ate  of  the  Cake  should  forthwith  become  Kings  and   QueenB. 
Lastly,  by  his  heralds,  he  invested  the  trembling  and  thankful  Epiphany 
with  the  privilege  of  presenting  this  Cake  befoFe  the  King  upon  an 
annual  festival  for  ever*     Now  this  Cake  is  called  Twelfth  Cake  upon 
earthy  after  the  number  of  the  virgins  who  fashioned  the  same,  being 
nine  and  three- 

Mi88  Kelly 

In  The  Examiner  for  December  20,  1818,  after  Leigh  Hunt's  criticism 
of  Kenney*s  comedy  **  A  Word  for  the  Ladies  **  is  the  following  para* 
graph.  Leigh  Hunt's  criticism  Is  signed ;  this  is  not,  nor  is  it  joined 
to  the  article,  There  ia,  I  think,  good  reason  to  believe  it  to  be 
Lamb's : — 

It  was  not  without  a  feeling  of  pain,  that  we  observed  Miss  Kelly 
among  the  spectators  on  the  first  night  of  the  new  comedy.  What 
does  she  do  before  the  curtain  ?  She  should  have  been  on  the  stage. 
With  such  youth,  such  talents, — 

Those  powers  of  pleasing,  with  that  will  to  please, 

it  is  too  much  that  she  should  be  forgotten  discarded,  laid  aside  like 
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an  old  foahion.  It  really  La  not  yet  the  seasoE  for  her  "  amoag  the 
wastet  of  time  to  go/*  Is  it  Mr.  Stephen  Kemble,  or  the  Sub-Com- 
mittee ;  or  what  heavy  body  is  it,  which  interposes  itself  between  us 
and  this  light  of  the  stage  ? 

"Letter  to  an  Olo  Gentleman  whose  Education  has  been 
Neglected  " 

Vol  Lr  p^§^  313 

In  the  London  Magazine  for  December,  I8SS,  under  ''The  Lion's 
Head/*  is  the  following  jesting  paragr&ph  in  which  it  is  possible  per< 
haps  to  see  the  hand  of  the  author  of  the  "  Letter  to  the  Old  Gentlemaa" 

The  following  admirable  letter  seems  to  refer  to  the  observations  on 
Kant,  contained  in  the  Opium  Eater's  Letters.  Perhaps  that  acute 
logician  may  be  able  to  discover  its  meaning ;  or  if  not,  be  ma^  think 
it  worth  preserving  as  an  illustration  of  Shakespeare's  profound  know- 
ledge of  character  displayed  in  Ancient  Pistol 

Can  Neptune  sleep  ? — Is  Willich  dead  ? — Him  who  wielded  the 
trident  of  Albion  !  Is  it  thus  you  trample  on  the  ashes  of  my 
friend  ?  All  the  dreadful  energies  of  thought — all  the  sophistiy 
of  fiction  and  the  triumphs  of  the  human  intellect  are  waving 
o'er  his  peaceful  grave.  '"He  onderstood  not  Kant"  Peace 
then  to  the  harmless  invincible.  I  have  long  bean  thinking  of 
presenting  the  world  with  a  Metaphysical  Dictionary*— of  eluci- 
dating Locke's  romance. — I  await  with  impatience  Kant  in 
English.  Give  roe  that !  Your  letter  has  awakened  me  to  a 
sense  of  your  merits.  Beware  of  squabbles  ;  I  know  the  literary 
infirmities  of  man,  Scott  rammed  his  nose  against  mortals — he 
grasped  at  death  for  farae  to  chaunt  the  victory. 

Thine. 

How  11  the  Opium  Eater  ? 

Letter  to  South ev 

Vol  L,  pagB  226 

In  the  London  Magazine  for  December,  I82S,  under  ''The  Lion's  | 
Head,"  is  the  foUowtng  ;— 

We  have  to  thank  an  unknown  correspondent  for  the  foUowing 

SONNBT 

Occasioned  by  reading  in  Elia^s  Letter  to  Dr.  SQuthey,  that  Ihe  adinirabte  traei- 

lator  of  Dante,  the  modest  atjd  amiable  C ,  still  remained  a  curate— or,  u 

a  waggish  friend  observed, —after  such  a  TramUiim  should  still  be  without 
Puferment.* 

0  Tbou  I  who  entered  at  the  tangled  wood. 
By  that  same  spirit  trusting  to  be  Jed, 
That  on  the  first  discoverer's  footsteps  shed 
The  tight  with  which  another  world  waa  view'd  j 

*  We  suspect,  by  the  way,  this  is  not  ttrictly  the  case,  thoagh  we  believe 
very  oearlytfto. 
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Thou  haai  well  scano'd  th«  path,  and  firmly  Eiood 
With  measured  nicenese  in  his  holy  tread, 
Till,  mounting  up  thy  star-illumtried  head, 
Thou  lookcdst  in  upon  the  perfect  good  t 

What  treasures  does  thy  golden  key  unfotd  1 
Riches  imtnenae,  the  pearl  beyond  all  price, 
And  saintly  truths  to  gross  ears  vainly  totd  1 

Say,  gilds  thy  earthly  path  some  Beatrice  ?— 
If  bread  thou  want'st,  they  will  but  ^ve  thee  fitones. 
And  when  thou'rt  gone,  will  quarrel  for  thy  bones  I 

—Am  Unworthy  Rectos. 

Hood's  ^'Progress  or  Cant" 
There  can  be,  I  think,  very  little  doubt  that  Lamb  was  the  author  of 
the  following  critictsm  of  Hood's  picture  "  The  ProgTe^ss  of  Cant "  in 
the  Net&  Monthly  Magazine  for  February,  IS£6.  Lamb,  we  know, 
praised  the  detail  of  the  Beadle,  reproduced  in  Hone's  Ev^ry-Drnj 
Book  J  under  the  title  "An  Appearance  of  the  Season"  (see  VoL  L, 
page  307)*    This  is  the  New  Monthly  Magazine  article: — 

The  Progress  or  Cant 
A  wicked  wag  has  produced  a  caricature  under  this  title,  in  which 
he  marshalleth  all  the  projected  improvements  of  the  age,  and  maketh 
them  take  their  fantastic  process  before  the  eyes  of  the  scomer.  It 
is  a  spirited  etching,  almost  as  abundant  in  meaning  as  In  figure^^  and 
hath  a  rt probate  eye  to  a  eonier—an  Hogarth  ian  vivifi cation  of  post 
and  placard.  Priests,  anti-priestSj  architects,  politicians,  reformerSj 
flaming  loyalty-menj  high  and  low,  rich  and  poor,  one  with  another, 
all  go  on  "progressing/'  as  the  Americans  say.  Life  goes  on,  at  any 
rate  ;  and  there  is  so  much  merriment  on  all  sides,  that  for  our  parts, 
inclitied  to  improvements  as  we  are,  we  should  be  willing  enough  to 
join  in  the  laugh  throughout,  if  the  world  were  as  merry  as  the  artist. 
The  houses  are  as  much  to  the  purpose  as  the  pedestrians*  There  is 
the  office  of  the  Peruvian  Mining  Company,  in  dismal,  dilapidated  con- 
dition ;  a  barber's  shop,  with  '*  Nobody  to  be  shaved  during  dtvuie  ser- 
vice/' the  h  worn  out ;  two  boarding-schools  for  young  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  very  neighbourly  ;  and  the  public-house,  called  the  Angel 
and  Punch' Bowl,  by  T,  Moore.  Among  the  crowd  is  a  jolly,  but 
vehement,  reverend  person  holding  a  flag,  inscribed,  *'^The  Church  in 
Anger,"  the  D  for  danger  being  hidden  by  another  flag,  inscribed,  "Con* 
verted  ,fews/'  Then  there  is  the  Caledonian  Chap  {el  being  obstructed 
in  the  same  way),  who  holds  a  pennon,  crying  out,  '*  No  Theatre  I  '* 
Purity  of  Election,  with  a  bludgeon,  very  drunk  ;  and,  above  all,  a 
petty  fellow  called  the  Great  Unknown,  with  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  and 
a  constable's  staff  peeping  out  of  his  pocket  ;  Some  of  the  faces  and 
figures  are  very  clever,  particularly  the  Barber  ;  the  Saving-banks  man  ; 
the  Jew  Boy  picking  the  pocket ;  the  Charity  Boy  and  the  Beadle,  The 
Beadle  is  rich  from  head  to  foot  Nathless,  we  like  not  to  see  Mrs,  Fry 
50  masted  :  we  are  at  a  loss  to  know  why  the  Blacks  deserve  to  be  made 
Black  Devils  ;  and  are  not  aware  that  the  proposal  of  an  University  in 
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London  has  occasioned,  or  Is  likely  to  occasion,  any  sort  of  canL  Hcnr- 
ever,  there  is  no  hami  done  where  a  cause  can  aflbrd  a  joke  ;  and  where 
it  cannot,  the  more  it  is  joked  At,  the  better, 

Mr*  Ephraih  Wa&stapf 

In  Ths  Table  Book,  18^7,  beginning  on  column  185,  Vol.  It,  la  the 
following  humorous  story  which  there  is  some  reason  to  believe  may  be 
Lamb's,  The  late  Mn  Dykes  Campbell  had  no  doubt  whatever,  the 
proof  raiding  not  only  in  internal  evidence  but  in  the  rhymed  story  of 
"  Dick  Strype,"  printed  below,  on  page  9^9*  which  we  may  assume  Lamb 
to  have  written.  The  subject  of  the  two  stories,  prose  and  veree,  is 
the  same,  and  the  style  of  Ephralm  Wagstaff  is  not  altogether  imlike 
that  of  Juke  Judkins.      I  am  not  however  quite  convinced. 

F&r  '*  The  Table  Book  " 

Mh-  Ephrafm  Wagstaff,  His  Wire  ANn  Pipe 

About  the  middle  of  5hoemaker-row»  near  to  Broadway,  Blackfriars, 
there  resided  for  many  years  a  substantial  hardworemau,  named  Ephraini 
Wagstaff.  He  was  short  in  stature,  tolerably  well  favoured  in  counten- 
ance^  and  singularly  neat  and  clean  in  his  attire.  Everybody  in  the 
neighbourhood  looked  upon  him  as  a  *'  warm  "  old  man  ;  and  when  he 
died,  the  property  he  left  behind  him  did  not  bely  the  preeonceived 
opinion.  It  was  all  personal,  amounted  to  about  nineteen  thousand 
pounds ;  and,  as  he  was  childless,  it  went  to  distant  relations^  with  the 
ciccption  of  a  few  hundred  pounds  bequeathed  to  public  charities. 

The  family  of  Ephi^im  WagstaC  both  on  the  male  and  female  sides, 
was  respectable,  though  not  opulent.  His  maternal  grandfather,  he 
used  to  say,  formed  part  of  the  executive  government  in  the  retgn  of 
G^>rge  L,  whom  he  served  as  petty  eonatable  in  one  of  the  manufactur- 
ing districts  during  a  long  period.  The  love  of  office  seems  not  to  have 
been  hereditary  in  the  family  ;  or  perhaps  the  opportunities  of  gmtifv- 
mg  it  did  not  continue ;  for,  with  that  single  exception,  none  of  his 
ancestors  could  boast  of  ofRctal  honours.  The  origin  of  the  name  (s 
dontitftiL  On  a  first  view,  it  seems  evidently  the  conjunction  of  two 
names  brought  together  by  marriage  or  fortune.  In  the  **  Tatler  **  we  read 
about  the  staff  in  a  variety  of  combinations,  under  one  of  which  the 
popular  author  of  that  work  chose  to  designate  himself^  and  thereby 
conferred  immortality  on  the  name  of  BicketstaC  Our  friend  EphraJn} 
was  no  great  wit^  but  he  loved  a  joke,  particularly  if  he  made  it  him- 
self; and  he  used  to  say,  whenever  he  heard  any  one  endeavouring  to 
account  for  his  name,  that  he  believed  it  originated  in  the  marriage  of 
a  Miss  Staff  to  some  Wag  who  lived  near  her ;  and  who,  willing  to  show 
his  gmllantry,  and  at  the  same  time  his  knowledge  of  French  customs, 
adopted  the  fashion  of  that  sprightly  people,  by  adding  her  fiimilj- 
name  to  his  own-  The  conjecture  is  at  least  probable,  and  so  we  must 
leave  it. 

At  the  age  of  fifty-two  it  pleased  heaven  to  deprive  Mr.  WagstafT  of 
hto  beloved  spouse  Biarbani.      The  bereavement  formed  an  era  in  his 
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history,  Mrs,  Wagstaff  was  an  active,  strong  woman,  about  ten  years 
older  than  himself,  and  one  sure  to  be  missed  in  any  circle  wherein  she 
bad  once  moved.  She  was  indeed  no  cipher.  Her  person  was  tall  and 
bony,  her  face,  in  hue,  something  between  brown  and  red,  had  the  ap- 
pearance of  having  been  scorched-  Altogether  her  qualities  were  truly 
commanding.  She  loved  her  own  way  exceedingly  ;  was  continually 
on  the  alert  to  have  it ;  and,  in  truth,  generally  succeeded-  Yet  such 
was  her  love  of  justice,  that  she  has  been  heard  to  aver  repeatedly,  that 
she  never  (she  spoke  the  word  mrver  emphatically)  opposed  her  husband ^ 
but  when  he  was  decidedly  in  the  wrong-  Of  these  oecAsions,  it  must 
also  be  mentioned,  she  generously  took  upon  herself  the  trouble  and 
responsibility  of  being  the  sole  judge.  There  was  one  point,  however, 
on  which  it  would  seem  that  Mr,  Wagstaff  had  contrived  to  please 
himself  exclusively  ;  although,  how  he  had  managed  to  resist  so  effectu* 
ally  the  remonstrances  and  opposition  which,  from  the  structure  of  his 
wife's  mind  he  must  necessarily  have  been  doomed  to  encounter,  must 
ever  remain  a  secret.  The  fact  was  this :  Ephraim  had  a  peculiarly 
strong  attachment  to  a  pipe ;  his  affection  lor  his  amiable  partner 
scarcely  exceeding  that  which  he  entertained  for  that  lively  emblem  of 
so  many  sage  contrivances  and  florid  speeches^  ending  like  it— in  smoke* 
In  the  times  of  his  former  wives  {for  twice  before  had  he  been  yoked 
in  matrimony)  he  had  indulged  himself  with  it  unmolested.  Not  so 
with  Mrs,  Wagstaff  the  third.  Pipes  and  smoking  she  held  in  unmiti- 
gated abhorrence:  but  having,  by  whatever  means,  been  obliged  to 
submit  to  their  introduction,  she  wisely  avoided  all  direct  attempts  to 
abate  what  she  called  among  her  friends  "  the  nuisance ; "  and,  like  a 
skilful  general,  who  has  failed  of  securing  victory,  she  had  recourse  to 
such  stratagems  as  might  render  it  as  little  productive  as  possible  to  the 
enemy.  Ephraim,  aware  how  matters  stood,  neglected  no  precaution 
to  guard  against  his  wife's  manoeuvres— meeting,  of  course,  with  various 
success.  Many  a  time  did  her  ingenuity  contrive  an  accident,  by  which 
his  pipe  and  peace  of  mind  were  at  once  demolished ;  and,  although 
there  never  could  be  any  difficulty  in  replacing  the  former  by  simply 
sending  out  for  that  purpose,  yet  be  has  confessed,  that  when  he  con- 
templated  the  possibility  of  offering  too  strong  an  excitement  to  the 
shrill  tones  of  his  beloved's  voice,  (the  only  pipe  she  willingly  tolerated,) 
he  waved  that  proceeding,  and  submitted  to  the  sacrifice  as  much  the 
lesser  evil.  At  length  Mrs.  Wagstaff  was  taken  ill,  an  inflammation  on 
her  lungs  was  found  to  be  her  malady^  and  that  crisis  appeared  to  be 
fast  approaching,  when 

The  doctor  leaves  the  house  with  sorrow, 
Dcspairirig  of  his  fee  to-morrow* 

The  foreboding  soon  proved  correct ;  and,  every  thing  consider ed^  per- 
haps it  ought  not  to  excite  much  surprise,  that  when  Ephraim  heard 
from  the  physician  that  there  was  little  or  no  chance  of  her  recovery, 
he  betrayed  no  symptoms  of  excessive  emotion,  but  mumbling  some- 
thing unintelligibly,  in  which  the  doctor  thought  he  caught  the  sound 


of  the  words  "  Christian  duty  of  resignatioiif*'  he  quietly  filled  an  iid- 
ditioTiAl  pipe  that  evening.  The  next  day  Mrs,  Wagstaff  expired,  and 
in  due  time  her  interment  took  place  in  the  churchyard  of  St,  Ann, 
BlaekfriarSj  every  thing  connected  therewith  being  conducted  with  the 
decorum  becoming  so  melancholy  an  event,  and  which  might  be  expected 
from  a  man  of  Mr.  WagstaflTs  gravity  and  experience;  The  funeral  w»«  a 
walking  one  from  the  near  vicinity  to  the  ground ;  and  but  for  an  im- 
timely  slanting  shower  of  rain,  no  particutar  inconvenience  would  have 
been  felt  by  those  who  were  assembled  on  that  occasion ;  that  cosualtyr 
however,  caused  them  to  be  thoroughly  drenched  ;  and,  In  reference  to 
their  appearance,  it  was  feelingly  observed  by  some  of  the  by-standert, 
that  they  had  seldom  seen  so  many  tears  on  the  facai  of  moufncra. — 
To  be  continued — (perhapfl). 

Nemo, 
A  Letter  to  the  Editor 
In  column  857  of  Tlw  Tabh  Book,  \mi.  Vol.  II.,  is  the  following 
letter  to  Hone,  which  is  very  likely  to  be  from  Lamb*s  pen*      Waltham 
Abbey  was  a  ^vourite  objective  of  his  in  his  long  Essex  and  Hertford- 
shire rambles : — 

Waltham,  Essex 
To  the  Editor 
Sm, — The  following  epitaph  is  upon  a  plain  gravestone  in  the  ch 
yard  of  Waltham  Abbey.     Having  some  point,  it  may  perhaps  be  m 
table  for  the  TabU  Book.     I  was  told  that  the  memory  of  the  wortfiy 
curate  is  still  held  in  great  esteem  by  the  inhabitants  of  that  place. 

Rev.  Isaac  Colnett.  

Fifteen  years  curate  of  this  Parish, 
Died  March  j,  i8oi — Aged  43  years. 

Shall  pride  a  heap  of  sculptured  marble  rai^e. 
Some  worthless^  unmourn'd,  titled  fool  to  praise, 
Atid  ihall  we  not  by  one  poor  eravestone  show 
Where  pious,  worthy  Colnett  sleeps  below  ? 

Surely  common  decency,  if  they  are  deficient  in  antiquarian  feeling, 
should  induce  the  inhabitants  of  Waltham  Cross  to  take  some  measures^ 
if  not  to  restorei  at  least  to  preserve  from  further  dec^y  and  dilapida- 
tion the  remains  of  that  beautiful  monument  of  conjugal  affection,  the 
cross  erected  by  Edward  L     It  is  now  in  a  sad  disgraceful  state, 

I  am«  &c, 

^^^K  VOL. 

^^^^1  EUA  AND  THE  LAST  E33ATS  OF  ILIA 

^^^^P  "  Mrs.  Battl£*s  Ofikions  on  Wiii«t'* 

f  Vol  IT.,  page  32 

f  A  little  essay  on  card  playing  in  the  Every-Day  Book,  the  authof- 

ship  of  which  is  unknown,  but  which  may  be  Hone's,  ends  with  tht 
following  pleasant  passage^  which  might  be  added  to  my  notes  : — 


I 


f^  Sure 
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**  Cousin  Bridget  mnd  the  gentle  £lia  seem  beings  of  that  age  whcfem  lived  Pamela, 
whom,  with  *  old  Sarah  Battle/  we  may  imagine  entering  their  room,  and  sitting 
down  with  them  to  a  squart  game.  Yet  Bridget  and  Elia  live  in  our  own  times : 
she,  full  of  kindness  to  all,  and  of  sooihings  to  Elia  especially  ;— he.  no  less  kind  and 
consoling  to  Bridget,  in  all  simplicity  holding  converse  with  the  world,  andt  ever  and 
anofi»  giving  us  scenes  that  Metzu  and  De  Foe  would  admire,  and  portraits  that 
Deuner  and  Hogarth  would  rise  from  their  graves  to  paint." 

"  The  Praise  of  CHiMNEv-SwEEi^Etta  " 

Vol  IL,  page  108 

Leigh  Hunt^  in  The  Examiner  for  May  5,  iS22,  quoted  some  of  the 
beat  sentences  of  this  essay.  On  May  IS  a  correspondent  (L.  E.)  wrote 
a  very  agreeable  letter  supporting  Lamb's  plea  for  generosity  to  sweeps 
and  remarking  thus  upon  Lamb  himself: — 

♦*  I  read  the  modicum  on  '  Chimney 'Sweepers/  which  your  last  paper  contain  ed^ 
with  pleasure.  It  appears  to  be  the  production  of  that  sort  of  mind  which  you  justly 
denominate  *  gifted;  but  which  is  greatly  undervalued  by  the  maiority  of  men, 
because  they  have  no  sympathies  in  common  with  it  Many  who  might  partially 
appreciate  such  a  spint,  do  nevertheless  object  to  it*  from  the  snap-dragon  nature  of 
its  comacationtt  which  shine  themselves,  but  shew  every  thing  around  them  to  dis- 
advantage.  Your  deep  philosophers  also,  and  all  the  laborious  professors  of  the  art 
of  Sinking,  may  elevate  their  nasal  projections,  and  demand  *cui  bono  '  ?  For  my 
part  T  prefer  a  little  enjoyment  to  a  great  deal  of  philosophy*  It  is  these  gifted  minds 
that  enliven  our  habitationst  and  contribute  so  largely  to  those  ^very*day  delights, 
which  constitute*  after  all,  the  chief  part  of  mortal  happiness.  Such  minds  are  ever 
active — their  light,  like  the  vestal  Izmp,  i«  ever  burnmg — and  in  my  opinion  the  man 
who  refines  the  common  intercourse  of  life,  and  wreaths  the  altars  of  our  household 
gods  with  flowers,  is  more  deserving  of  respect  and  gratitude  than  all  the  sages  who 
waste  their  lives  in  elaborate  speculations,  which  tend  to  nothing,  uid  which  w^  can- 
not comprehend—nor  they  neither." 

On  June  2j  however,  ''  J.  C.  H,"  intervened  to  correct  what  he  con- 
sidered  the  "  dangerous  spirit  "of  Lamb's  essay  ^  which  said  so  little  of 
the  hardships  of  the  sweeps,  but  rather  suggested  that  they  were  a 
happy  class.  J.  C.  H.  then  put  the  case  of  the  unhappy  sweep  with 
some  eloquence,  urging  upon  all  householders  the  elainis  of  the  mechani- 
eal  sweeping  machine. 

The  Tombs  in  the  Abbev 
Vol  It,  page  207 
In  The  E:taminer  for  April  8,  I821j  is  quoted  from  The  Traveller 
the  following   epigram^  which    may  possibly  be    Ljirab's,  and  which 
shows  at  any  rate  that  his  protest  against  entrance  fees  for  churches 
was  in  the  air. 

Oh  a  Visrr  to  St,  Paul's 

What  can  be  hop'd  from  Priests  who,  *  gainst  the  Poor, 

For  bck  of  two- pence,  shut  the  church's  door ; 

Who,  true  saccessors  of  the  ancient  leaven, 

Erect  a  turnpike  on  the  road  to  Heaven  ? 

"  Knock,  and  it  shall  be  open'd,'*  saith  our  Lord  ; 

'*  Knock,  and  pay  two-pence/'  say  the  Chapter  Board : 

The  Showman  of  the  booth  the  fee  receives. 

And  God's  house  is  again  a  **  den  of  thieves." 
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'*  RfiJOfCINGS  tTPON  THE  NtW  YeAr's  CoMING  OF  AoE  ' 

Vol  II,  page  235 
For  the  first  draft  of  this  essay — or  at  any  rate  for  the  germ  of  it — fee* 
l>age  980. 

VOL,  V 

POEMS  AKD  FLAYS 

Lamb's  Earu£st  Po£H 

To  the  RhiMmttd  London  News  for  December  S6,  1891^  the  Imte  Mr" 
Dykes  Campbell  eontributed  an  account  of  a  book  that  had  belonged 
to  James  Boyer,  of  Christ's  Hospital^  in  which  his  best  scholars  tnm- 
scribed  compositions  of  more  than  usual  merit.     All  Lamb^s  GredsiH 
figure  here.     Lamb  is  represented  by  the  following  : — 

M)LL£  VIM  MORTIS 

What  time  in  bands  of  slumber  all  were  laid, 
To  Death  *s  dark  court,  met  bought  I  was  conveyed ; 
In  realms  it  lay  far  hid  &om  mortal  sight, 
And  gloomy  tapers  scarce  kept  out  the  night. 

On  ebon  throne  tlie  King  of  Terrors  sate ; 
Around  him  stood  the  ministers  of  Fate  ; 
On  fell  destruction  beot^  the  raurth'rous  band 
Waited  attentively  his  higb  command. 

Here  pallid  Fear  &  dark  Despair  were  seen. 
And  Fever  here  with  looks  forever  lean, 
Swoln  Dropsy,  halting  Gout,  profuse  of  woes. 
And  Madness  fierce  &  hopeless  of  repose, 

Wide -wasting  Plague  ;  but  chief  in  honour  stood 
More- wast hig  War^  insatiable  of  blood  ; 
With  starting  eye-balls,  eager  for  the  word ; 
Already  brandished  was  the  glitt*ring  sword. 

Wonder  and  fear  alike  had  fill'd  my  breast^ 
And  thus  the  grisly  Monarch  I  addrest — 

"Of  earth-bom  Heroes  why  should  Poets  sing, 
"  And  thee  neglect^  neglect  the  greatest  King  ? 
"To  thee  ev*n  Csesar's  self  was  forc'd  to  yield 
"The  glories  of  Pharsalia's  well-fought  field.'* 

When,  with  a  frown,  "  Vile  caitiff,  come  not  here,** 
Abrupt  cried  Death ;  "shall  flatt*ry  soothe  my  ear?" 
"  Hence,  or  thou  feel'st  my  dart !  *'  the  Monarch  said« 
Wild  terror  seix'd  me,  &  the  vision  fled. 

Chakl^  Laiu. 
1789. 
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An  Early  Tale  in  Veaie 
Writing  to  John  Rickman  in  January,  1802,  Lamb  says,  "My  editor 
[Dun  Stuart  of  the  Morning  Post]  tinifonnly  rejecta  all  that  I  do,  con- 
siderable in  length.  !  stiall  only  do  paragraphs  with  now  and  then  a 
slight  poem,  such  as  Dick  Strype,  if  you  read  it,  which  was  but  a  long 
epigram/'  The  verses,  which  appeared  on  January  6,  180^  may  be 
com  pared  with  the  story  of  Ephraim  Wagstaff,  on  page  98^,  written 
twenty-five  years  later.  It  has  been  pointed  out  that  Points  of  Misery, 
1825j  by  Charles  Molloy  Westmacott  (Bernard  Blackmantle  of  the 
English  Spy)t  contains  the  poem  with  alight  alterations.  But  Westma- 
cott reaped  where  he  could,  and  his  book  is  confessedly  not  wholly 
originaL  Lamb  seems  to  me  to  admit  authorship  by  implication  fairly 
completely.     Westmacott  was  only  thirteen  when  It  was  first  printed. 

Dick  Strype;  or,  The  Force  of  Habit 
A  Tale^Bv  TmoTHV  Bramble 
Habits  are  stubborn  thmgB  : 

And  by  the  time  a  man  is  tum'd  of  forty, 

His  rtdmg  poision's  growB  so  haughty 
There  is  no  clipping  of  its  wings. 
The  amorous  roots  have  taken  earth,  and  fix 
And  never  shall  P — TT  leave  his  juggling  tricks. 

Till  H Y  quits  his  metre  with  his  pride. 

Till  W M  learns  to  flatter  regicide. 

Till  hypocrite-enthusiasts  cease  to  vant 

And  Mister  W E  leaves  off  to  cant. 

The  truth  will  best  be  shewn. 
By  a  familiar  instance  of  our  owiu 

Dick  Stcype 
Was  a  dear  &iend  and  lover  of  the  pipe  ; 
He  usd  to  say,  OTie  pipe  of  Kirkrryins  best 

Gave  life  a  zmt. 
To  him  'twas  meat,  and  drink,  and  physic. 

To  see  the  friendly  vapour 

Curl  round  his  midnight  taper, 

And  the  black  fume 

Clothe  all  the  room. 
In  clouds  as  dark  as  science  metapkysic. 
So  still  he  smok*d,  and  drank,  and  cracked  his  joke ; 

And,  had  he  single  tarried 
He  might  have  smok'd,  and  stiU  grown  old  in  smoke  : 

But  Richard  married. 

His  wife  was  one,  who  carried 
The  cleanly  virtues  almost  to  a  vice, 
She  was  so  mce : 

And  thrice  a  week,  above,  below. 
The  house  was  scour'd  from  top  to  toe, 
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_  And  all  the  floors  were  rubbed  so  blight, 

~  Yon  dar'd  oot  walk  upright 

For  fear  of  slidiBg  : 

But  that  she  took  a  pride  in. 

Of  all  things  else  Rebecc/i  Stryfe 

Gould  least  endure  a  pipe. 

She  raird  upon  the  filthy  herb  tobacco. 
Protested  that  the  noisome  vapour 
Had  spoilt  the  best  chiDbs  curtains  and  the  paper 

And  cost  her  many  a  pound  in  stucco : 

Aiul  then  she  quoted  our  King  James ,  who  saith 
"  Tobacco  is  the  Devil's  breath/* 

When  wives  will  govero,  husbands  must  obey  ; 
For  many  a  day 

Dick  mourn' d  and  miss'd  his  favourite  tobacco. 
And  curs'd  Eeb£CCa. 

At  length  the  day  approach^,  his  wife  must  die  : 

Imagine  now  the  doleful  cry 

Of  female  fHends^  old  aunts  and  cousini. 

Who  to  the  fun'ral  came  by  dozens — 

The  undertaker  s  men  and  mutes 

Stood  at  the  gate  in  sable  suits 

With  doleful  looks, 

Just  hke  so  many  melancholy  rooks. 

Now  cakes  and  wine  are  handed  round. 

Folks  sigh,  and  drink,  and  drink,  and  sigh, 

For  Grief  makes  people  dry  : 

But  DtcK  is  missing^  nowhere  to  be  found 

Above,  below,  about 

They  searched  the  house  throughout, 

Each  hole  and  secret  entry, 

Quite  from  the  garret  to  the  pant^. 

In  every  comer,  cupboard,  nook  and  shelf. 

And  aU  concluded  he  had  hang*d  himself. 

At  last  they  found  him — reader,  guess  ytm  where — 

Twill  make  you  stare — 

Perch'd  on  Rebicca's  Coffin,  at  his  rest, 

SMOEIKQ  a  PIPE  OF  KlREM AJr's  BEST. 


"  Fareweix  to  Tobacco  *' 

To  the  note  to  the  "  Farewell  to  Tobacco  '*  1  might  have  added  the 
following  pleasant  verses  m  The  Table  Book,  1827,  which,  appeariDg  m 
the  same  number  that  contained  the  tenth  instalment  of  the  Ganick 
Flays,  taust  have  been  seen  by  Lamb  and  probably  plei^ed  him  : — 
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Thk  Smoker's  Soho 

F&r  The  TabU  Book 

For  ihy  sake.  Tobacco.  I 
Would  do  any  ihing  but  die  I 

Chakles  Laub, 

Tli«rc  is  a  tiny  weed,  man, 

That  gTowa  far  o'er  the  sea,  man ; 

The  juice  of  which  does  more  bewitch 
Thar*  doea  the  gosaip*s  tea,  man. 

Its  name  is  caird  tobacco^ 

^Tis  used  near  and  far,  man ; 
The  cai-man  chews — but  I  will  choose 

The  daintier  cigar,  man. 

Tis  dainty  ev'n  in  ahape*  man — 
So  found,  so  smooth,  so  long,  man ! 

If  you're  a  chuf  1,  *twill  from  you  hurl 
Your  spleen— you'll  sing  a  song,  man  1 

If  you  will  once  permit  it 
To  touch  your  swelling  Hp^  man, 

You  soon  shall  see  *  twill  sweeter  be 
Than  what  the  bee  doth  sip,  man  t 

If  e*er  you  are  in  trouble, 
This  will  your  trouble  still,  man^ 

On  sea  and  land  'tis  at  command. 
An  idle  hour  to  kill,  man  1 

And  if  the  blind  god,  Cupid, 
Should  strike  you  to  the  heart,  man, 

Take  up  a  glass,  and  toast  your  lais — 
And^ — ne  er  from  smoking  part*  man  1 

And  also  if  youVe  married, 

In  Hymen's  chains  fast  bound,  man  ; 
To  plague  youi  wife  out  of  her  life. 

Smoke  still  the  whole  year  round,  man ! 
How  sweet  'tis  of  an  evening 

When  wint'ry  winds  do  blow,  man, 
As  'twere  in  spite,  to  take  a  pipe. 

And  smoke  by  th'  fire's  glow,  man  I 

The  sailor  in  his  ship,  man, 

When  wildly  rolls  the  wave,  man. 

His  pipe  will  smoke,  and  crack  his  joke 
Above  his  yawning  grave,  man  I 

The  soldier,  in  the  tavern, 
Talks  of  the  battle's  roar,  man : 

With  pipe  in  hand,  he  gives  command, 
And  thus  he  lives  twice  o'er,  man  1 

All  classes  in  this  world,  man. 
Have  each  their  own  enjoyment, 

But  with  a  pipe,  they're  tut  alike — 
'Tis  every  one's  employment  I 

Of  all  the  various  pleasures 
That  on  this  earth  there  are,  man. 

There's  nought  to  m€  affords  such  glee 
Aa  a  pipe  or  sweet  cigar,  man  1 
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''HAftMONV    IN    UnUKENESS '^ 

The  reference  to  Maria  in  this  sonnet  (Vol,  V.,  pages  54  and  SlI)  ii 
not  to  Mary  Lamb,  as  I  supposed,  but  to  a  schoolfellow  of  EmmA  Isola'a* 

'"To  Emiha,  LEARPfiNo  Latin  and  DESPoNDiNa'' 

In  its  original  form  this  sonnet  (see  Vol  V^,  page  85)  in  its  6fth  line 
ran  thus ; — 

(In  new  tasks  hardest  siitt  the  6mt  appcsu-s). 
Derwent  Coleridge  read  it  in  IS53  In  Mrs.  Moxon's  album,  and  copying 
it  out,  sent  it  to  his  wife,  saying  that  he  wished  Sissy  (bis  daughter 
Christabel)  to  get  it  by  heart*  He  added  this  note  :  "  Charles  Lamb 
having  discovered  that  this  Sonnet  consisted  but  of  thirteen  lines.  Miss 
Lamb  inserted  the  5th »  which  interrupts  the  flow  and  repeats  a  rhimc/' 
Derwent  Coleridge  goes  on  to  suggest  two  alternative  lines : — 
And  hope  may  Burt^iy  cha^^e  desponding  feara 

or 

Let  hope  encouraged  chase  desponding  fears. 
Lamb,  however,  had  already  amended  the  fifth  hne  (as  in  Blackwood's 
Magazine)  to— 

To  young  beginnings  natural  are  these  fears. 

A  N£W  Epigram 

The  letter  to  Hickman,  dated  January  1 4,  1  gOg,  recently  printed  by 
Canon  Ainger,  contains  an  epigram  by  Lamb  on  Count  Rum  ford  which 
was  excluded  from  the  ** Twelfth  Night  Characters"  in  the  Morning 
Post  on  January  7  and  8.     It  runs  thus  : — 

Count  Rum ford 

1  deal  in  ahments  fictitious 
And  teaze  the  poor  with  soups  nutritious. 
Of  bones  and  flesh  I  make  dilution 
And  belong  to  the  National  Institution. 

The  same  letter  shows  us  that  the  epigram  on  Dr,  Solomon  (see  Vol- 
v.,  page  106)  which  The  Champion  printed  in  1820,  was  also  written 
for  the  "Twelfth  Night  Characters"  in  1802*  Solomon  was  then 
alive. 


On  the  LiTERAxy  Gazetts 
The  epigram  in  Vol.  V.,  page  109,  was  printed  in  The  Examiner  for 
August  SS^  1830 — a  fact  I  have  only  recently  lighted  upon.     It  then 
ran  thus : — 

In  merry  England  I  computed  once 

The  nurnber  of  the  dunces — dunte  for  dunce ; 

There  v/ei^/our  kundnd,  li  I  don't  for  gel, 

Ait  rtaders  of  the  L^— ^  G e; 

But  if  the  author  to  himself  keep  true, 

In  some  short  months  they'll  be  reduced  to  tivo. 
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The  Exammer  hegMi  tiic  attack  on  August  14,  1830.  All  the 
epigrams  are  signed  T<  A.  This  means  that  if  Lamb  wrote  the  above, 
he  wrote  all ;  which  is  not,  I  think,  likely,  I  do  not  reproduce  them, 
the  humour  of  punning  upon  the  name  of  the  editor  of  the  Lii€frary 
Gazette  being  a  little  outmoded, 

T,  A.  may,  of  course,  have  been  Lamb's  pseudonymous  signature. 
If  BO,  he  may  have  chosen  it  as  a  joke  upon  his  friend  Thomas  AIlsop. 
But  since  one  of  the  epigrams  is  addressed  to  himself  1  doubt  if  Lamb 
was  the  author. 


FftOLOQUE  TO    **  RSHOKBC  " 

These  verses  (see  VoL  V.,  page  l%5)  as  printed  are  different  from 
those  which  were  spoken  at  the  theatre  by  Mr,  Carr.  A  writer  in  the 
Theatrical  Inquisitor  for  February,  1 8 1 S,  in  his  contemptuous  criticism, 
refers  to  several  passages  that  are  no  longer  extant.  I  quote  from  an 
account  of  the  matter  by  the  late  Mr.  Dykes  Campbell  in  the  IlhMrated 
Lofkdoft  NewB,  Octol>er  2iij  \  B92  : — 

I  am  afraid  the  true  text  of  Lamb's  "  Rejected  Address/*  even  jl&  modified  for  use 
as  a  prologue,  h.Ts  not  come  down  to  ua.  Thiii  m  how  the  severe  and  suspicious 
Inqufiiior  describes  it  and  itfi  twin  brother  the  eptloguc^ — 

The  Prolog\ie  and  Epilog^ie  were  arnong  the  most  stupid  productiona  of  the 
modera  mui;e  ;  the  former  was,  in  all  probability,  a  Rejected  Address,  for  it  contained 
many  eulogiums  on  the  beauty  and  magnificence  of  the  *'  dome  *'  of  Drtiry ;  talked 
of  the  waves  being  not  quite  dry,  and  expressed  the  happiness  of  the  bard  at  being 
the  first  whose  muse  had  soared  within  its  limits.  More  stupid  than  the  doggerel 
of  Twiss,  and  more  affected  than  the  pretty  verses  of  Miles  Petef  Andrews,  the 
Epilogue  proclaimed  its  author  and  the  writer  of  the  Prologue  to  be  pa.r  nobile 
fratrum,  m  rival  dulness  both  pre-eminent. 

The  reader  of  Lamb'b  prologue  will  find  little  of  all  this  in  it  but  there  is  no  reason 
for  doubting  the  critic';^  account  of  whM  he  hea.rd  at  the  theatre.  It  is  not  at  ail 
unlikely  that  it  was  this  paragraph  which  suggested  to  Lamb  the  advisability  of  still 
further  revising  the  '*  Rejected  Address/*  in  the  prologue  there  is  a  good  deal  about 
the  si/e  of  the  theatre,  ^s  compared  with  *'  the  Lyceum's  petty  sphere/'  and  of  how 
pleased  Shaksperc  would  have  been  had  he  bceo  able  to  hear — 

When  that  dread  curse  of  Lear's 
Had  burst  tremendous  on  a  thousand  earB  i 

rather  an  anti-climax*  by  the  %i  ay,  for  it  means  an  audience  of  but  5ve  bundredj 
which  would  have  been  a  beggarly  account  for  the  new  Drury.  There  is  nothing 
either  about  its  -'  dome/'  or  about  the  scenery,  except  commonplaces  so  flat  that 
one  doubts  if  it  be  quite  fair  to  quote  them — 

The  very  use,  since  so  essential  grown, 

Of  painted  scenes,  was  to  his  [Shakspere's]  stage  unknown. 

This  is  not  an  improvement  on  the  "  waves  not  yet  quite  dry/'  a  Lamb- 1  ike  touch 
which  could  not  have  been  invented  by  the  critic,  and  may  go  far  lo  convince  us  of 
his  veracity. 

Above  all,  there  is  no  trace  of  that  siplendtdly  audacious  sugges^tion  that  Coleridge 
was  the  first  **  whose  muse  had  soared"  within  the  new  dome^ — unless  we  find  a 
blind  one  in  the  closing  lines,  suppoaing  them  to  have  been  converted  by  the  simple 
process  of  inversion.  Instead  of  Coleridge  being  the  first  whose  muse  had  soared 
m  the  new  Druryi  Drury  was  the  first  place  in  which  his  dramatic  muse  had  soared, 
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"Mr.  H."  

In  NoUi  and  Queries,  August  S,  1889,  the  following  amusing  phf- 
bill  was  printed,  contributed  by  Mr  Bertram  Dobell : — 

Theatre  Royal,  EngUsh  Opera  House*  Strand. 

Parti  cu  I  arty  Private* 

This  present  FRIDAY,  April  36,  1822, 

Wilt  be  presented  a  Fakc£  called 

Mr.  H,  .  .  . 

iN.B.  TkispUct  was  damned  at  Drury  Lant  Tktatr£.\ 

[Caste  follows.] 

Previouf  to  which  a  Prologue  will  be  fipoken  by  Mrs.  Edwin. 

After  the  Farce  (for  the  first  Time  in  iht$  country,  and  now  performing 

with  immense  success  in  Paris) 

A  French  Fetii^  Com^ir,  caUed 

Le  Comedien  D'EUmpes, 

(N.B.   ThtM  pitce  Wiis  nivtt  a£Ud  in  London^  and  may  vfrj  pmhMy 

he  damned  Here.) 

[Caste  follows,] 

Immediately  after  which 

A  LovER^B  Confession,  \n  the  shape  of  a  SoNo, 

by  M,  EMILE 

I  From  the  Theatre  dc  la  Poste  St*  Martin*  at  Parii.) 

To  conclude  with  a  Pafhtik  Drama ^  in 

One  Act,  called 

The  Sorrows  of  Wcrther, 

(N,B.  This  Piece  was  damned  al  Covent  Garden  Theatre.) 

[Caste  follows.] 

Brothers  and  Sisters  of  Charlottei  by  six  Cherubims 

got  for  the  occasion. 

Orchestra^ 

Leader  of  the  Band,  Mr,  Knight.  Conductor,  Mr.  E.  Knight.  Piano  Forte, 
Mr.  Knight,  Jun.  Harpsichord,  Master  Knight  (that  was).  Clavecin,  by  the  Father 
of  the  KnightSf  to  come. 

Vivat  Rex  t  No  Money  returned  (because  none  will  be  taken). 
On  account  0/  the  above  ^rpwising  Novelty,  not  am  OrdCR  can  possitly  he 

admitied  :-^ 

But  it  it  requeittd,  that  if  sue  k  a  thing  find  t  its  way  into  the  front  of  the 

hame^  IT  will  BE  KEPT. 

Doors  open  at  Half  past  Six,  begin  at  Half  past  Seven  preciady. 

The  Entrance  for  all  parts  of  the  House  at  the  Private  Box  Door  in 

Exeter  Street. 

Lowndes,  Printer,  Marquis  Court,  Drury  Lane,  London. 

Mr.  Dobell  wonders  if  Lamb  had  any  knowledge  of  this  performanc 
and  he  suggests  that  possibly  he  had  a  hand  in  the  bill.  Certainly  the 
interpolations  concerning  damnation  are  in  his  manner.  The  follow- 
ing notice  was  circulated  In  the  theatre  on  the  night  of  the  perform- 
anee  r — 

''  The  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  who  have  honoured  the  Theatre  with  a  Visit,  art 
most  respectfully  informed  that  Mas.  EowiN  has  been  very  suddenly  and  seriously 
india^sed.  In  this  emergency  Mrs.  J.  Wiippart  (formerly  Miss  J.  Steve jjsow), 
of  this  Theatre,  has  kindly  undertaken  the  part  of  MeUsinda  in  the  Farce  calle<i 
Mr.  H.  .  .  ,  The  prologue,  intended  to  have  been  recited  by  Mrs,  Edwin,  will  be 
read  by  Mr.  H,  «  .  himself — who  solicits  the  customary  indulgence. 


**MsL  concluftton  to  thm  complicated  Apology,  it  k  with  sorrow  announced  that 
M,  Per  LET,  M,  Ewtts,  a^d  Mr,  C,  J.  Mathews,  have  had  the  misfortune  of  falling 
from  thtif  horse  and  sprained  tkHf  right  ancle— but  it  is  anxiously  hoped — that  afl 
the  actors  intend  to  put  their  bat  leg  forward,  the  performance  will  not  be  con- 
sidered a  lame  one,'* 

The  last  pamgraph,  it  is  suggested,  embodies  m  sarcastic  hit  at  some 
recent  public  eicample  of  bad  gramTnar. 


A  New  Poem 


I        In  The  Mirror  for  June  I,  1833,  are  the  following  lines,  coUeeted 
I    under  the  general  heading  "The  Gatherer  "  :— 

K  Where  the  soul  drinks  of  misery's  power, 

H  Each  moment  seems  a  lengthened  hour ; 

'^^^^^^  But  when  bright  joy  illumes  the  mind, 

^^^^^H  Time  passes  ss  the  fleetest  wind. — 

^^^^^B  How  to  a  wicked  soul  must  be 

^^^^^H  Whole  ages  of  eternity  ? 

^^^  C.  L B. 

The  poem  is  indexed  '■  Lamb,  C.,  lines  b^."     See  also  new  verses  on 


PP 


le  poe 
L  965, 


974. 
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SAPPHtCS 


On  page  332  of  Vol.  V.  I  have  printed  an  exercise  in  Sapphics 
which  may  very  possibly  be  by  Mary  Lamb.  The  same  number  of  The 
Champion  (November  5,  1820)  contains  another  poem  in  the  same 
measure  signed  C.^  which  not  improbably  was  Lamb's  contribution  to 
the  pastime.     It  runs  as  follows  :— 

Danae  Exposed  wtth  Her  Infant 

An  English  Sapphic 

Dim  were  the  stars,  and  clouded  was  the  azure, 
Silence  in  darkness  brooded  on  the  ocean. 
Save  when  the  wave  upon  the  pebbled  sea-beach 
Faintly  resounded. 

Then,  O  forsaken  daughter  of  Acrisius  ! 
Seix'd  in  the  hour  of  woe  and  tribulatton. 
Thou,  with  the  guiltless  victim  of  thy  love,  didst 
Rock  on  the  surges. 

Sad  o*er  the  silent  bosom  of  the  billow. 
Borne  on  the  breeze  and  modulated  sweetly. 
Plaintive  as  music,  rose  the  mother's  tones  of 
Comfortless  anguish. 

**  Sad  is  thy  birth,  and  stormy  is  thy  cradle, 
'*  Offspring  of  sorrow  !  nursling  of  the  ocean  ! 
*' Waves  rise  around  to  pillow  thee,  and  night  winds 
Lull  thee  to  slumber  I  *' 
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The  late  Mr.  Dykes  Campbell  tboaght  it  veiy  likely  that  the  foSoi 
ing  charming  verses  were  Lamb's,  I  think  they  may  be,  aJ though  i 
is  odd  that  he  should  not  have  reprinted  atiy thing  so  pretty.  He 
and  there  it  seems  itnpoisaible  that  the  poem  could  came  bvm 
other  hand :  line  I  ]  for  example,  and  the  idea  in  lines  IS  to  16,  i 
the  statement  in  lines  27  and  28.  The  lines  are  in  The  Tickli 
Magazine  for  iSSL 

On  Skeinci  Mas.  K & — — ^p  Aqrd  Upwabus  or  Eiaio-v,  Nurse  4n 

Infakt 
A  sight  like  this  Eiiight  find  apology 
In  worlds  unsway'd  by  oar  Chronology  ; 
As  Tully  says,  (the  thought's  in  Plato) — 
*'  To  die  is  but  to  go  to  Cato," 
Of  this  world  Time  is  of  the  esse  nee* — 
A  kind  of  univer^l  presence ; 
And  therefore  poets  should  have  made  him 
Not  only  old,  as  they've  pourtray'd  him, 
But  young,  mature,  and  old — all  three 
In  one — a  sort  of  mysteiy- — 
(Tis  hard  to  paint  abstraction  pure.) 
Here  young— there  old — and  now  mature — 
Just  m  we  sec  some  old  book*print. 
Not  to  one  scene  its  hero  stint ; 
But,  in  the  distance,  take  occasion 
To  draw  him  in  some  other  station. 
Her«  this  prepost'rous  miion  seems 
A  kind  of  meeting  of  extDemea. 
Ye  may  not  live  together.     Mean  ye 
To  pAsa  that  gulf  that  lies  between  ye 
Of  MMHScore  years,  as  we  skip  i^es 
In  tumiDg  o'er  historic  pagc^  ? 
Thou  dost  not  to  this  Age  belong  : 
Thou  art  three  generatiops  wrong  : 
Old  Time  has  miss'd  thee  :  there  he  tarries  I 
Go  on  to  thy  cDntemporaries  1 
Give  the  child  up.     To  see  thee  kiss  him 
Is  a  eompleat  aoachronism* 
Naj,  keep  him.     It  is  fiocxl  to  see 
Race  link'd  to  race,  tti  him  and  thee. 
The  child  repelleth  not  at  all 
Her  touch  as  uncongenial* 
But  loves  the  old  Nurse  like  aiiother^ — 
Ita  sister ^^r  its  natural  mother ; 
And  lo  the  nurse  a  pride  it  gives 
To  think  (though  old)  that  still  she  lives 
With  one,  wtio  may  not  hope  in  vain 
To  hve  her  years  aU  o'er  again  t 
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and  the  Prize  Essay,  680, 

. and  Hood*s  Odes,  686. 

■ on  Lamb  and  Herbert,  699. 


^^^^^v 

^^^BI^H 
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■          Coleridge,   Samuel  Taylor,  hia  joke  <m 

CromweU,  Cooper's  portrait  oC  474,  47$.  ^H 
Cruelty  to  animals,  John  Lamb's  pAmph*                  ^^M 

M                                      summer,  704, 

1 and  the  Albums*  781, 

^H 

■          — for  St.  Luke's.  836. 

Ciirtninghsm,  Allan,  704.                                                ^^H 

on  William  IV..  S58. 

Curst  of  KrAoMa,  465.                                                   ^^H 

^  ^ and  the  pension,  875,  877. 

Curtis,  Alderman,  430,  643.                                         ^^H 

■ imagines  an  aft^ont,  S85, 

^^H 

■ his  death,  936* 

^^H 

■ .  --  his  Od€  om  tfu  Dtparfing  Ytar, 

^M 

w                      947* 

'his  tendency  to  invention,  966* 

Dalston,  the   Lambs   at,  490,  494,  5O4,                   ^^M 

—  his  **  Remorse/'  993. 

539f  54°p  ^52.                                                           ^H 

^  Sara,  aa,  33,  35, 

"  Danie  E^eposcd  with  her  Infant,"  995.                      ^^1 

—  —  the  younger,  599,  603,  691,  693, 

Dan  by,  the  murder  of,  S93,  894.                                   ^^M 

740. 

Daniel,  George,  194,  620,                                               ^^M 

Collier.  John  Dyer,    Sie  Letters. 

—  Samuel,  401,  40%,                                                     ^^M 

432. 

Darley,  George,  671,  704,  805,  917.                             ^H 

—  Mrs*  John  Dyer.    Su  Letters. 

Dash,  Lamb's  dog,  735,  749.                                         ^H 

656. 

Dawe,  George,  334,  367,  406,  407,  504,                   ^M 

—  John  Payne.     Sti  Letters. 

^M 

—  433r  433.  5<^-  593- 

**  Deathbed,  A,"  722.                                                     ^H 

CoUmtt  Jmk,  387. 

**  Decay  of  Imagination/'  Lamb's  essay                  ^^M 

"  Common  Lot*  The,*'  by  Montgotncry, 

on,  S81.                                                                   ^H 

S7S,  961. 

Dedications  to  Lamb,  566.                                            ^^M 

Comptrnhn,  Tht,  769,  770. 

De^,  Daniel,  225,  zzB,  586,  600,  601,                 ^H 

Concifmts  ad  Populnm,  a,  19. 

"  Confesfiiona  of  a  Drunkard,"  627. 

$t$.                                                                     ^M 

De  Quincey,  Thomas.  497,  506,  507,  982,                    ^H 

Congreve  and  Voltaire,  383,  385. 

Dermody,  Thomas,  72.                                                    ^H 

Cooke,  G.  F..  ^19, 

Despard,  Colonel,  143.                                                  ^H 

Cooper,  Samuel,  33S,  476. 

De  Stael,  Madame,  on  Germany,  441.                         ^H 

CornwaU,  Barry.    Stt  aU0  B*  W,  Procter, 

his  English  Songs,  891. 

his  ^'  King  Death;*  892. 

DtsuUofy  Thoughts  in  Lotion,  536.                         ^H 

'*  Dialogue  between  a  Mother  and  Child,"                   ^H 

290.                                                        ^H 

his  "  Epistle  to   Charles   Lamb,'' 

Dibdin,  Charles,  647,  665 <                                          ^H 

^z. 

—  John  BatG$.     See  Letters.                                         ^H 

Cottle,  Joseph,    Ste  Letters^ 

^_^  ^ ^  his  meeting  with  Lamb,  6ti.                      ^H 

hia  "  Monody  on  HcndefMWi,*'  f  6, 

his  death,  iiit,                                              ^H 

31. 

"  Dkk  Strype/'  989,  ^M 
Dilke,  Charles  Wentworth.    Sxe  Letters,                   ^H 

hifi  epic,  185. 

hifi  brother's  death,  189, 

3S4,  926.                                                         ^H 

his  Malvem  Hills,  357, 

*'  Dissertation  on  Roast  Pig/'  941.                               ^H 

his  Al/redt  257. 

Dobell,  Mr.  Bertram,  278,  979,  994*                             ^^M 

his  portrait,  532, 

Dodd,  Dr.,  467,  463.                                                    ^H 

his  Messiah,  53 z^  533. 

Dodwell,  H.,  Lamb's  letters  to,  490,  759.                  ^H 

his  Fall  of  Cambria ^  540,  541. 

''  Don  Giovanni,"  497.                                                    ^^| 

Cotton  on  "  Winter,"  26a,  268. 

'*  Douglas,"  by  Home,  65.                                            ^^M 

—  on  *^  Old  Age.*'  265, 

Dowden,  Mrs.     Se€  Mrs.  John  Lamb.                         ^^M 

Coolson,  Walter,  94. 

Dramttttc  SftecimenSt  373,  374 1  37S,  382,                   ^^M 

Country,  Lamt>  on  the,  24a,  144,  837. 

390, 400.                                                 ^M 

CoutiB,  Mrs.,  578. 

Drink,  Lamb  on,  245,  398,  450,  633,  844,                    ^H 

Covent  Garden,  Lamb's  love  for,  507. 

938. 94*^^                                                                     ^1 

Cowcs,  the  Lambs  and   Burneys  there. 

Druitt,  Mary,  ie4i,  367,  ^58.                                         ^H 

969. 

Duddon  Sonnets,  541.                                                   ^^M 

Cowpcr,  William,  9,  12,  15,  21,  31,  37, 

Duncan,  Miss,  429.                                                        ^^M 

38.  93,  95- 

Dur>uy,  P.  S.,  hi$  translation,  291  32,                           ^H 

and  Milton,  66. 

Dyer,  George.  Sft  Letters.  ^^M 
and  Home  Tooke,  33,                                        ^^M 

Tha  Royal  Gsorgr,  366. 

Cresswcll,  Dr.,  vicar  of  Edmonton,  903, 

his  poetry,  Z34.                                                       ^H 

Croly,  Rev.  George,  720. 

his  twin  volumes,  tj$*                                    ^H 

Cromwell  and  Napoleon,  253,  254. 

his  many  *' veins/'  179.                                    ^H 

i>I*  ZfUBX 


zem^     zsm    ^  -^ ^ jgj^  ^^  jp^  jjow  332, 

—  — ^  5*=-  >r»  ^  ^fa'  *aS- 
2.  jn.  atx  A7i  fo- '  ^^^  ^  ^'^^ 


^_ C42, 

xs*,  7*a,  T«T  Vrx  ,^-  .  ?r=t^^.   SiiKmL  !ib  -  Meadows  in 

.i=iw...on,   ^c   -^.*    -.::n«   rrr^  ^    _  _  xis  main:  if  3ar^^» 


K  jam^tran,  TCI- 

-  -  *•  —       — 


:.<;'»u...   :.%:'%«iu. 


'ZQXZa       ^'***^    20*  ^0O» 


i>,     ■  '■*^  .  "^O.  ?<1^    XSfB.  ^Mm  XII.      —  —  '^.  -  .  - ,         -»  A 

litwir^'  -     ^.  :^    :«s  '  "^--'T^  ™  .'=™^=»-  5».  589.  598. 

■- jramcia.  W n-rrafnjg.  ^76.  650. 

l.«w    ■(;.^Ji>2uI:nMU.  "Til-  T*;^        -^ 

,M  ■.•>c  ^jjjj  sjhilcrcn,  '  i6r.  G 

W«K>I»^.04U>  -M,  4*7.  ^^-  Gardesaer.  Lamb  as  a,  619. 

4^1^11,^  NV'kiUMUU.  W,  iS.  5»  5Sh  74-^  G«r^-*  Extracts,  717. 
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^ 

Gtbir^  by  Landor,  149,  648. 

Grenville,  Lord,  and  Coleridge,  154. 

H 

Geese,  Lamb  on,  975. 

Gum-boil  and  Tooth-ache,  316. 

^^^ 

G4m,  The,  7S0,  785* 

Gutch,  John  Maihew,  167,  i6g,  414* 

^^^^H 

♦*  Gentle  Giantesa.  The,"  547. 

Gwynn,  Mr.  Stephen,  his  translations  of 

^^^^^t 

"  Gentle-hearted  CharleB/*  173,  177, 

Lamb* 8  Latin  letters,  Soa,  871,  S74, 

^^^^^M 

George  III-^  495, 

"  Gypsy's  Malison,  The.*'  796,  799, 

^^^^^M 

Ghoul,  the,  239, 

^^H 

Giffofd,  William,  452,  453,  492,  515,  516- 

^^^^H 

Gi  gl  iucc  i .  Coy  0 less.    Se€  N  0 vcl  lo,  Clara. 

H 

^^^^^1 

GiUman,  James.     Si?*  Letters, 

^^^^^M 

and  Coleridge,  489. 

Hancock,  his  drawing  of  Lamb,  316. 

^^^^H 

—  Rev.  James.     Si«  Letters, 

Handwriting,  Lamb  on,  869* 

^^^^^1 

—  ■ 909^ 

Harley,j.R,6Sg. 

^^^^^1 

Gik^y,  his  caricature  of  Coteridge  and 

"  Harmony  in  Unlikeness,"  992, 

^^^^^1 

Co,,  137, 

Harrow  Church,  Lamb  in,  435, 

^^^^^1 

Goddard  Hous«  School,  Lamb  at,  73^, 

Hastings,  the  Lambs  at,  615,  616. 

^^^^^1 

Godiva,  Lady,  and  John  Martin,  788, 

—  Hood  at,  647,  649, 

^^^^1 

Godwin,  William.     St€  Letters. 

—  Lamb  on,  648, 

^^^^^1 

and  Allen,  iq,  37* 

—  Dibdin  at,  707, 

^^^^^1 

first  meeting,  3  57. 

Hay  don,  B.  R,    Si*  Letter*. 

^^^^1 

—  —  ^nd  Coleridge,  i64»  1B3, 

^  his  career,  509, 

^^^^^1 

^  in  Ireland,  171. 

and  Godwin *fi  difficulties,  s?^. 

^^^^^M 

and  Mary  Lamb*B  appetite,  196. 

58a, 

^^^^^M 

his  '*  Antonio,"  196,  198,  199,  201, 

subjects  for  pictures,  725, 

^^^^^M 

ao3,  203. 

his   "  Chairing    the   Member,*' 

^^^^^M 

—  —  his  pride,  203, 

778. 

^^^^^M 

bis  Persian  play,  207. 

his  party,  954. 

^^^^^M 

his  "^Faulkcner,*'  aas,  228,  367, 

Hayes,  Mary,  and  Charles  Lloyd,  155, 

^^^^^M 

369, 

156.  966. 

^^^^^M 

—  —  his  dulness,  259. 

Hay  ward,  A.,  his  FahiI,  904, 

^^^^^1 

hifi  Chauctr,  2S1, 

Hailitt,  John,  337, 

^^^^^M 

—  —  his  taste,  283, 

—  Mrs.  John,  397,  887, 

^^^^^M 

and  Hazlitt,  331. 

—  Mary,  626,  641,  642. 

^^^^^M 

Lamb's  apology  to,  371. 

—  Sa^ah-     S«  Sarah  Stoddart. 

^^^^^1 

—  —  and    the    Tides  from   Shahsf>£ar, 

—  Rev,  W.    S#^  Letters. 

^^^^1 

372* 

33r. 

^^^^^1 

bis  shopi  381,  385. 

—  William.     See  Letters, 

^^^^^1 

—  —  And  the  Advfniurts  cf  UtyiSts,  386. 

on  Lamb,  220. 

^^^^^M 

his  letter  of  criticism  to   Lamb, 

—  —  his  portrait  of  Lamb,  298, 

^^^^^M 

3S7. 

his  first  meeting  with  Lamb,  325. 

^^^^H 

on  sepulchres,  392*  397, 

and  Ned  Search.  326,  329,  331, 

^^^^^M 

^  ^ —  and  Mrs.  Godwin,  410, 

336, 

^^^^^M 

his  **tomb,*'  481, 

the  misogynist,  355. 

and  Lam^  scolded,  358, 

^^^^^M 

—  —  bis  disrespect,  565, 

^^^^H 

his  difficulties,  566,  567,  578,  5S0* 

—  —  wooa  Sarah  Stoddart,  374. 

^^^^^1 

—  Mrs.     Sit  Letters. 

—  —  his  love  affair,  376, 

~  ^^^^^1 

235,  238,  245,  373.  397.  410.  434. 

the  joke  of  his  death,  377. 

^^^^H 

504,  966,  972. 

plana  for  his  wedding,  379, 

^^^^H 

Goethe,  Lamb  on,  631. 

his  wedding,  390, 

^^^^H 

Gould,  Mrs.     Sit  Miss  BurtelL 

missed  in  London,  391. 

^^^^H 

•*  Grandame,  The,*^  37,  30,  68. 

his  Grammar,  410,  411, 

^^^^H 

*^ Grandpapa,*'  the,  by  J,  Howard  Payne, 

and  the  PoUHcai  Reffisi^,  425. 

^^^H 

597* 

^  ^-  his  son  born,  430. 

^^^^^H 

**  Grand  State  Bed,"  by  Lamb,  980. 

—  —  hia  post  on  the  CkmnicU^  432, 

^^^^^M 

Gray's  Latin  ode,  979. 

misunderstanding  with  Lamb,  443, 

^^^^^M 

Great  Russell  Street,  Lamb's  home  in, 

his  review  of  the  ExiutsioH,  445, 

^^^^^M 

506,  508. 

his  Lake  Country  '*  'scapes,*'  450. 

^^^^H 

Grecians,  Lamb  on,  869, 

451, 

^^^^^^ 

Greg,  Mr*,  Lamb's  tenant,  454. 

—  —  on  Coleridge,  491* 

^^^^^1 

Gregory,  Dr.,  163, 

his  conversation,  491* 

«^H 

^V        lOU                               IJSDEX                                  ^^ 

^^H             HaxUtt,  WiUtam,  his  borrowings   torn 

Hood,  Thotnat^  bis  Odtx  and  Addrasm,    ^M 

^^H                           Lamb,  492. 

685,  6S6,                                              ^M 

^^H             knocked  down  by  John  Lamb,  493. 

Lamb  on,  696,  6qB.                               ^H 

^^"               hia  lectures  in  t8t8,  51a,  514, 

his  "  Very  Deaf  Indeed, ''  705,  706.     ^H 

H                     bis   ♦*  Conversation   of   Author*,*' 

his  stillborn  child,  726.                        ^H 

■                                     543- 

Barnes  picture  with  Lamb,  730.            ^^ 

■                     on    Lamb**    Letter    to    Southey, 

his  pictiire  of  Mary   Lamb,   733,           1 

^_                              6*7- 

734-                                                       ^J 

^^K              on  bodily  pain.  640, 

and  Dash.  750.                                     ^H 

^^H              ^  on  Sheltey,  652, 

his  Plia  0fih$  MidimmwHw  Fmrut^   ^H 

^^H              on  L^mb,  66g,  670. 

^H 

^^H              his  Spint  of  ike  A^f,  669,  670. 

—  —  his  genius,  780,  jSt*                            ^^1 

^^H              his  second  marriage,  737. 

^  —  his  parody  of  Lamb,  785,  786,            ^^| 

^^H               in  Paris,  744. 

his  *^  Progress  of  Ca.nl,*'  983-              ^H 

^^H              ^~  —  his  portr^t  of  Lamb,  763, 764. 
^^H              on  Defoe  and  Latnb»  Big, 

Hoole,  John,  90,  95,                                        ^H 

Hopkins,    Dick,  the  sweafii&g    actiUtoii,    ^H 

^^M              ^ his  lo&ses»  S25,  B36p 

302.                                                             ^H 

^H          ^  —  bJB  d^tb.  set,  saa 

Howell,    James,    hi*    F«nJlsa^   iMttn    ^1 

^^H              jr.    Sit  Letters. 

quoted,  123.                                                      J 

^^H              431,  gxp^  gi2^  $36^  sSo. 

Hmdibnti  quoted,  666*                                      ^^J 

^^H              *'  Helen  Repentant  too  Late,"  1S3. 

Hugo,  Victor,  and  Lamb,  197.                      ^^1 

^H              Hell-gre  Dick,  473- 

Hume,  Joseph.  M.P.,  564.                       ^^^H 

^^H              Hemans,  Mrs.»  797. 

—  ^  S«#  Lett«s.                                  ^^^H 

^^H              H«[idervoii,  Cottle^n  Monody  on,  15,  at. 

^^^H 

^^H              Henshaw.   WiUtam,   Lamb's   godlathef,  | 

-  Che  Misses,  883-                                 ^^H 

^H                      4^1,  568.  56g. 

Humphreys,  Miss.    Sm  LeCiera.          ^^^H 

^^H               Herbert,  George,  Lamb  on,  699. 

Hunt,  John,  6^^,  656.                               ^^^M 

^^H               Hc«to<i,  Lamb  on,  650. 

—  Leigh.     Sfe  Letters.                         ^^^H 

^^H                '  Hester/*  261. 

on  Lamb's  bouLs,  405,                ^^^^H 

^^H              Hetty,  the  Lambs*  servant,  t66. 

and  the  Lambs,  4S9.                   ^^^^H 

^H               Hicks   Hall  453 

a  lost  letter  to,  497.                    ^^^^1 

^^H              Htg^nboiu:>m  Sonnets.  it$,  tao. 

his  need  of  friends,  558.              ^^^^H 

^^H               Hill,  Thomas.     Sr^  Letters. 

in  I^ay,  573,  661.                        ^^^H 

^^H 

and  freethinkifig,  617.                 ^^^^H 

^^H               Hissing,  Lamb  on,  382,  jSSt 

his  hiLndwriting,  629.                  ^^^^H 

^^H                Holcroft,  Fanny,  584,  a^s. 

bts  L4fd  Byron,  7O9,  773.           ^^^^ 

^^H               —  Harwood,  590. 

his  Cmmpamkm^  769,  77a.                         1 

^^H               —  Louisa,  505,  798. 

—  _  and  Lamb*.  Aihmm    K«is,  S6ot          J 

^H              ^  Thomaa,  246,  25^*  337*  33®!  3^5*  3®. 

99^'                                                  ^1 

^H                         3Sl«  19^  4<>7>  4^7«  97<' 

and  Lamb's  Soldft,  874.  87&.              ^H 

^^H               —  Mr*.  Thomas.     S**  Mrs.  Kcnncy. 

—  Thornton,  489, 617,  6&i.                         ^H 

^^H              —  . 970. 

Htit«t  k  Robmaoii*s  ^ilnre,  697.                  ^H 

^^H              —  Tom,    S//  Letters. 

Hyde  Park,  the  jttbcla^on  i»  (814^  435.       ^H 

^^I              —  —  5<»S.  S3i> 

^^H 

^^1 

^H               HolLiiigabi»d.  Mr.  J<^n«  58$. 

^1 

^H               HollEie^  Edward,  fi6o,  661.  77^ 

Imagination,  Lamb  on,  213.                 ^^^^H 

^^H               Hooter,  Lamb  on,  ^^^  4*3*  ^5^ 

Imlay,  Fann>.  324,  326.                         ^^^^H 

^B               Hofie,  Mhtd.  7«4,  765* 

Incendiarism  at  EnHeld,  863.                 ^^^^| 

^H              »  Matilda.  744* 

India,  Lamb  on.  ^t.                                    ^^B 

^H               ~  William.    5te  Lett^ & 

Imicr  Temple  Lane,  3.96,  4tth  4^4-             ^^ 

^^H              Hist  letter  to,  614. 

**  Innocence,**  Lamb's  sonnet,  7,  ao,  15.          1 

^B              fiwT'CN^  S«>Jk  67«*  6%C9S- 

^B             Lam^^  lines  UK  6^9. 

Irving,  Edward,  and  Coleridge,  660,  661,          J 

^72.  <^5-                                           ^1 

^m             iiidtlieOmk^|ila7«,75^ 

-bis  u'atcb  chain,  742.                          ^H 

^H              the  TaH/SfP*  slop.  7«^ 

^^H              ind  hi^  dtflktttiica,  84^,  $^tK 

witii  Coleridge  at  St,  Litke's.  836.    ^H 

_  _  y*  a^iiint,  837^                               ^| 

^^H              ftnd  th^  Timm,  $$7. 

Itl«  oT  Wi^t,  the  LAmba  iiw  277.             ^H 

^H              Hoo^TboikMa.    SssLettm. 

bdlft,  Emma,  550.                                         ^H 
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I  sola,  £mma,  her  Latin  ^  739,  740,  751, 

97S.  992- 
^  *-  to  become  a  govern <rFB,  74a. 

her  reading  of  Milton^  744, 

hcf  album,  750,  794,  796,  977, 

^  het  engagerncnt  at  Fof  nham,  777, 

778. 

—  —  her  itlncssi  832. 
and  her  physic,  843, 

—  —  a^nd  her  watch,  915* 

her  majriage,  gi6, 

a  sonnet  to,  922. 

^  -^  her  appearance,  9291 

—  Harriet,  778. 

ttalianf  the  Lambs  readi  917, 


Jarnee,  Sarah*     5#f  Letters. 

589,  615. 

Jameson,   R.     S.,    Hartley    Colendge*a 

son  nets »  604,  975. 
'*Jftnu5i    Weathercock,"   61  j.    618.     Stt 

also  Waincwright,  T.  G»,  619, 
Jekyll,  Joseph,  914, 
Jerdan,  Willi  am,  and  Lamb,  S^g,  t^. 
jfoftn  of  Arc ^  1^  t3*  21,  26*  121. 
—  —  —  ai^d  Coleridge,  89,  93,  95. 
yokn  Bull  and  Rogers,  865. 
y&kn  Bunch,  106,  107* 
John- Dory,  Lamb  on,  680. 
John  Woodvil,  131,  132,  139,  140.   I4'» 

t43i  JSD.  152,  192,  203,  2t4»  239. 
Johnson,  Dr,,  462,  464. 
^* —  Samuel,  the  Whig/'  979, 
Joshua,  Martin's  picture,  731,  73a. 


'*  Kais/*  the  opera,  3S3, 
Keats,  John,  at  Haydon's,  954. 
Keltyi  Fanny  H-,  582,  5S3,  590,  59 r. 

— Maria.     S^e  Letters, 

her  divine  plain  face,  510,  513* 

—  —  —  Lamb's  proposul  to  her,  532. 

— Lamb's  sonnet  to,  528. 

her  letter  to  Lamb,  539. 

and  **  Barbara  S.,"  677,  97B. 

^^  —  —  at  the  Strand  Theatre,  903. 

Lamb  on  her  absence,  98 1, 

Kenney  family,  583. 

—  Mrs.  James.     Set  Letters. 

—  Loii i 53  (afterwards  Mrs,  Badams).  Su 

Letters. 

—  Sophy,  Lamb's  wife,  571, 
Keymer,  Mr. ,  his  album,  937. 
Kew  Palace,  the  LamhB  at,  495 > 
**  King  Death, '^  by  Barry  Cornwall ^  892. 
King  and  Qmen  o/Hsaris,  Thtt  33 +»  335- 


"Kirkatone  Pass,"  54I. 
Kitchener,  Doctor,  732- 
Knight,  Anne,  688,  717, 
Knowles,  J-  S.,  393,  905,  910. 
Kosciusko,  Thaddeus,  tod. 
*'Kubla  Khan,^'  487,  488, 


**  Lady  Blanche,*'  verses  by  Mary  Lamb, 

290. 
Lakes,  the  Lambs  among  the,  242,  343. 
Lamb  family  in  1796,  3. 

—  Charles,  new  prose  and  verse  possibly 

by.     See  Appendix  HL 

—  — *  his  temporary  madness,  2,  27. 
his  love  sonnets,  6» 

on  Ptiestlcy,  10, 

— *  —  and  Coleridge  in  1794,  16,  22. 

on  his  sonnets,  t8. 

on  old  plays,  28. 

on  Hope  and  Fear,  33, 

and  the  Bristol  holiday,  35* 

on  the  tragtdy  of  Sept*  22,  1796, 

41..  43^ 
-on  his  sister  s  virtues,  46,  78,  311,  \ 

93S. 

—  —  his  saLary,  47. 

—  —  on  his  love,  55. 

—  —  his  share  of  Coleridge's  Posmh 

1797.  SS*  S7. 
on  simplicity,  56. 

—  —  on  Bowles,  57. 

- —  —  and  his  mother,  59. 

—  —  cm  Coleridge**  2nd  edition,  60,  61, 

62. 

his  **  Tomb  of  Douglas,"  65, 

on  Cowper  and  Milton,  66. 

on  Bums,  73* 

— ^  *-  his  second  sonnet  to  his,  lister,  78, 

on  his  share  of  the  1797  Potms,  81. 

he  exhorts  Coleridge  to  attempt  an 

epic,  82. 

on  friendship,  83, 

his  first  poem  to  Lloyd.  87. 

—  —  on  a  subject  for  Coleridge,  91, 
^  on  Cowper,  93, 

—  —  on  Quakerism,  97. 
his  **  Vision  of  Repentance,**  loi, 

104. 
^-  —  on  Ihe  1797  Poemi^  104, 

at  Stowey,  toS. 

leaves  Little  Queen  Street,  tio. 

—  —  at  Southey-s,  no. 

—  —  his linc!^ on  his  niother*s death,  lit. 
his  second  poem  to  C,  Lloyd,  ti2. 

—  —  and  Lloyd  and  White,  115* 
his  sarcastic  propositions  for  Cole* 

ridg«,  117,  IIS. 


^^^^wil^^^^^^^INDE^^^^^^^^^^^^B 

^^1               Lamb.  Chaileii,  the  quarrd  witli  Cole- 

Lamb,   Charles,  hia  diffictilliet  aa  ft  re-  ^H 

^^H                            ridge,  iig. 

viewer,  281.                                        ^^t 

^^H               on  Wither  and  Quarle^.  1241  129. 

cease*  to  be  a  ioimialiat,  285,  286,          1 

^^^^^ t>n  Rosamund  Gray t  125, 

2S8,                                                   1   J 

^^^^H       —  —  Qn  Southey's  '*  EdogueSi"  125,  tai^ 

his  miserliness^  292,                            ^^1 

^^^B 

on  old  books,  295 >                                 ^^M 

^^^^^ on  Marlowe,  ia6. 

bis  motto,  295^  298.                              ^^M 

^^H              ^  on  the  *■  Ancient  Mariner,"  tjo. 

bis  portrait  by  Ha^htt,  agS.                ^H 

^^H              —  —  and  hiS  tailor,  135. 

on  John  Wordsworth's  death,  29^    ^^ 

^^H              his  appeal  for  a  poor  friend,  157, 

308.                                                             ] 

^B 

on  brawn,  302,                                      ^j 

^^H               on  his  mind«  144. 

on  his  sistcfj  311.  t^                            ^^M 

^^H               on  poetns  on  dumb  creatures,  145. 

—  —  his  portrait  by  Hancock,  316.     ^^^^B 

^^^H                on  Blakcsware,  149. 

on  pictures,  324,  336,  546,          ^^^H 

^^H               on  akoholic  beverages,  150, 

on  Nelson,  324.                            ^i^^H 

^^H              —  -^  and  mathematics,  152. 

his  namesake,  329.                      ^^^B 

^^H               —  —  on  Lloyd  and  Mary  Kayc«,  155* 

in    unsettled    state,     1806,    342.    ^H 

^^H              on  Bishop  Burnei.  157. 

344*                                                    ^1 

^^M              on  Fahtaff't  Lt iters,  157. 

on  Manning^s  departure  for  China,     ^H 

^^H               Among  the  Blue-stocktnp,  i6z. 

■ 

^^H              as  alingu^st*  165, 

on  **  Mr,  H.r  353,  366.  369.              ^M 

^^H             ' on  Hetty's  death*  166. 

and  Hazlitt  scolded,  358.                   ^H 

^^H              on  Lake  !>ociety,  163, 

reconciled  to  Godwin,  371.                  ^H 

^^^B               on  ;i  arrow  mean^,  t6S« 

—  —  and  Ha^Utt's  '*  death/'  377                ^H 

^^H              —  —  on  Oxford*  16S,  170* 

his  difference  with  Godwin,  387*        ^H 

^^H               bis  joke  against  Gutch,  i6g. 

at  Hazlitt's  weddings  390.                    ^^M 

^^m             on  the  '^Gemte  Charles,'^  172. 

and  the  SheddanH,  391,  393*        ^^^^B 

^^M              the  use  of  the  final  '*  e/'  175. 

on  moving,  396,                            ^^^^H 

^^H              ^  —  by  punch-light,  175, 

on  critics,  400,                             ^^^H 

^^H              _  _  SIS  a  consoler,  189. 

on  the  choice  of  a  wife,  401.        ^^^M 

^^H              and  the  snakes,  igo. 

criticises  Mr.  Lloyd's  Ht^mtw^  402,      ^H 

^^H             hiB  praise  of  London^  194,  210, 

visits  Haslitt,  403,                                ^H 

^H                            ^16,  235,  507. 

his  books,  405,                                     ^H 

^^H              'he  takes  in  Manning,  194* 

on  titles  of  honour,  408.              ^^^M 

^^H              and  Godwin's  euppcr,  196. 

a  list  of  friends,  410,  411.            ^^^^H 

^^H              —  —  his  Epilogue  for  **  Antonio/*  198, 

on  Wither,  413,  414.                    ^^^^H 

^H                            ^^*                               ^    M 

on  epitaphs,  417.                           '^^^M 

^^M              on  the  failure  of  **  An  ion  10/'  203. 

his  aqua vorousness,  421,  423.             ^^| 

^^H              on  his  Cambridge  plans,  207. 

a  servant  difficulty,  423.                      ^^| 

^^H              —  —  on  the  Lyrical  Ballads,  20S,  212* 

and    Ha^litt's   CkrmicU   app<Mnt*     ^H 

^^H              hia  move'to  Mitre  Court  Buildingi, 

ment,  432.                                          ^^^ 

^^H                             216,  217, 

on  the  ExcMfsion,  434,                        ^^| 

^^H on    his   religious   state   in    ifoi^ 

and  Tk$  Champion.^  434,              ^^^^H 

^^H 

blown  up  by  Ha^litt,  443.           ^^^^1 

^^H             his  dramatic  suggestions,  225,  227, 

his  new  book  room,  447.              B^^^H 

^H 

-on  the  India  House  shacklefi,  45^^^^^ 

^^^1              on  Napoleon,  3140. 

478.  503.  5*3,  S18*  523.  5*4*  5^3*           J 

^^H             —  '^  his  spare  figure,  241. 

586,  588,  594.                                    .^J 

^^H at  the  Lakes,  242,  243. 

and  Oi^ord,  452.                                   ^H 

^^H his  project  for  collaborating  with 

a  landed  proprietor,  454.                       ^^| 

^^H                           Coleridge,  250,  251. 

on  Wordsworth**  1815  poems,  456,     ^H 

^^H on  children*s  books,  25a- 

460, 463.                                  ^H 

^^H             --on  Napoleon  and  Cfomwell,  253. 

on  Vincent  Bourne,  457.                      ^^1 

^^H              —  —  on  Chapman's  Ht^mir,  253. 

.his  qflficc  work,  18 15,  45S,                      ^^M 

^^H on  Milton's  prose,  253. 

on  presents,  469,  471,                           ^^H 

^^H            ^  on  Cellini,  257. 

his  diffidence  as  a  critic.  477.          ^^^H 

^^H             —  ^  on  Independent  Tartary,  258. 

—on  his  sister^s  illnesses,  479,           ^^^H 

^^H            —  —  on  Coleridge*a  Pom»t,  3rd  edition, 

—  —  his  lies  to  Manning,  4S1.                       ^^| 
on    Coleridge    and    Wordsworth,     ^H 

^^1                           270, 273, 

^^H bie  1803  holidayf  277, 

■ 
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Lamb,  Charles,  on  Christabil,  4SS. 

Lamb,  Charles,  bis  release,  673,  674,  676,           ^^^H 

his  borrowed  good  thingf,  49a. 

.677.  &79«                                                   ^^H 

on  AuBtraJia,  500. 

hia  pension,  674,  676,                               ^^^^H 

on  fiGh,  680,                                             ^^^M 

nn    distant    correspondents^   501, 

502. 

684.                                                     ^^^1 

—  —  ^  iiiatter*of-lie  itiao,  50^. 

on  magazine  payment,  6S4,                     ^^^^H 

^  —  hh  HogaTihs,  506. 

^  on  puns,  685,                                             ^^^^H 

on  Hood's  Od€s,  685,  687,                       ^^^H 

*P" on  the  plague  of  ffietids,  510. 

^ his    afteT-dinncr    speeches,    513, 

on  Signer  Vellyti,  6b6.                                 ^^1 

SI4. 

'  on    the    death  of   children,   688,               ^H 

on  PtUr  Bili,  531. 

6S9.                                                       ^^M 

on  Mackery  End,  5«,  523, 

lines  to  Hone,  6S9.                                  ^^^^H 

—  —  on  The  Wt^gottfTt  524. 

his  last  London  article.  690*                       ^^^^| 

on  two  inks.  524. 

—  »  on  Hood,  696,  69S.                                     ^^^H 

-^  —  hh  pTOpo&al  to  Miss  KelJy*  527.  ' 

—  —  on  booksellers'  breaking,  697,  815.         ^^^^H 

—  —  on     WiUiani      Wordsworth,     jr,, 

on  Quarks  and  Herbert,  699.                 ^^^H 

on  other  C.  L.s,  537,  538, 

—  —  on  stationery,  700,                                    ^^^^H 

on  Manning,  702,  703,                               ^^^^H 

—  —  on  Lord  BjTOn,  540* 

^  on  a  cold,  704,                                            ^^^^H 

on  book-borrowing,  544,  545* 

on  Brook  Fulham's  etching,  706.             ^^^^^H 

—  —  and  Leigh  Hiint,  558. 

on  Hastings,  707,  712.                               ^^^^H 

and  his  axint'6  cake,  561, 

on  Fictcher'B  plays,  708*                            ^^^H 

^  in   praise  of  pig,   561,  581,   593, 

—  -^  on  publishers,  713.                                  ^^^^H 

^s. 

his  autobiography,  714.                            ^^^^H 

on  death,  56a* 

—  —  on  Sunday,  715,                                          ^^^^H 

—  —  his  efforts  for  Godwin.  567, 

—  ^^  his  savings,  71S/  ^^^^H 
^  on  Kandal  Norris,  721.                              ^^^^H 

his    directions    for    aecing    Paris, 

569. 

at  Goddard  House  School,  7aa,                     ^H 

and  his  child  wife,  571, 

—  —  and  Mrs*  Norris's    pension,  733,                 ^B 

on  India  Hoysc,  57a. 

724^ 

—  —  on  Shelley,  576. 

his  criticism  of  Patmorc'i  Chats- 

on  Godwin's  case,  57S,  580, 

W0rth,  737, 

and  Scott,  580. 

his  diflicultie*  with   the   drftma* 

—  —  on  Moore,  5S4. 

739^ 

on  Defoe,  586, 

cm  memotials,  740, 

his  epigram  on  Wadd,  587* 

^  --  on  Albums,  747*748,  76a,  766,  780, 

on  George  Fox,  589. 

794* 

as  Eiia,  591. 

—  —  on  mad  doge,  749, 

on     the    advantages    of    routine, 

" his  house  at  Enfield,  753,  756, 

594* 

-and  Mathew's  picture,  757, 

—  —  on  publishers,  504. 

bis  epigram  on  the  Edward  crosses, 

—  —  his  propensity  to  He,  598* 

761,  762, 

on  FoK,  598,  602. 

portraits  of  him,  763. 

on  Quakers,  598,  6oa,  605** 

on  the  Pilgrim' i  Progrtis,  779, 

on  India  House,  602. 

his  serenata  for  Cowdcn  Clarke's 

in  Parnassus,  605,  6o6* 

marriage,  783* 

—  —  his  after-dinner  apcechcs,  eick 

—  —  his  favourite  walk,  791. 

on  Fox,  612, 

and  Pope*s  portrait,  617, 

will  write  for  antiquity,  796, 

on  Colebrooke  Cottage,  6t8, 

'  his  ''  Gipsy's  Malison,'*  796,  799,                              ! 

—  —  makes  his  will,  620. 

his    sonnet    on     Daniel     Rogers, 

at  the  Mansion  House,  626. 

So*.                                                                         „ 

—  —  on  Physiology,  629. 

on  Thomas  Aquinas,  805*  816. 

on  Marlowe  and  Goethe,  651, 

on  the  Laureates,  So5. 

his  cold,  633, 

bis    joke    upon     Robinson,    807, 

not  a  good  man,  637, 

S08. 

* on  monetary  gifts,  638, 

in  London  in  1829,  S13. 

and  Thackeray,  665, 

—  —  and  Mary  Lamb's  absence,  814,  \^^ 

Hailitt  on,  669 »  670, 

—  —  and  the  burden  of  leisure,  814, 

resignation,  67a,  673. 

moves  to  the  Westwoods,  817, 
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^^^^1          Lamb,  Chaites,  on  Ddbe,  8i8, 

Lambt  Charles,  his   epitaph   Ofi   Enttgn^J 

^^^^H on  Thomas  WestwtxKl,  S33,  8^8, 

Peacock,  965.                                ^M 

^^^^^1 on  bankfupts,  825. 

his  adventure  at  sea,  969,                ^H 

^^^^^H          —  —  on  lown  ^ndcauntryi  827.  S3  2. 

—  —  on  painter- authors,  971.           ^^^^H 

^^^^^H           —  —  asked    10    collect    his    Sp^cimffis, 

—  —  on  Ciry,  975.                                ^^^^H 

^^^m 

on  milestones,  976,                    ^^^H 

^^^^^1 the  Journey  from  Porn  ham,  E40. 

—  —  his  account  of  the  Lord  Mayoi^^H 

^^^^^H h($  lurnip  joke,  840,  854. 

bed,  980,                                       ^^M 

^^^^^H           --  —  his  ^kt]I  at  acrostics,  841. 

his  fable  for  Twelfth  Day,  980.      ^H 

^^^^^1 on  an  escapade.  S44. 

—  —  his  earliest  poem,  988,                     ^H 

^^^^^1 and  Merchant  Taylors*  boys,  84$. 

and  Coleridge's  **  Remorse,"  993.  ^^ 

^^^^^H           ' and  the  Hone  subscription.  850. 

^  m  epigram,  995,                                      J 

^^^^^H           ^  —  on  music,  S52,  554. 

—  Elizabeth,  her  death,  41.                       ^^J 

^^^^^H on  Martin  Burney,  S55. 

and  John  Lamb,  jr.,  48,                  ^^M 

^^^^^H          —  ^^  visits  London  in  1830,  858, 

—  -*  and  her  daughter,  48,                     ^^M 

^^^^^H on  hh  critics,  858. 

and  her  sister -in -law,  279.             ^^M 

^^^^^H and  his  will,  862, 

—  John,  his  qucriilousncss,  6t.                ^^M 

^^^^^H on  incendiarism,  S63. 

—  —  his  death.  148,                                 ^H 

^^^^^B on  Dyer's  blindness,  S6S. 

^^^^H on  Christ's  Hospital  days,  B6g. 

—  —  the  younger,  his  accident,  15.        ^^M 

and  the  tragedy,  46,  6 1,           ^^^^H 

^^^^^H            *-  <»  on  Coleridge's  pension,  875. 

on  Coleridge,  73.                      ^^^^| 

^^^^^1 on  M  on  tgomery*s** Common  Lot," 

—  -*  his  pamphlet,  411,  411,           ^^^^H 

^^^H 

his  portrait  ofMikon,  457,  465,701.        1 

^^^^H on     FitzGcrald's    ''  Meadows    in 

knocks  down  Harlitt,  493.              J 

^^^^^H                          Spring,"  S7S. 

-^^  *—  death  of,  560.                                  ^H 

^^^^^H and  the  Engiiskmait*s  Magasint, 

—  Mrs.  John.     Srt  Letters,                     ^^1 

^^^m 

569.  794*                               ^^^1 

^^^^^M on  Unitarians,  881. 

N-  Mary,    S^f  Letters.                     ^^^H 

^^^^^H          ^^  ^  on  his  unsaleability,  S83. 

her  frenry,  41.                          ^^^^H 

^^^^^H on  Colefidge's   imagined  affront, 

—  —  and  her  mother^  46.                ^^^^H 

^^H 

her  recovery,  48,  6r.               ^^^^H 

^^^^^H on  '*  Rose  Aylmer,"  8S9. 

' dedication  10,  57.                             ^^M 

^^^^^H his  pensioners,  S91, 

' Lamb*s  second  sonnet  to,  78,        ^H 

^^^^^H           ^^  ^^  his  advice  on  specubtion,  893. 

—  —  removed  from  confinement,  100,    ^H 

^^^^^H spurious  Letter  of,  895. 

her  1798  relapse,  1 14.                     ^H 

^^^^^H mistaken  for  a  murderer,  894. 

—  ^-  invited  to  Stowey,  115.                  ^^M 

^^^^^H his  sonnet  on  women's  names,  90a 

—  —  her  first  poem,  1S3.                       ^^H 

^^^^^H and  the  E!ia  lawsuit,  goi. 

her  appetite,  196.                       ^^^^B 

^^^^^^B injury  to  his  leg,  904. 

taken  ill,  269,                           ^^^^^H 

^^^^^H           —  ■ —  on  John  Taylor,  904, 

on  her  brother,  275,                 ^^^^H 

^^^^^H leaves  Enfield  for  Edmonton,  gog. 

on  secrecy,  278,                         ^^^M 

^^^B 

on  her  mother  and  bcr  ftUfil,  rj^  ^M 

^^^^H           ^  ^  on  the  Lasi  Eaays  of  Elia,  gi2. 

two  poems,  290.                                 ^^ 

^^^^^H his  gift  of  Milton  to  Wordsworth, 

on  John  Wordsworth's  death,  30S.      J 

^^^H 

two  other  poems  by,  312.                ^J 

^^^^H at  Widford,  914, 

her  calligraphy,  316,  608.              ^H 

^^^^^H his  coflin  nails,  9x4. 

^^^^H on  Emma  I^ola's  marriage*  916, 

—  —  on  marriage,  352,  426.                     ^^H 

^^^^H 

^  —  plans  for  new  books,  356,              ^^M 

^^^^^^m           —  —  reads  the  Inferno^  917, 

—  —  on  Coleridge  in  1806,  359*           ^^M 

^^^^^1           —  —  his  i.ondon  holiday,  921. 

—  —  her  silk  dre»B,  584,  389,  390,  4^1^H 

^^^^^B his  request  for  books,  926. 

^M 

^^^^^H ^  on  Mr.  Fuller  Russell's  poetry,  935, 

-on  pre^nts,  3S9.                                 ^^H 

^^^H 

—  ^  on  Coleridge.  394..                           ^^| 

^^^^^H           —  —  on  Coleridge's  death,  936,  937. 

her  water  cure,  420,  423,                ^^| 

^^^^^H on  his  excesses  at  Cary's,  938. 

^  ^  on  marriage,  42G,                             ^^H 

^^^^^^H ^{g  jokes  on  widows,  940. 

appeals  for  Miss  Fricker,  fji,      ^^| 

^^^^^H           —  ^  at  Haydon's,  954. 

^  —  her  letter  to  a  child,  446.                ^H 

^^^^^H           —  —  his  name  child,  957. 

discovers  a  room,  447,                    ^H 

^^^^H Procter's  ■*  Epistle  "  to,  962, 

her  article  on  Needlework,  45:1.   ^H 
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^^    Lamb,  Mary,  het  fir«t  joke,  4^, 

Llayd.  Charlet,  the  elder,  Lamb's  letters          ^^^M 

^^^ on  the  Cambridge  catcurston,  473. 

10,402,413,451,                       ^^H 

^^H  —  ^  on  roadside  churches,  475. 

—  —  the  younger.     S^e  Letters.                        ^^^H 

^^m at  the  window,  506,  507, 

^ *-  his  career  to  1796,  51.                         ^^^^H 

^H  ^ on  the  death  of  a  child,  538. 

^  —  hi«  sonnets  on  *^  Priscilla  Far-          ^^^^H 

^^* HI  in  France,  569. 

met,''  G8,  70,                                   ^^^^H 

■ as  a  smuggler,  571, 

Lamb's  lines  to,  87,                            ^^^^H 

^^^   * her  iHnesg,  694, 

_ on  Lamb,  88.                                       ^^^H 

^H drawn  by  Hood,  733,  734. 

—  his  illness,  gg,  103,                              ^^^^H 

^^H hcf  sonnet  to  Emma  Isola,  740,  758* 

—  and  Coleridge,  too.                            ^^^H 

^H her  1827  IHness,  756,  761,  763,  763, 

at  Southey's,  ito.                                ^^^H 

^H                   jH*  7^5- 

and    Sophia    Pembertorit   iiO|               ^^M 

^ her  rSag  illness,  811-816, 

^^^^M 

her  verses  on  her  brother,  S56. 

—  ^  *-  Lamb's  lines  on,  112.                          ^^^^| 

moved  to  Edmonton,  886. 

a  quarrel  averted.  115.                        ^^^^H 

and  Emma  Isola's  marriage,  916, 

the  quarrel  with  Coleridge,  1 19*         ^^^^| 

—  —  Lamb's  praise  of,  9*^.  t^' 

^  , letter  to  Cottle,  1^1.                          ^^^M 

her  iieath,  043, 

^nd  The  AHti^JacoMnf  137.               ^^^H 

-on  Mrs*  Norris's  death,  944. 

—  and  Mary  Hayes,  155^  966,                 ^^^^H 

—  Sa^ah  (Aunt  Hetty),  3,  45, 

— his  first-born,  175,                                ^^^^| 

—  —  And  the  rich  relative,  67* 

— an  **  A-merican,"  248.                          ^^^^H 

her  death,  gi. 

described  by  Robert  Lloyd,  371,         ^^^^H 

—  —  her  funeral,  97, 

— ^  a  lost  letter  to.  432.                                  ^H 

—  —  and  her  iister-in-Uw,  279, 

— his  illness  in  1815,  480.                             ^^M 

Landon.  Letitia  E.,  748. 

his    Dtsutiory     Thoughts     in                ^^M 

Landor,  Walter  Savage.     St^  Letters. 

London,  536.                                        ^^^B 

—  * his  yulian,  466, 

^  his  pGfms,  1823,  0i3»  633,  &34.          ^^^^M 

bis    imaginary   dmv^rj&HomSj 

—  ' in  London  in  1819,  973,                     ^^^^H 

692,  693. 

—  Olivia,  155,  159,  966.                                     ^^^H 

—  and  Eiia,  924. 

^  Priscilla,  142.  t6t,  394,  48a.                           ^^^H 

his  visit  to  Lamb,  ftSg* 

—  Robert,  Lamb's  first  letter  to,  12  L              ^^^H 

^^K his  verses  for  Emma  Isola,  890. 

with  Lamb,  139.                                       ^^^^H 

^H his  *'  Rose  Aylmer,**  890. 

advice  from  his  sister,  143.                       ^^^^| 

^^H his  verses  on  Lamb,  890. 

advice  from  Lamb,  148,  149.                   ^^^^H 

^H   Lu$t  Esmys  ofEUa,  896,  897.  898,  900, 

^  in  London,  t8fKi,  t6t«                               ^^^^| 

^            90I' 

Lambda  letters  to,  168,  175,  313,         ^^^M 

Latin  letters  by  Lamb,  246,  Sot,  S71, 873, 

3i8,  219.  225,  394,  395,  403,  407,               ^H 

975- 

^  on  his  father,  271.                                     ^^^^M 

Laureates,  Lamb  on  the,  806. 

^  his  m^tn-iage,  284.                                       ^^^^^ 

Lay  of  Mark,  Tkt,  477, 
Legal  joke,  a,  794, 

—  —  in  landon,  395.                                        ^^^^H 

—  —  his  death,  407.                                          ^^^^| 

Le  Grice,  C.  V.,  i,  4,  S,  914. 

-^  Sophia,  175.                                                 ^^^H 

Samuel  45,  47,  u?.  t^B,  352* 

Lockh^t,  J.  G.,  555.                                         ^^^M 

Leishman,  Mrs.,  733. 

Lofft  Cape  ,  470,  471,                                         ^^^^H 

Leonardo  da  Vinci,  290,  324,  336. 

Logan  quoted,  39.                                                ^^^^H 

"  Leonora,"  by  Biirger^  38. 

London,  LamVs  praise  of,  194,  310,  216,               ^^M 

Letters  in  verse,  497,  710. 

335»  244t  5i>7'                                                       ^H 

♦'  Letter  to  an  Old  Gentleman,'*  604,  982, 

**  London  Fogs,"  979.                                               ^^1 

"Lewti.*'  by  Coleridge,  173. 178, 

London  Ma^asinf,  Tht,  555, 556, 558, 604,                ^H 

Lies,  481,  502,  598,  736. 

&13,  618,  653,  <^9t  6S4.  &90.                           ^^M 

**Ltme-trcc  Bower,"   Coleridge •»  poem. 

London  Tavern  dinner,  513,  514.                        ^^^H 

177,  180. 

■*  Londoner,  The,"  bv  Lamb,  335,  239.             ^^^^H 

Lincolnshire  and  the  Lambs,  410, 

Lonsdale,  Lord,  968/                                            ^^^H 

Ltston,  John,  428,  667 

Lord  Chief  Justice,  Lamb  on,  G35.                   ^^^^H 

Literaty  GastiU,  Tktt  859,  992. 

Lord  Mayor  of  London  and  Leviathan,               ^^H 

■*  Living  without  God  in   the  World,*' 

^_^H 

134.  136' 

Lord  Mayor,  his  bed,  9S0.                                 ^^^H 

Livingston,  Mr.  Luther  S.^  412. 

Lloyd^  Charles,  the  elder,  described  by 

Lottery  puffs,  406.                                              ^^^^H 

—  tickets,  i!25,  336.                                          ^^^^H 

Robert  Lloyd,  371. 

''  Love  will  Come,''  by  Lamb,  930,                    ^^^H 

■ 

9.^1 

W^l^O                             INDE^^^^^^^^^^ 

^^H                Love  sonnets.  Lamb's.  6, 

Melbn,  HafTiet,  57S,                                   ^| 

^^M               Lovett,  Robert,  g. 

Merchant  Taylors'  epi  gram  s,  IE82, 848,851.    ^H 

^^H                 Luther  in  the  Warieburgt  403. 

Meyer,  Henry,  *'  The  Young  Catechist,**          J 

^^m               Lyrical  Ballads,  130,  131,  208*211,  213- 

727, 729,                                          ^J 

^^H 

his  portrait  of  Lamb,  763.                  ^^H 

Milestones,  Lamb  on,  976,                     ^_^^B 

<^  Mille  vi^  Mortis,^'  gSS.                      ^^H 

^^B 

his  Defence,  255,  356*                  ^^^B 

^^^^H          Mackery  End,  Lamb  on,  522,  523. 

John    Lamb's   portrait^  457,  4^^    ^H 

^^^r^          Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  Lamb's  epigram* 

^H 

^^M                      223. 

—  —  Lamb's  gift  to  Wordsworth,  911,      ^H 

^^H                Macready  and  Lamb,  320. 

MHcheO.  Thomas,  502.                                  ^ 

^^H                M&ga^ines,  Lamb  on,  646. 

Mitford,  Rev.  John,  599,  acjo,  604,  606, 

^^H                Man,  Henry,  his  tpigram,  667*                    ' 

662,  717,  719. 

^^H                *'  Man  of  Ross/'  274. 

—  Mary  Russell,  673,  786, 

^^H                Manning,  Thomas.    Sre  Letters. 

Monkbouse,  Thomas,  546,  605,  671^  678. 

^^H                his  career  to  1799,  151. 

"  Monody  on  Chatterion,'*  r2,  17,  27,         ^h 

^^H               bis  grimaces,  152. 

Montagu,  BasiK     Stt  Letters.                      ^H 

^^H               his  letters  to  Lamb,  153,  160,  194, 

343*  355*  416-  42tp  1^^^                       ^H 

^^M                                 206 «  217,  260,  549, 

—  Mrs.  Basil.     S«t  Letters.                          ^M 

^^H               unpublished   letters   from    Lamb, 

Montgomery,      James,     and     chimney*    ^1 

^H 

sweepers,  643,  644,                        ^H 

^^H               —  —  his  grimaces,  175. 

his  "  Common  Lot,"  878,  961.           ^H 

^^H               first  news  of  China,  223. 

Moore,  Thomas,  and  Lamb,  5 84,  606.          ^^ 

^^M                in  Paris,  233. 

Morgan.   John,  439,  441,  487,  490,  504.           j 

^^H               —  —  and  Napoleon,  238,  36S, 

533>  %i^                                                    ^U 

^^H               bis  Chinese  project »  258. 

—  Mrs.  John,  473,  506.                                  ^H 

^^H               —  —  be  leaves  for  China,  348,  349, 

Morning  ChronkU,  432.                                  ^^M 

^^m               _  ^  Thibet  and  China,  482. 

Morning  FosU  154.  ISO.  i^»  ^39.   250,    ^M 

^^H               —  —  his  return  to  England,  504,  505, 

251,  285,288,  967,  968.  980,  989,  9?f:_^ 

^^H                on  Wordsworth,  535. 

Moving,  Lamb  on,  396,  753«                 ^^^^M 

^^H               —  —  and  Fanny  Hoi  croft,  584. 

Moxon,  Edward,    Set  Letters.           ^^^^| 

^^H                —  —  at  the  Lambs,  641. 

**  ^^  ^rst  menticin,  712,                      ^^^^^| 

^^H               Lamb  on,  702, 

his  career  to  1S26,  714.              ^^^^^ 

^^H               his  last  days,  931. 

Lamb's  6rst  better  to,  714.        ^^^^H 

^^H               Mansion  House,  Lamb  at,  626, 

his  early  poems,  714.                   ^^^H 

^^M               Madowe,  Christopher,  ia6,  631, 

his  Chrisimoj,  718,  805.              ^^^H 

^^H               Marriage,  Lamb  on,  401. 

bis  Nightingale  sonnet,  852*             ^^M 

^^H              ^-  Mary  Lamb  on,  353,  426, 

and  Rogers,  852.                                    ^H 

^^H               Marshall,  Godwin's  Iriend,  202,  245. 

his  Rtfiictof,  893,  894.                       ^n 

^^m               Marter,  William.     Sit  Letters, 

—  —  small  commissions  for  Lamb,  895,          1 

^H 

896.                                                   ^ 

^H                 Martin,  John,  731,  732.  788,  789. 

and  Murray,  897.                                    ^H 

^^H                —  Loujsa,  323,  793,  931. 

his  proposal  to  Miss  I  sola,  904,  ^^^H 

^^H               Marvell  <|uoted,  260. 

—  —  bis  Oak  sonnet,  906.                    ^^^^| 

^^M               Mary  of  Buttermere,  275,  276. 

his  marriage,  916,  918,                 ^^^^H 

^^H               Masercft,  Baron,  stS. 

bis  sonnets,  920,  932,                   ^^^^ 

^^H               Massinger,  Pbtlip,  28,  31,  5S. 
^^H                Mathematics  and  Lamb,  152. 

"Mr.  H.,"  337,  340,  153,  355,  356,  369,           I 

37D,  381,  382,  994.                                   ^J 

^^m               Mathews,  Charles,  his  picture,  757. 

Mf$.  L^Utitwr's  School,  402,  655.                ^H 

^^H               —  Mrs.  Charles,  and  the  Lambs,  552, 

—  LislU  and  Htr  Gtand^kildmn^  7^i»^^^H 

^^H                Mathias'  Pursuiii  cf  Liiemtun^  52. 

Murray,  John,  491,  838,  897,                  ^^^^H 

^^H              '*  Matter-of-lie    man,"    Lamb    as,    4S1, 

Music,  Lamb  on,  852,  854.                   ^^^H 

^^B               May,  John,  137,  139,  693. 

^^^1 

^^^H         —  William,  I,  3. 

^^H 

^^^^H        ^*  Meadows  in  Spring,"   by  FitzGerald, 

^^^^^M 

^^^H                878, 906. 

Napoleon,  46S,  471,  484,                       ^^^H 

^^^H        MelHsh,  Mr.,  4^7,  500. 

--  and  Manning,  238,  240,  36^.          ^^^H 

I^^^M^H 
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Napoteon  and  Cromwell,  153,  254* 

—  htfi  height,  241. 

Patmore,  Coventry,  750.                                       ^^^H 

—  P.  G.    See  Letters.                                            ^^^H 

Naylcr,  James,  6c>3» 

— John  Scott's  second,  555.                       ^^^^H 

Necessarian  ism,  83. 

a  nonsense  letter  to,  735.                       ^^^^H 

Nelson t  his  death,  324, 

his  Chaisuforth^  737,                                    ^^H 

HiUf  M^nikl^  MagaMiJu,  684,  696,  697, 

^  hia  imitation  of  Lamb,  75S.                   ^^^^H 

713^ 

—  —  —  seeking  a  publtsbcr,  774.                      ^^^^H 

New  River,  Lamb  on,  647,  753. 

Paul,  C.  Kegan,  and  the  ''Theses/'  119.            ^^^H 

"  New  Year's  Eve,"  546,  624. 

■*  Pawnbroker's  Daughter,  The,"  371, 689,            ^^^H 

iVctf  Year's  Ev4,  A,  hy  Barton,  787,  789. 

^^^^H 

Newinglon,  540, 

Payne,  John  Howard.     Sf€  Letters.                      ^^^^| 

"  Newspapers/*  Lamb's  essay  on,  221, 

576,  578,  581.                                      ^^B 

Nortia,  Miss  Jane,    5^«  Letters. 

Peacock,  Enisign,  965,                                              ^^^^M 

—  Randal,  421,  720. 

Pembcrton,  Sophia,  ttt,                                       ^^^H 

—  Mrs.  Randal     See  Letiera. 

Penn,  William,  his  Na  Cross,  No  Cp&tffHt            ^^^^H 

—  ■ 615,  723,  944. 

^^^1 

—  Richard,  834. 

Persian  ambassador,  409.                                         ^^^^M 

**  Northern  Castigation,  The/'  213, 

Peter  Bell,  by  Wordsworth,  462,  521,                   ^^^H 

Nou,  Dr.  John,  414, 

PeUr  Bell  ihe  Third,  518,  520,                                ^^^H 

Noveilo,  Clara  (Ckjunteas  Gigliucci),  932. 

'*  Peter's  Net,"  878.                                                   ^^^H 

—  Vincent.    Set  Letters. 

PhiUf  Quarll,  600.  6qi.                                             ^^^H 

660,  661,  770,  782,  793. 

Philhps,  Colonel,  599.                                            ^^^^H 

—  Mrs.  Vincent,     See  Letters, 

—  Ned.  399,  420,  425,  440,  837,  972.                     ^^^H 

535,  537.  538^ 

—  Sir  Richard,  123  p  231,                                            ^^^^H 

NovelloB,  the,  668,  712. 

PhilUps*s  Theatrum  Poelamm,  942,                       ^^^H 

Physiology,  Lamb  on^  629.                                     ^^^^H 

Pictures,  Lamb  on,  324,  336,  346.                         ^^^H 

0 

Pig,  Lamb's  praise  of,  561,  581,  392,  625,             ^^^^H 

^^^H 

Od€  Dn  tht  Dtparting  F^iir,  75,  80,  84, 

Pitgrtm*s  Progresi,  779,  7B0.                                     ^^^^H 

947. 

Pindai,  Peter,  462.  464.                                         ^^^H 

'*  Ode  to  the  Treadmill,*'  8 to. 

"  Pip  OS."    See  Dervvent  Coleridge,  250.              ^^^^| 

Od§5  and  Addrrssfs^  by  Hood  and  Rey* 

"  Pizarro/'  Sheridan *s  play,  t6t.                             ^^^H 

nplds,  6S5,  6&6. 

PUa  of  ike  Midsummer  Fairies^  754.                     ^^^^H 

Office  work,  Lamb  on,  656,  657, 

Plumer  family,  31.                                                     ^^^^H 

"  Old  Actors,  The."  564,  565. 

Plura,  a  mysterious  woman,  J 90.                            ^^^^M 

'^  Old  Famiiiar  Faces,  The,"  tt6. 

Poems,  possibly  by  Lamb,  987,  9S9,  992,            ^^^^H 

Oilier,  C.  and  J.     Sre  Letters, 

995, 996,                                                            ^^^H 

— 5*4.  515^ 

*' Poetic  Sympathies,*'  by  George  Dyer,            ^^^H 

*'  On  an  Infant  Dying  &s  soon  as  Born,"* 

^^^1 

726. 

Poetry  for  Children^  400,  401,  40B,  761,             ^^^^H 

**0n  Seeing  Mrs.  K B ,"  etc., 

862,  9M^                                                           ^^H 

996, 

Poets*  dinner  party,  605.  606.                                 ^^^^H 

**  Osorio,*'  Cotendge'a  drama,  104,  105. 

'*  Poet's  Epitaph/'  by  Wordsworth,  209,             ^^^H 

Oxford,  Lamb  at,  170. 

^^^H 

"Oxford  in  Ihe  Vacation,'*  974, 

F^lifk&l  Decameron,  The,  555,                                 ^^^H 

Pompey,  Lamb's  dog,  $5°^                                     ^^^^M 

Poole,  John,  376,  590,  591*                                      ^^^H 

P 

—  Thomas.    S^«  Letters.                                   ^^^H 

^^^H 

Paice,  Joseph  J  831. 

''  Poor  Susan,  Reverie  of,*'  461,  463.                        ^^^H 

Palmerston,  Lord,  565, 

Pope,  Alexander,  487,  600,  601,  607,                       ^^^^H 

Pantisocracy,  It* 

"  Popular  Fallacies,*'  696,  697.                                ^^^H 

Pardo,  Father,  467. 

Postage  rates  in  1797,  94.                                        ^^^^H 

Paris,  Lamb  on,  569,  573,  575. 

Presentation  copies,  Lamb  on,  520.                       ^^^^H 

—  Mrs.,  546,  547^777- 

Present^  Lamb  on,  469,  471.                                 ^^^H 

Park,  Judge,  633,634. 

''  Pride's  Cure."     See  John  WoodmL                  '^^H 

Parr,  Dr,,  and  Lamb,  320. 

PriesUey,  Joseph,  10,  13,  78,  83,  86,                      ^^^H 

Parsons,  Mrs.,  589, 

Procter,  B.  W.     See  Letters,                                ^^^H 

Pafita,  Madame,  770. 

See  also  Barry  Cornwall.                       ^^^H 

^K          1022                               ENDEX                              ^^^J 

^^M                 Procter,  B.  W„  in  iBaj,  BoS. 

Robmeon,  Henry  Crabb,  his  presents  to 

^^^H                 ^  —  and  Lamb'B  witl,  6ao, 

Lamb,  526, 

^^^H                  —  his  marriage,  656. 

at  Monkhouse's  dinn^,  606. 

^^^1                and  Putham'E  etcbing,  707. 

his  present  to  Mary  Lanib,  803, 

^^^H                 —  Mra^t  and  Lamb,  940. 

—  his  rheumatism,  S07,  8o3, 

^^^H                 "  Progress  of  Can t^''  gSj. 

—  Thomas.    See  Letters. 

^^^B                  Prometheus  Unbound  stoiy,  652,  653. 

581- 

^^^H                 Pryi  Tom,  710. 

Roderick,  by  Southey,  465,  466. 

^^^H                 Publishers,  Lamb  on,  5^7,  594,  713, 

Rogers,  Daniel,  Lamb's  sonnet  on,,  Iki^, 

^^^H                 Piilham,    Brook,   hifi   etching   of  Lftmb, 

Sii,  S12. 

^^H                        70a,  707,  748. 

—  Samuel.     See  Letters, 

^^^H                 Pun  at  SalUbury,  409, 

—  ^  and     Wordsworth*©     "Force     of 

^^^H                 Puns.  Lamb  on,  6S5. 

Prayer,"  519,  521. 

^^^H                 Purchoi,  His  Pilgrimage^  290. 

and  Coleridge,  92,  94. 

^^^H^^          Pye.  Henry  James,  S06. 

at  Monkhou^^a  dinner,  606. 

his  letter  10  Lamb,  Sii,  Sia, 

and  Moxon,  852,  857. 

^^f 

his  It€djf,  860. 

_  _  and  yohn  Bull,  865, 

^^H                Quakers,  97,  571.  588,  598,  ^oa,  605. 

and  G.  Dyer,  866,  M7; 

^^^H                 Quarks,  Lamb  oa  124,  129,699, 

—  —  Lamb's  fionnet  to,  923,  ^^4. 

^^^H                 Qitar^^ly   Review,    Lamb 'a    review   kfft 

Romilly,  Sir  Samuel,  46a,  464,  736. 

^^F                                   443>44S^45t>>453' 

Rosamund  Grayt  124,  125,  796,                    ^^M 

^^^                  --  —  and  Lamb,  616,  6i7»  627,  628. 

**  Rose  Aylmer/*  by  Landor,  890^                ^^H 

^^^L                QuilUnan,  EdwArd,  610, 

Roxanu,  587,  600,  6of ,  819,                             ^^M 

Rum  ford,  Count,  992.                                    ^^B 

Russell,  J.  Fuller.     Sit  Letters.                   ^^B 

^^^B 

"  and  Satan  in  Search  &/a  Wife,         1 

^                Recreations  in  Agriculture ^  etc^,  187. 

903.                                                          I 
bis  poem  criticised,  933,  935.             ■ 

^^^1                 Refieciot^  The^  Mo^con's  papery  893,  894* 

Ryle,  Charles  862.                                            J 

^^H                 Reform  Bill,  873. 

^^fl 

^^^H                 Rejected  Addnsi€S,  793. 

^^^H 

^^^B                  Rejected  Artides.  958. 

^M 

^^^1                 *'  Religion  of  Actor s,''  699,  701. 

^^H 

^^^H                '*  Religious  Musings^"  i,  %  9,  aa,  90,  93, 

Sadler's  WelU,  275.                                        ^M 

^^H 

''  Saint  Chafles,"  665.                                    ^H 

^^^H                Rembrandt,  731. 

*'  St.  Crispin  to  Mr.  Gifford,"  516.               ^H 

^^^H                 '*  Remorse/'  by  Coleridge,  439>  44<)> 

St.  Luke's  Hospital,  S36.                              ^^M 

^^^H                 Reynolds,  John  Hamilton,  520,  686, 

St.  Paul's  admission  fee,  9S7.                       ^^H 

^^^H                 —  Mrs.,  Lamb's  schoolmifstress,  39,  40, 

Salisbury,  Lamb's  pun  at,  409,                      ^^H 

^^H                        834, 89t. 

Salt' water  soap,  345.                                        ^^H 

^^^1                 Rheumatism,  Lamb  on,  S07,  B08, 

Salutation  and  Cat,  3,  16,  29,  61.                 ^^H 

^^^B                ''  Richafd  IL,"  Lamb's  epilogue  to,  644. 

Sapphica,  995.                                               ^H 

^^^H                 Richmond,  the  Lambs  at,  296. 

Sargus,  Mr.     See  Letters.                            ^H 

^^^H                 Rickman,  John.     See  Letters. 

Lambda  tenant,  454.                                   V 

^^H                 igi^  193,  324.  229,  3*3^  559.  966- 

Satan  in  Search  of  a  Wife,  S61,  874,  876,         M 

^^H                        969^  973-975- 

BSi,  897,  903.                                            ^^H 

^^^H                 Rlgg  children.  Lamb's  verses  on,  861. 

Sa^^age,  Richard,  ^25,  227,  600,  6ot.           ^^M 

^^^H                 Rimini,  Leigh  Hunt's  poem,  497^ 

Savory,  Hester,  195,  26]:.                              ^^H 

^^^1                 "  Road  to  Ruin,  The,'*  365,  369. 

Scott,  John.     See  Lettera.                             ^^M 

^^^H                 Robinson  Cri^oe^  58 7 « 

434.  555<                                             «^H 

^^^H                 Robin^n,  Atithony,  757' 

—  Sir  Walter.     See  Letters,                      *^^| 

^^^H                —  Mrs.  Anthony,  77:2. 

—  —  580, 603, 604.                *^H 

^^^H                —  Henry  Crabb.     See  Letters, 

Sentiment,  Lamb  on,  413,                             ^^^H 

^^^H                 he  meets  Lamb,  388. 

Settle,  Elkanah,  467,  46S.                               ^H 

^^^1                _  _  _  Lamh  on,  438. 

Shakespeare,  George  Dyer  on,  1S5.             ^^H 

^^H                —  and  ■*  Peler  6dl,"  s^i- 

—  the  Bellows  portrait,  573,  574.               •  ^H 

^^^^^^ —  his  admiration  of  Wordsworth, 

—  and  Eti^t  591,                                            ^^H 

^^^B 

™                ^ 

—  his  illuitrations,  923.                             ^^^^| 

Shaketp^ar/s  Ckara£ter$,  gj^ 

Southey,  Robert,  and  Hone,  847,  849,                 ^^^H 

**  She  dwelt  among  the  untiodden  ways,'* 

us  defence  of  Lamb,  858,  859.                   ^^^^H 

114. 

^  —  his  ''  Chapel  Bdl,"  956,                             ^^^H 

Sheep-stealing,  Lamb's  sonnet,  798. 

Spenser,  Edmund,  and  Mr.  Spencer,  J34,           ^^^^H 

Shelley,  P.  B.,  573. 

^^^H 

death  of,  576, 

his  sonnet  to  Harvey ^  335^  53^*                 ^^^^H 

Lamb  on,  653,  653, 

*'  Spider,  To  a,^'  by  Southcy,  M?'                          ^^^H 

Ha^litt  oil,  652. 

SpiHt  of  tht  Age,  The,  669,  &70,                            ^^^H 

**  Lines  to  a  Reviewer."  655, 

'*  Spiritual  Law/'  by  Barton,  957.                         ^^^^H 

—  Mrs.  P.  B.    Se0  Letters. 

Stamps,  Comptroller  of,  934,                                   ^^^^H 

„  ^  . 739. 

Suiionery,  Lamb  on,  700.                                        ^^^H 

Sheridan  and  Lamb,  391,  393, 

Stoddart,  John.     Su  Letters,                                ^^^H 

Simmons^  Ann,  3,  5,  6,  55. 

19,   165,  a  1 7,  275,  277,  315,  355,            ^^^H 

Simondsi  the  ghouJ^  339,  967* 

^^^H 

Six  MoKihs  in  the  Wt%i  Indies,  702. 

—  Lady.     Set  Letters.                                            ^^^H 

Skiddaw,  Lamb  on,  244. 

^^H 

Smith,  CharloUe,  J55. 

—  Saiah  (afterwards  Sarah  Ha^litt),    S9§           ^^^H 

—  Mfs.,  546, 

^^^H 

**  Smoker's  Song,  The,  '  991* 

her  love  affairs,  278,  280,  agi,  339,           ^^^H 

Smoking,  Lamb  on,  269,  517,  320^ 

343^  35^1  36^1  374i  37^-                             ^^^1 

Snakes,  Lamb  visits,  190, 

her  mother's  illness,  312,  322,                      ^^^^H 

**  Soldier's  Daughter,  The/*  by  J.  Howard 

<—  —  plans  for  her  wedding,  379*                          ^^^^H 

Payne,  58a. 

her  wedding,  390.                                        ^^^^H 

Sonnet  to  EUa,  571- 

Stothard,  Thomas,  Lamb's  lines  to,  923,            ^^^^H 

^  on  **  Work/'  646. 

^^^1 

**  Sonnet  to  a  Nameicsa  Friend,"  789. 

Stowey,  Lamb  at,  to8.                                         ^^^H 

Southampton  Buildings,  396. 

Stuart,  Daniel,  on  Lamb^  a88,                               ^^^^H 

Southey,  iidith,  6gt. 

Sunday,  Lamb  on,  715.                                          ^^^^H 

—  —  aonnet  to,  900* 

"  Superannualed  Man,"  675,  679.                          ^^^H 

—  Dr„  438,  629. 

*■  Supersedeas,''  by  Wither,  £24,  9So-  ^^^H 
''  Suum  Cuique/'  by  Lamb,  §48,  ^t.                   ^^^H 

—  Robert,  his  yoan  &fArf,  i,  13,  ai,  a6. 

in  1796,  3. 

Swift,  Dean,  5oo,  601.                                            ^^^H 

and  Cowpei,  15,  31. 

Swinburne,  A.  C,  and  Lamb  and  Hugo,           ^^^^H 

—  —  his  dacty  s,  33,  34, 

^^H 

and  Coferidge,  52. 

on   Lamb  s    dramatic  suggea-            ^^^H 

his  Madoc,  53. 

^^^^H 

entertains  Lamb  and  Lloyd,  no. 

— on  -^  A  True  Stoty,*'  979.                       ^^^H 

—  —  his  Joan  0/  Arc,  121. 

Sydney,  Sir  Philip,  and  Lamb,  943,                     ^^^H 

—  —  and  the  *'  Sonnet  to  Simplicity,'* 

Syii^ia^  by  George  Darley,  S05.                             ^^^^H 

119,  no. 

^^^^^H 

his  *'  Eclogues,"  135,  iiS,  129, 143* 

^^^^^1 

^  on  '^  The  Ancient  Marinei,"   130, 

^^H 

131' 

his  Poems,  2nd  edition,  1799,  143. 

Tabh  Book,  Lamb's  fabkt  760,                           ^^^H 

MS* 

Tailors,  Lamb  on,  449,  451,  797*  ^^^H 
TtiU%  from  Shakespior,   348,   351,   35a,            ^^^^H 

him  description  of  Manning,  175. 

in  Dublin,  233. 

354.  333>  372^                                                  ^^^H 

^  on  the  perfect  household,  276, 

,  Taifouid,  Thoma*  Noon.     See  Lettens.               ^^^H 

—  ^  his  Cvrsi  o/Kchama,  465, 

1 469,  471,  536,  62U,  792.                           ^^^H 

his  Roderick t  465.  466, 

made  a  serjeant,  898.                             ^^^^M 

—  —  death  of  his  son,  490. 

.his  •'  Verses  In   Memory  of  a            ^^^H 

the  lapidary  style,  498,  300. 

Child,"  957'                                                   ^^H 

hi*  fortune,  595. 

Talma  and  Lamb,  573,  574.                                   ^^^^H 

—  —  his  criticiBm  of  Elia,  6161  617. 

"  Tartar  Drum,"  Lamb's  version,  929.                 ^^^^H 

Lamb's  Letter  to,  616,  617,  627. 

Tartary,  Lamb  on,  2^8.                                            ^^^^H 

—  —  his  reply  to  Lamb,  627,  628. 

Tatler,  The,  and  Jerdan,  S60,                                ^^^H 

his  Tale  of  Paraguay,  6gi. 

Tayler,  C.  B.,  635.  773^                                          ^^H 

his  *'  Vesper  Bell,"  691,  956. 

Taylor,  Jeremy,  218,  325.                                       ^^^^H 

his  Book  Gftht  ChHrch,  691. 

—  John.    S^^  Letters.                                           ^^^^| 

his  Life  of  Bunyan,  847, 

—  —  editor  of  the  Lon  don  Maga^nit  55^-           ^^^^H 

^■^1024                               INDEX                        ^^^^1 

^^m               TsylOTt  John,  and  the  EUa  Iftwinit,  goo, 

^H                                 9^- 

—  Lamb  on,  954.                               ^^^^H 

^^H                Temple  finally  Mu  5^- 

^^^^^M 

^^H                Thackeray  and  Lamb,  6&$. 

w                ^^H 

^^H                 Thuttkigiving  OtU,  by  Wordtwordli  4S4, 

^^H 

^H 

Wad4  Lamb'i  coUeagoe^  586,  5S7,          ^M 

^^H                Thclwall,  Jotin,  93^  109. 

Wagg^wr,  Th€,  524.                                   ^H 

"  Wagtlair,  Mr.  Ephnhn,''  984.                 ^H 

^^M               *' Theses    Qu^dam    Tbeologlcser    117* 

Wainewrighi,  T.  G-,  613,  618^  Bwq,     Sm^^% 

^^H 

a/14?  "Janus  W^thercock."                        J 

^^H                Thievery  in  Aiistralia,  500. 

Waltham  Cros^,  letter  on,  9186.                  ^^ 

^^H                Thurlow,  Lord,  457, 788,  790, 

Walton,  liaak,  20,  52,  2ta,  ^0^                ^^1 

^^^^^         Thurtell  the  murderer,  654, 

Warner 'a  SyHfu:,  &30,  631.                   ^^^^H 

^^^^H        Titian,  Maiy  Lamb*»  verses,  313. 

Waich,  Emma  lsota'&,  9x5.                 ^^^^H 

^^^^1         —  the  Music  Piece,  346. 

WaUhman,  Thg,  8,  12.                          ^^^H 

^^^^^          Titles  of  honour,  Lamb  on,  408. 

Webster,  his  *•  Vittoria  CorombuM,* ^^^ 

^^H                "  To  a  Bird  thic  Haunted  the  Wmten  of 

Wednesdays,  Lamb's  eveoiiig,  4aS.                   J 

^^H                       Lacken/'  790. 

Wesley,  Mi&s,  162.  164,                               ^J 

^^H               ^'To   Emma  Learning  Latin  »od  Des- 

Wesmacott,  C,  M.,  ^^9,                               ^H 

^^B                       ponding;'  740,  9^2. 

Westwood,  Thomas,  8»,  SaS,  ^m.           ^H 

^^M               " To  a  Friend  on  hi&  Marriage,"  91S. 

--  Cotuge,  817,  824.                                  ^H 

^^H                "  To  the  Poet  Cowper,"  37. 

Whist,  837.                                            _^M 

^^H               "  To  Saj^a  and  her  Samuel/'  35,  37,  39. 

"  White  Devil,  The,*'  325.                    ^^^M 

^^H               •*  To  my  Sister;^  sonnet,  a. 

Wkiif  Dof  of  RyUtont,  525,                 ^^^^1 

^^^^^H         "  To  a  Young  Lady  going  out  to  India," 

White,  Edward,  576,  740.                     ^^^H 

^^B 

—  James,  5,  115,                                   ^^^^H 

^^^^B        Tohin,  Jamc*  Wcbbc,  284,  353. 

Widford,  7^3,                                          ^^Vl 

^^^f              —  John,  30I. 

"Widow,The/'777.  785,  7^- 

^H               '*  Tomb  of  Douglas,  The/*  65, 

H^*<fow'j  ra/r.  TA*,  by  Barton,  7^6,  728. 

^^H                **  Tombs  in  the  Abbey,  The,*'  587. 

Widows,  a  list  of,  940, 

^^M               '*  Tooth^ache  and  Gum-boil, "  jar. 

<*  Wife,  The,*'  by  Sheridan  Kncnvlet,  886, 

^^H               Tow«r»,  Mrs.,  Lamb'5  sonnet  to,  77T, 

905,  9to. 

^^H               Town  and  country,  Lamb  on,  8^7,  832. 

"  Wife  fl  Trial,  The,'*  by  LainK  735.  738* 

^^H               **  Translation  of  Enoch/*  by  Barton,  959. 

739.  747,  74S.  787*                                    ^ 

^^H               Tmvcli,  Lamb  on,  465,  467. 

Witde,  Serjeant,  856.                                       ^H 

^H               TreUwney,  E,  J.,  577. 

William  IV„  85S.                                     ^^M 

^^M              Trimmer,  Mm.i  35a,  254. 

Williams,  Mrs.    Sit  Letters.                ^^^H 

^H              *'  True  Story.  A/'  979- 

and  Emma  Isola^  77S.                ^^^^H 

^^H              Tanbridffe  WeUs,  the  Lamba  at,  614. 
^^H              Turbot,  Lamb  on,  681. 

and  the  acrostics,  84!,  §41,  847,  ^^^H 

WiUon,  John*  his  biography,  893,               ^^| 

^^H               Turnips  and  legs  of  mutton,  840,  854. 

Wilson,  Walter.    Stt  Lettem.                    ^H 

^^H              TuthiU,  Sir  George,  365,  36^,  455,  836. 

and  Lamb's  apology,  319,                  ^^| 

^^H              Twelfth  Day,  980. 

Lamb's  fellow  clerk,  220,                  ^^| 

^^m              Twiss,  Horace,  &B3, 

— ^  —  visits  Lamb,  776.                                ^^M 

—  —  his  Liff  0/  De/of,  8 10,  Sao.                 ^H 

^B 

Windham,  William,  154,  155,  412,              ^H 

Winterslow,  342,  5 98.                                   ^^H 

^^M              Unit^ani«m,  B81. 

—  the  Lambs  at,  403,  404,  405*  415.           ^H 

**  Witch,  The,'*  by  Lamb.  132,  134,  J35,      ^H 

^H 

Wither,  George,  and  Quailca,  124,  139.        ^H 

Lamb  on,  413,  414,                             ^H 

^^m              Velluti,  Signor,  685,  6S7. 

—  —  his  "Supersedeas/'  950.                    ^^t 

^^M              '*  Vindictive  Man,  The,'*  565,  369. 

Woolman,  John,  91^  94*  64  Si  9^-                ^^| 

^^H              Virgin  and  Child,  Mary  Lamb's  verees, 

Wordiworth,  Dorothy,    Set  Lettcfm,    ^^^B 

^^M 

at  Stowey,  108,                           ^^^H 

^^M              **  Vhion  of  Hornn/*  667* 

a  letter  from,  310.                        ^^^^M 

^^H              "Vision  of  Judgment/'  by  Byron,  577, 

her  poems,  458,                            ^^^^H 

^^1                      6j5i  ^3<^>  7^3^ 

^  William.     Set  Lettert.                      ^^^H 

^^m              **  Vision  of  Repentance,  A/'  loi,  104. 

ai  Stowey,  108,                            ^^^H 

^^m              Voltaire  and  Congreve,  3S3,  385. 

and  Coleridge  in  Germany,  135,136.   ^^M 
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Wordsworth,     William,    his    economy, 

173.  I  

Lyrical  Ballads^  afid^,0MOfr,  208, 

212.  '^^'^ 

and  Lamb's  letters,  2x2. 

at  Bartholomew  Fair,  242. 

his  marriage,  248,  249. 

his  £8  worth  of  books,  295. 

and  Shakespeare,  384. 

his  difference  wiUi  Coleridge,  421. 

The  Exeursian,  434. 

and  Voltaire,  444,  445. 

his  Poems,  18x5  edition,  456,  458, 

463.  560. 

his  illegible  hand,  485. 

on  Bums,  487,  488. 

and  PeUr  Bell  the  Third,  5x9. 

The  Waggotur,  524,  526. 

his  Duddon  sonnets,  54X. 

at  Monkhouse's  dinner,  606. 

in  London,  64X. 


Wordsworth,  William,  his  Milton,  a  gift 

from  Lamb,  912. 
at  Haydon*s,  954. 

—  John,  his  death,  299,  310. 

—  William,  jr.,  534. 

"  Work,"  Lamb's  sonnet,  572. 
Works,  Lamb's,  5x4,  515. 
Worsley,  Lady  Frances,  608. 
WortlQT,  Lady  Mary,  607,  608. 
Wrooghton,    Richard,   his   letter    about 
"Mr.  H.,"  353. 


"  Yarrow  Visited,"  557. 

"  Yew  Trees,"  Wordsworth's  poem,  459. 

"  Young  Catechist.  The,"  727. 


•*  Zapolya,"  484,  486. 


THE   ABBRDBBM    UMtVBRSITY   PRB88   LIMITBD 

VOL.  VIL — 67 


